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A TRAVELLER’S TALE 


IH C, me ™» ) ] a) my 
( fog dy jim f / / i ) VA THE native-villagers of his native village of LONDON were having their evening 
DUN zasut | fuel A ( Nia Ny > a pipe and pot on the old regular bench. 
C ily, \ e \\e ( \ NS SY ‘* A-tourin’ an’ a-sightseein’ agin, so he is!” said the first native-villager ; ‘* a/- 
Sah, Aes SR 8 aa ways a-tourin’ an’ a-sightseein’, so he is!” 
= \.\ eS : & 
—=— “ - Wonderful an’ surprisin’ sights ’ee do see, too,” said the second native- 
villager. 
** An’ wonderful an’ surprisin’ tales ’ee do tell wen ee cooms ’ome too,” said the 
third native-villager ; ‘‘an’ / says let them bleeve 'em as loikes tu! Hee! hee!” 
At this there was a deprecating murmur of— 
**No, Tummus; doant yew go to say as ’ee ever deceives us. Not’ee, ‘ee doant. 
’Ee doan’t go to deceive nobody ; an’ wot ’ee says, that's trew, ’owsomever it might 
seem a leetle startlin’ to ear at first. ‘Is travlurs’ tales is trew tales, Tummus. 
Wy—’ere ef ’ee ain’t coom back onst more, an’ ’artily welcome tu.” 
As they spoke, the party to whom they alluded trudged into view, dressed in a 
— and travel-stained tourist suit, a knapsack on his back, a stout stick in his 
d. 
The cordiality of his reception by his native-villagers was something to remember; 
they arose in a body and shouted ; each of them wrung his hand; they took off his 
knapsack, and handed him a long drink of their homely native London stout and 
bitter. But can we wonder at all this? No; for the traveller was FUN, the per- 
sonal benefactor and bosom friend of every villager in London. 

‘*An’ wot might you ’ave seen werry re-markable ¢/iés toime?” asked the vil- 
lagers in chorus, 

‘* Well, you see, you're such a sceptical lot,” said FUN behind his mug of stout 
and bitter, ‘‘ that it’s useless to tell you of the wonders I’ve seen. You will not 
believe.” 

All the villagers wiped their mouths with their cuffs in polite deprecation, and 
murmured, ‘‘’T ain’t for the likes ov we tu doubt yewer word, for sure!”’ 

‘*Well, then,” said Fun, ‘‘I have seen the nice gardens they made on the 
Thames Embankment, to give Londoners a breath of air, turned into receptacles 
for the poisonous gases that the M. D. R. doesn’t know what to do with. Would 
you believe that ?”’ 

The villagers nodded. 

‘*And then I have seen with my own eyes persons who objected to the grants 
to Lord Wolseley and Lord Alcester. Would you believe that ?” 

The villagers nodded, murmuring, ‘‘ There’s allers rum ‘uns about.” 

** And I ‘ve seen ” And he related other wonders of the half-year — 
June, 1$83; and at each wonder the villagers nodded. ‘'And I’ve seen—an 
bought—and eaten—cheap fish in this very village—Lordon! Would you believe 
that ?” 

** NOO—WE—WUDDUN’T, an’ that’s streaight!”’ said the villagers decidedly, 
‘** Yew think as we’re simple folk as ’all taakein ennythink yew ‘re minded tu stoof 
down ; but wen it cooms tu cheeap fish in Lundun # 

** But here is some cod I got at threepence per pound and here are sone had- 
docks at a penny each ; judge for yourselves,” said FON, 

But the villagers only chuckled knowingly, and shook their heads for an hour ; 
then they said, ‘‘And whereabowt might one be aable tu get this cheesp fish, 
Mister Joker ?” 

‘* The name of the market is contained in this volume,” replied FUN. 

The villagers winked at and nudged one another, then sceptically held out their 


hands for 
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“ Walk up! walk up!” cried the People’s Jester ; “plank down 


world!” 
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WALE UP! WALK UP! 


THE extinguisher of Father Time had all but fallen on the 
dying and spluttering flame of 1882, when FUN manipulated 
with dexterity his own “Patent Luminiferous Dobrowoski 
Blacking-Brush Electric Light”—a light clear, brilliant, and 
lucid as himself. FUN then used his well-padded drumsticks 
with appalling vigour on his largest and most discordant drum, 
and began his New Year's address to the British Public as 
follows : 


“ Dear B. P., you imagine probably that I am about to puff 
my own show, in which case it’s a hundred-ton gun to a penny 
peashooter you are right. Somebody or other (an unread Re- 
publican, possibly) once remarked, ‘The British Public is a 
hass !’ which utterance was neither polite nor true. The B, P. 
is, on the contrary, remarkably ‘fly ;’ but at the same time it 
is sceptical, and will not believe in shows that are not puffed. 
Therefore,” continued I UN, while he gracefully bowed (at least, 
as gracefully as a jester with a big drum slung round his 
neck could bow) and cocked his left optic pleasantly at the 
British Public, ‘‘ therefore, though I assert in a fearless manner 
that I can give any other comic show in the world ‘points,’ 
and win, I am not afraid to admit that there are several others 
in existence of most excellent quality; but before I’ll ever 
be beaten, hang me! I’ll—I’Il——” Here Fun plied his 
drumsticks so furiously, that the drums of the British Public’s 
ears, as well as his own sonorous instrument, were nearly 


broken, 
“ If you are never beaten,” shricked the drum, “I am, Don’t 


9) 


be quite so handy with those sticks, guv’nor ! 


“Dear L. P.,” resumed FUN, disdaining to notice the ap- 
peal, “I have re-engaged for this year, that has just made its 
welcome appearance, some of the most eccentric Comic Artists 
and peculiar Comic Journalists of the present day—and a few 
of ’em are eccentric and peculiar, you bet. I allow them 
to stand on their heads in the office, to appropriate my best 
cigars, to incite my head clerk to sing ‘ Tiddy-fol-lol!’ during 
office hours, to dance with the Office Boy’s great-aunt, and 
all for your sake, dear B, P. I have to put up with much in 
order to provide my grand weekly show for you, B. P.” 


Here FuN showed signs of weeping, but the cheers of the 
B. P. revived him. And once more the big drum had cause 
for serious complaint. 


your pennies, and revel in the most mith-creating show in the 
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en, so that the noticer goeth cheerily to his 
| work and beginneth to believe that the stage 
| { his country is at last showing itself worthy 
of its possibilities. 
This improvement is distinctly attributable 
to Mr, FUN—it is uscless for that gentleman 
to attempt to conceal the fact; did not ‘*the 
| little house in Tottenham Street” inaugurate 

that school of quiet art and natural acting 
| which is the guiding star of modern effort ? 
| Did not the late T. W. Kobertson supply 
|ihem with the means of inauguration, and 
was not he an honoured member of Mr, 
lk UN’S most noble army of witty ones? But 
ithe blush of conscious modesty rises to the 
| gifted one’s cheek, and I pass from the topic. 


the Sizer Ain authors, and the absolute 
newness of one of the authors (and that the 
principal one concerned, I believe) of Com. 
rades, will surely justify these opening re- 
marks. There are said to be two weak points 
in Comrades (it is good when stress is laid 
pon ‘* weak points,” there must be some- 
thing strong about the article). The first 











The comparative newness of the authors of ‘Well 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


x 
i 


Cumrades. 


my halidome 
and in good 
sooth, the life of 
the humble no- 
ticer becometh 
more than bear- 
able ! Time was 
when of half a 
dozen plays— 
nay, of more— 
the proportion 
that did not 
weary, Or out- 
rage, or inap- 
propriately 
amuse was as 
one, and weari- 
ness of spirit fell 
upon the noticer 
and dulled his 
days, whereas 
of late it seem- 
eth, and indeed 
is, that he is not 
dulled, nay, ab- 


Jlutely enjoyeth himself in ten times to the extent of nine-tenths of 


z Savoy.—An Hop-ERRAT! 


point 1s the General’s concealment of his first marriage from his second 











wife, but I ven- 
ture (with fear 
and trembling, 
of course) to 
think that this 
is very pro- 
bable thing un- 
der the circum- 
stances and con- 
ditions in which 
it is placed in 
the story. The 
other point, the 
ambiguity of 
language which 
causes Darleigh 
to believe him- 
selfillegitimate, 
also seems very 
natural to me: 
taking the pro- 
bable bent of 
each man’s 
thoughts at the 
moment, the 
uestion of ille- 

) the 


| 
| 





facts; while the ; 


already made up 
his mind to as 
the truth; and 
at the worst nei- 
ther of these 
points appears 
so weak to me 
as Sir George's 
rather oppor- 
tune brain-fever, 
time - honoure 1 
and __ perfectly 
allowable as the 
device is. 
Anyway, we 
might forgive 
something more 
than this to the 
authors of such 
a sterling play— 
not so much a 
brilliantly writ- 
ten play as one 
strong in human 
interest (which 








mn would only look for corroboration of what he had 


ISM, ‘|p » TooT! 


is probably the secret of its power)—and one giving opportunity for such 


only Mr. Gilbert himself could give them. 


company is nel- 
ther better nor 
worse than 
usual, which is 
quite sufficiently 
good, and the 
singing, except 
in the case of 
Miss Braham 
(whose words 
are indistin- 
guishable even 
with the assist- 
ance of the 
book), and Mr. 
Grossmith (who 
has not been 
provided by Na- 
ture with a sing- 
ing voice, al- 
though she has 
supplied him 
with a certain 
dry humour 
which enables 
him to carry off 
the deficiency) | 


CHANCELLOR. 


magnificent acting as that of Mr. Clayton 


and Mr. Coghlan in the second act. The | 


acting throughout shows all the completeness, 
care, and delicately handled power which 
are characteristic of the company, but Mr. 
Coghlan’s picture of mental struggle and 
pain in this scene and the following one with 
Lady Constance will not be easily excelled or 
readily forgotten. Miss Marion Terry is 
graceful and tender as ever as Lady Con- 
stance. Mr. Mackintosh’s rather obtrusive 
Tom Stirrup is a good study of an unconven- 
tional Irishman, and Mr. D. G. Boucicault 
Jooks lovely in the full uniform and medals he 
lavished upon himself in the last act. 


Mr. Gilbert's /o/anthe, except that it is 
rather thinner in plot than his previous pieces 
of the series, is just what one might have ex- 
pected it to be: quaint turns of thought, 
whimsical incongruities, demure liberties 
taken with exalted personages, perfect com- 
mand of the technicalities of expression (no 
less in prose than in rhyme), Miss Alice 
Jarnett, Mr. Grossmith, Miss (;wynne—all, 
all are there, and, in spite of the familiarity of 
their features, invested with a freshness which 
The acting of the Savoy 
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‘An All-Rounder.” 


THOUGH most regard their FUN no end 
Their guide, philosopher, and friend, 
There are who look on him as quite 
Beneath their ken—which isn’t right. 
’T is not for these that he essays 

To annotate the Christmas plays ; 

No, no! his love for such is dim ; 

’T is done for those who ’re ford of him. 


For these alone he goes betimes 

To all the plays and pantomimes, 

For these alone he does the round, 

And begs to mention what he’s found. 
And first with favour he regards 

The Covent Garden Promenarvdes ; 

(He likes them well—suggests a call— 
There ’s ‘‘ smoking ” in the Floral Hall). 


There’ s Sindéad starts a brilliant reign 
Within the walls of Drury Lane, 

So great in play, in cast and dress, 

A pure emb-Harris de richesse ; 

The Yellow Dwarf will please the town 
(Although that dwarf needs cutting down), 
And atqHer Majesty’s will run 

Until the new ‘* Pandora ’”’’s done. 


Then let us take a cab, old pal, 
And off to the Imperia/, 

Where Fack the Giant Adller shows 
(As ‘* Hobson’s choice,” we may suppose), | 
Or seek the distant Sadler’s Wells, 

Where Crusoe in his glory dwells, 

Or seek the still more distant Britt., 
And give that Lane a turn, to wit. | 


Where Cindere//a reigns the star, 

A favourite ; for see, we have 

Another of her at ‘‘ the Pav.” 

Though WAtttington like praise may own 
(See Avenue and Marylebone) ; 

An there two //oods, it’s plain to see, 
At Hengler’s and the Standard be. 


Then mark the new-raised Alcazar | 


Then some for fun may put to use 
The Elephant and Castle Goose ; 
lhe Forty Thieves at Crystal Pal., 





Or Messrs. Sanger’s Bluff King Hal ; 

Or if you are an aunt or pa, 

(As very many people a’) 

You ’ll take some puss in shoes (which soa's) 
To see the Surrey Puss in Loots, 


Who cry for taste and acting too 
Should make a fuss with Much Ad, 
Or listen to the sterling ring 

There is about 7he Silver Aine ; 

Or how Jane /:yre her part sustains 
And Jane-Eyre-al approval gains ; 
Or pleased see Comrades win, no less | 
Than mark a Avva/s’ great success. 


Nor let the Haymarket be passed, 
Though shortly ’t will be losing Caste, 








Nor miss where the St. James’s lives 

For art, and nightly /m/u’se gives ; 

Let Love or Money be their choice 

l‘or melodrame who raise the voice, 

While we, for those who’d laugh, rehearse 
Some items in a final verse. 


“Lloped’s the means the Strand employs 
To make you ‘‘ reg’lar roar,” my buys. 
The Novelty A/e/ita plays ; 

Then Valentine and O.’s the Ga’s ; 
‘The Comedy’s is Azp ; the O.- 
Comique’s is ladies, as you know ; 
While Tooleseses is Gir/s and Boys, 
And Jolanthe the Savoy’s. 





Ye who in holidays rejoice 

Peruse the list and make your choice ; 
But ye who would select a gem 
Observe what NgsTOR says of them. 
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A SA-TIS JAM! 


Mis gL dith.—"* AND YOU ’’RE TAKING GREAT CARE OF YUUR THROAT, I SEE, MR. 

DE BROMLEY.” . . | 

Ur. Revineid de Bromley.—'' AW!—YES, I’M TO SING AT THE BICKLEYS' TO-NIGHT, 
DON’T you KNOW ? AND I’M TRYING TO PRESERVE WHAT LITTLE Voice I HAVE,” 

P "| ’ . we 9 . | 

Miss Fanny (a rattle). —OH ! THEN YOU THINK IT ‘SWEET’ ENOUGH TO ‘ PRESERVE, 

Mr. DE BROMLEY, DO YOU?” . . | 

[ Mr. Reginald de Bromley (after vainly endeavourtny to make an appropriate re- 

partee) ts obliged to pursue the ** light tenor" of his way, or rather the way of 

the light tenor, discompied. 


~—— 





-_ 
—_—-- 


The Ire Hducation Question, 


Here’s a lark!—another appropriate name. Look here :—‘‘A lad was charged with stealing 
sugar from a van in the Wandsworth Road. Mr. Iremonger, the School Board officer, informed 
his worship——"’ Just picture to yourself the anger and deep-seated yearning for vengeance 
stirred up in any neighbourhood by the visit of a School Board officer, and then say to yourself, 
‘“Mr, Iremanger!” Ho! ho! By Jove! Talk about appropri——yjust fancy now ! 


So oO 
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THAT RETARDED POSTAL DELIVERY QUESTION—(SOME CAUSES OF THOSE DISGRACEFUL DELAYS). 


Of course we would not suggest that the public is itself in any way responsible for the lateness of its letters ; but still 





be postm 1S Cause of iy! The thoughtless person (Mr. Legion) who will ; 
instead of a number, to his hovel 
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OUT IN THE COLD. 
(See Cartoon.) 


CABINET Ministers, merry and wise, 
Somebody ’s waiting outside in the cold, 
Gazing with possibly hungering eyes 
Into the room where you jointly appear 
To be wishing each other a Happy New Year 
At the family board in convivial guise, 
And never a moment reflecting how near 
To the scene of your joy is your comrade of old— 
Out in the cold. 
Hardly, perchance, can he keep back a tear 
As he sees by how little he’s failed of the prize 
Which his honest ambition has tried, and still tries, 
To obtain, but which Fate doth withhold, 
Pressing him down when he’s longing to rise— 
Out in the cold. 
Ought you to leave him thus shivering here? 
Cannot you let him partake of your cheer? 
Is his assistance the sort you despise ? 
Will you not lend to his merits an ear? 
Why don’t you take him up into your fold, 
Out of the cold ? 
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DITTIHBS OF THH DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New Series. No. 27.~A SonG or AssisTANce, 


AlR—‘“‘ All through obliging a Lady.” 


Twas Christmas-time, the holidays 
Demoralized me quite; 
I felt a strong desire to ‘‘ laz2,” 
And didn’t want to write, 
When, as I settled to begin 
(Though much inclined to shirk), 
A Christmas fairy toddled in 
And kindly did my work. 
Little obliging lady ! 
Very obliging lady! 
My thanks were profuse, 
For she was of some use, 


Highly obliging lady! 


She said, ‘‘ Our footpaths reek with mud, 
Which vestries ought to clear— 
I’ like to have those vestries’ blood !” 
(She did, the little dear) ; 
‘*The people’s wit in Exeter 
Than London’s must be higher, 
They ’ve been,” she said, ‘‘ unless I err, 
And set the Exe on figher.”’ 
Little obliging lady ! 
Very obliging lady! 
‘*Events of the time’”’ 
All spoken in rhyme !— 
Highly obliging lady ! 





She told of Richard Fryer’s deed, 
And cracked him up, of course, 
For causing Koyal’s nose to bleed— 

The brute who kicked his horse ; 
She told of Poff and Barrett, who 
At Cork will have to die ; 
She had the City Wardmotes, too, 
In her expressive eye. 
Little obliging lady ! 
Very obliging lady ! 
And only to note 
How she beamed at each mote 
Highly obliging lady ! 


That Maxwell-Heron’s lightly served, 
She ventured to opine 
(And her opinion hasn’t swerved 
In this respect from mine) ; 
The Peltzers she did not ignore 
(And all her spades were spades }), 
And warned me of collectors for 
Pretended Fire Brigades. 
Little obliging lady ! 
Very obliging lady! 
And when she had done 
I thanked her like fun, 
Extremely obliging lady ! 


AN IMPROVING STORY FOR LITTLE 
ADULTERATORS. 


‘* Adulteration Fines. —Professor Corfield, analyst to the St. George, Hanover 
Square, Vestry, in issuing a special report on the fines that have been inflicted 
by . . magistrates lately in cases of adulteration of food, . . remarks, ‘I have 
on several occasions pointed out that . . the tendency of magistrates to inflict 
merely nominal fines seems to be increasing. Now, however, that a man has been 
fined only 1s. and 12s. 6@. costs for adulterating milk with 20 per cent, of water, having 
previously been convicted of adulterating two samples and fined as. 6a. and £1 4p. 





costs in each case, not only has proof been obtained that the fines imposed are not 
sufficient, but the question is raised whether it is really worth while to put the machinery 
in work to get a conviction, when the only result is to bring the Act of Parliament into 
ridicule.’ "-—-Daily paper. 

THERE were three little milkmen who set out one day to find the way 
to fortune. Now these three little men were quite aware that there are 
three roads to the end named—viz., the Flatter Road, the Bounce Road, 
and the Swindle Road; and they were also aware that their little brains 
were not sufficiently gifted for either of the two former roads, and that 
their only chance lay along the last. So they boldly marched on until 
they were suddenly brought up by the Adulteration Act, which terrified 
them dreadfully, as it looked quite formidable in the haze which sur- 
rounded it; but just as all three were about to run back and abandon 
the road, the good magistrate, who was put in charge to administer the 
act, appeared before them, Now the magistrate had been placed there 
by the good Fairies Stultification and Deadletter, to weed out those who 
came along the road, in order that only the wise and persevering might 
reach the goal; and for this purpose it was his duty to place little 
obstacles all along to try the courage of those who came along. 

Now it happened that the first of the three little milkmen was a deal 
sharper than the other two, and the moment he set eyes on the magistrate 
he saw, through the forbidding frown of sham severity put on to terrify 
the faint-hearted, the merry sparkle of kindliness in his eye, and the in- 
tense enjoyment of the joke at the corners of his mouth, 

So when the magistrate said with a thunderous voice of mock severity, 

‘* Two-and-sixpence fine, and one-pound-three costs!” the two foolish 
little milkmen ran away as fast as their toes would carry them, became 
honest, and died in the workhouse ; but the wise little milkman paid the 
money with a chuckle, and the good magistrate patted him on the head 
and disappeared with a knowing wink. And the sharp little milkman 
trudged straight on, and slipped in an extra ten-per-cent. of water. And 
presently the Adulteration Act suddenly started up again across his path 
and made him start a little ; but he soon recovered from any little fear of 
it when the good magistrate said, in a voice much less like thunder than 
before, ‘‘One shilling, and twelve-and-six costs.’’ So when the Act 
started up for the third time the little milkman did not care at all, and 
the magistrate said quite approvingly, ‘‘ Summons dismissed, Go on, 
my brave little man, for you see the Adulteration Act is not really such a 
terrible thing as it looks, and Iam put here to prove it. Your dilficulties 
are over!” This is all we have been told of the story, but we will guess 
how it finishes—here it is :— 

So the little milkman went straight on (throwing in another ten-per- 
cent. of water) until he came to the Adulteration Act again ; but it would 
not have frightened any one now, for it was in the form of a triumphal 
arch, and the magistrate was waiting under it, and warmly welcomed and 
embraced the little milkman, and strewed his path with flowers, and led 
him by the hand toa beautiful palace, which was the residence of Fortune. 
And here the little milkman "seo as much gold as ever he wanted, and 
the good Fairies Stultification and Deadletter assisted him to add 
another fifty-per-cent. of water to the fifty-per-cent. already added, and 
in course of time he became a peer of the realm. 

So, all you dear little milkmen (and all other little swindlers with 
just sufficient brains for the road we have treated of), next time your nurses 
tell you what a dreadful prohibitory thing the Adulteration Act is, place 
your thumb to your nose, and spread out your fingers—so, 
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“A FORM OF INSANITY.” 


(And no kind of slur intended on Mr. Howara Vincent's praiseworthy 
tlan of action, either.) 


‘‘Cpime,” said Civilization, wisely, ‘‘is a form of insanity; a criminal 
is simply a lunatic.” This was some time ago (but not so very long), 
and Civilization set about dealing with crime in such a manner as should 
conclusively show the sane state of its own mind. 

Its method was very simple: it hanged everybody who had committed 
any kind of crime, however insignificant ; the criminal could choose his 
way to the gallows at that time, instead of being compelled as now to 
reach it by one definite hard-and-fast act of criminality which it may be 
repugnant to his feelings to commit. He could steal a loaf, or a bit of 
flannel, or a pin, or commit forgery, and so forth, and the result was 
always the same—the extreme penalty of thelaw. ‘‘For crime is merely 
a form of insanity,” said Civilization, ‘‘and the utmost severity is the 
only cure.” 

* a” a * * 


It was a comparatively short time after this that Civilization, still 
muttering gravely to itself about insanity, proceeded to give fresh evidence 
of its own soundness of mind. 

It began by introducing the ticket-of-leave for the purpose of removing 
the «leterrent influence from punishment (by proving to criminals that 
the law does not mean what it says, and that its threats are more terrible 
than its visitations) and of offering a premium to deceit; then Civilization 
seriously entertained the notion of abolishing the extreme penalty of the 
law for the extreme effort of crime ; then it revolted from the cat’s being 
applied to incurable ruffians, and could with difficulty persuade itself to 
retain it ; then it did all it could think of to make our prisons comfortable ; 
and finally requested Mr. Howard Vincent to give a nice supper to dis- 
charged convicts. 

‘* Forcrime,” said Civilization, ‘‘ is merely a form of insanity, anc th: 
utmost lenience is the cnly cure.” 

‘*Hum!” says our Special Criminal, reflectively. ‘‘Ah—jest so! 
Last century you ’angs me for rothink; now you lets me off for every- 
think, and pets me up into the bargain! Hum! Insanity, eh? Well, 
it strikes me as praps I ain't got so much as that about me as some 
folks I knowson At any rate, 1’m—I’m . 








_ “CONSISTENT,” saggested FUN ; ‘‘yes, perhaps there ’s something 
in what you say.” 





OUR newspaper has discovered a new place called Tonkin, and seems 
very proud of spelling it out. Some have rashly supposed from the ap- 
proach to similarity in name that the newly discovered place is iden- 
tical with the one which gives the name to the well-known Beene. We 
may state that the paper we mention is published in Fleat Streat, in the 
Parish of St. Briyde, in the City of Lundun. A paper also informs us 
in one paragraph that: ‘‘Shedide reports that he has captured Ali 
Showeyer and Salim Abu; and Warren has left for Nackl.”” And in 
another on the same page that: ‘The Arab force under Shedeed have 
laid hands upon Ali Shomeyer, as well as Salim Abou;” and that 
Colonel Warren has gone to ‘* Nakhl.” Suppose Shedide should come 
across Shedeed, and Showeyer meet Shomeyer, and Abu catch sight 
of Abou, we expect there would bea fight. The only difficulty would 
be whether it should take place at Nackl or Nakhl. 


It’s Swizzely Accounted for. 
Tue Zimes is much disconcerted at the recent great increase of 


drunkenness in Switzerland. But is it so very strange that the Switzer 
should thus take so kindly to ‘‘ Swizzle”’ 








SONGS OF THE WEHEST. 


VI.—BALLAD OF THE FOXES. 


THERE is a golden glory in my song 

As of a picture by Carpaccio, 

For it is of the early morning-time 
When every man believed with tender faith 
That animzls could talk—oh, lovely lore ! 
So, lady, listen as the lay runs on. 





There was a goose, and she was travelling 
Across the land for her dyspepsia, 

And at the noontide sat to rest herself 

In a small thicket, when there came along 

Two starving foxes, perishing to find _ 
Something which was not too-too-utter-ish 

To serve for dinner, And as they were wild 
For want of food, it was but natural 

That they should likewise be confounded cross : 
Oh, lady, listen as the lay runs on ! 


And as they halted near the thicket, one 

Of them observed, ‘‘ If you were half as sharp 
As books make out, you would not now, I'll bet, 
Be ravenous enough to gnaw the grass.” 

‘‘ And if you were as big, or half as big, 

As you believe you are,” snarled Number Two, 

‘* You ’d bea lion of the largest size 

Minus his roar, and pluck, and dignity.” 

Oh, listen, lady, as the lay runs on! 


‘* Please to observe I want no impudence 

From any fifteen-nickel quadruped 

Of your peculiar shape,” snapped Number One. 
** And if you give me but another note 

Of your chin-music,”’ snarled out Number Two, 
‘**T’ll make a wreck of you, you wretched beast, 
Beyond insurance—bet your tail on that !”’ 

Oh, lady, listen as the lay runs on! 


‘*“’ou are the champion snob of all the beasts !” 

‘* And you the upper scum of all the frauds.” 

** You are the weathercock of infamy.” 

‘** And you the lightning-rod of falsehood’s spire.” 
‘*You area thief!” ‘‘ Ditto.” ‘*Youlie.” ‘I ain’t,” 
‘*Shut up, you goy!”’ And hearing this, the goose 
Could bear no more, but walking from the bush, 
Put on expression most benevolent, 

And said, ‘‘Oh, gentlemen, for shame! for shame! 
I'll settle this dispute: in the first place 

Let me remark, as an impartial friend ——” 

Oh, listen, lady, as the lay runs on! 


But she did not remark, because they made 

A rush at her and caught her by the throat, 
And ate her up; and as they picked their teeth 
With toothpicks made of her lost pin-feathers, 
The first observed, and that quite affably, 
‘**Only a goose would ever make attempt 

To settle a dispute when foxes fight ”— 

Oh, lady, listen as my lay runs on. 


‘* And while I have a very great respect 

For any peacemaker,” said Number Two, 

‘*T would suggest that I invariably 

Hlave found, if they be really honest folk 

Who interfere with reprobates like us, 

They ’re always eaten up ; there is, I think, 
More clanship between devils any day 

Than among all the angels. Interest 

Linds us together, and howe’er we fight 
Among ourselves to ease our bitter blood, 

We do not hate each other half as much 

As we do hate the good. Neighbours who fight 
Can generally take most perfect care, 

Not only of themselves, but of the goose 

Who sticks her bill into the fuss they make. 
This banquet now adjourns until it meets 
Another winged angel of the sort 

Which it has just discussed—may it be soon !’ 
Lady, this lyric runs no further on. 








AFFAIRS OF THE PORT(E).— age, and vint-age 
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The Old and the New. 


EIGHTY-TWO, being old and decrepit, 
Has lately been ordered to ‘‘step it,” 
To vanish for aye from our gaze ; 
And young Eighty-three’s being greeted 
Now old Eighty-two has completed 
His three hundred and sixty-five days, 


And, as we consider together 

The one who’s just finished his tether, 
I fancy we all must agree 

That he always endeavoured to cheer us 

As he tried through a twelvemonth to steer u:, | 
And grateful we’ve reason to be. 





Perhaps now and then we’ve had crosses, 
Vexations, and worries, and losses, 

And ‘‘ fidgets,” and ‘‘ flurries,” and fears ; | 
But, as we’re reviewing our ‘‘rum ” times, 
Methinks we must own it has sometimes 

Been ozv fault as much as the year’s, 


Ah! whether the year brought us blessing, | 
Or often our hearts was distressing | 
With things giving trouble or pain ; | 
Yea, whether he caused us commotion | 
Or soothed us (mark, here’s a new notion), 
We ne’er shall behold him again ! 


He may have appeared, on occasions, | 
Our yearnings to treat with evasions; 
But I think it more likely, indeed, 
That he often made sundry advances, | 
And gave us some pretty good chances, 
To which we paid very slight heed. 


Ah, well! if we Zave been neglectful, 
This year may we be more respectful. 
When a chance of improvement occurs 
May we cast off each shackle and fetter, 
And strive to be wiser and better, 
In Life’s tournament winning our spurs. 


Against ev'ry feeling that ’s sordid 

Let ’s fight, —we ’ll be amply rewarded— 
The Right let us ever revere. 

Still, FUN would not lecture you merely, 

But would wish you all, very sincerely, 
A properous, happy New Year! 








AN EPICUREAN.—Surely one who goes in for epics. 





POLICEMAN, LIKE YER UNCLE TUGAL’ IN GLAISGO’, 
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THE REWARD OF VIRTUE. 


Grandmother (in the Highlands, to Grandson),—‘*' WERL, TONAL’, AN’ 
WHAT POSINESS WULL YOU PE GOING TO PE?” 

Donald.—‘* OCH, SHE’LL NOT KNOW YRT.” 

Grandmother.—‘*‘MY PONNY BOY, YOU MIND AN’ PE A GOOT LAD, AN’ 
ALWAYS SPEAK THE TRUTH, AN’ PROVIDENCE ’ILL MAYPE MAKE YE A 








FACT-FANCIES. 
(The Hilary Sittings—Nisi Prius and Banc—will be held at the New Law Courts.) 


HE was a young defendant. His case was put down in the list for 
Court 1145, and the young man was told to meet his solicitor there 
and be sharp up to time at 10 a.m. 

The solicitor had said to him, ‘‘ Be early, Mr. Jones, because the 
building is somewhat intricate, and there is a /ee¢/e difficulty in finding 
your way about. You will, however, have no trouble in discovering the 
building itself. It is a beautiful pile—some think it to be like a county 
jail, with a bit of Westminster Abbey stuck in here and there. The front 
facade is certainly very ornate. The back parts of the building oddly 
remind one of local hospitals, workhouses, public baths, and other 
public erections, where the ornamental is sacrificed in a great extent to 
the beautiful. The interior of the new courts is rather dimly lit. I 
should advise you to take a bull’s-eye with you, and a few lengths of 
magnesium wire, as the stone walls are unpleasant when coming in 
contact with the head, and tumbling down into the cavernous gloom 
of the staircases is decidedly disagreeable. 

So the next morning Mr. Jones had an early breakfast, and bolted off 
to court to settle his breach of promise. When he entered the building 
he asked one of the attendants which was Court 1145. 

‘‘ There is sich a number of courts and rooms,” said the man, ‘‘ that 
I really can’t tell t’ other from which. You had better look out yourself. 
You’ve got a bull’s-eye lantern with you—that’s all right—as the 
buildin’ ’s dark, owin’ to Gothic architectoor.” 

Then Mr. Jones walked down the dark passages, and shed the light 
of his bull’s-eye on the rows of doors. ‘‘It’s getting more than half- 
past,” he groaned, ‘‘and I can’t find the court yet. Can you tell me, 
sir, which is Court 1145?” he asked of a passer-by. 

‘I believe,” answered the questioned one politely, ‘‘that it is the 
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vlurn, or pay for Contributions 


first turning on the left, then the third on the right, then upstairs to the 
first floor ; then take the seventeenth passage to the right again, and the 
fourth turning to the left ; then go up a staircase that opens out from the 
thirty-sixth door on the right ; go up the staircase, only be careful of the 
steps, as it is very dark, When you are on the fifth landing of the stair- 


| case—well, I think you will be able to find your way—at least, if there 


If not, I should advise 


happens to be anybody about to direct you. 
It is as well 


you to toss up as to which turning you mean to take, 
sometimes to leave these matters to chance.” 

‘‘ But,” shrieked Jones, ‘‘I shall never be able to remember all that. 
I’ve not got a good memory, and if I’m not in court in time I shall lose 
my case. Oh! what canI do? What is the best thing to do?” 

‘*T think,” answered the polite gentleman, ‘‘ if you are anxious to find 
your way about, that you had better buy a set of architect’s plans of the 
building. I know some one who has got a set cheap for ten pound 
fifteen—there ’s his card,” 

Then Jones dashed off to the architect’s, and bought the set of plans. 

‘* They ’re rather intricate,” he said, as he sat in the great hall; ‘‘ but 
I must do my best to find out where I’ve got to go to. 

‘* If you wants to understand the plans of this here building,” remarked 
a policeman who was standing by, ‘‘ you had better have in a purfessional 
harchitect, otherwise you’ll never find your way over here: p’r’aps it 
would be best to have two, ’cos then if qo9 found one couldn’t do it for 
you, you could have t’ other, or you could strike a hawerage like atween 
the two on ’em.” 

And then the professional architects came to the New Law Courts, 
and they wrangled all the day over which were the right turnings to 
take to get to Court 1145. So Jones never went into court at all, and 
lost his case. He is now a harmless though babbling idiot. But he 


| has never yet been able to find his way about the New Law Courts, and 
| what’s more, neither will he nor any one else, 
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THESE EGGS ARE VERY SMALL.” 


SUSAN, 
THEY ARE, SIR; 
Sir,” 


ws one, 
‘* Yes, SIR, 
MORNING, 





“AND STILL GROWING.” 


BUT YOU CAN’T EXPECT THEM TO BE VERY LARGE YBT, SIR. 
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THEY WAS ONLY LAID THIS 








A Royal Row. 

HONOUR to Mr, Barstow! A lad named Richard Fryer (honour to 
Richard Fryer too!) was summoned for violently assaulting William 
Royal, builder, of Risinghill Street, Clerkenwell. 

William stated that he was innocently ‘‘ endeavouring to induce”’ his 
horse to draw a cart up the hill, when the defendant knocked him down 
twice and cut his eye open, and that he retaliated by striking Fryer over 
the shoulder with a long light whip. It came out, however, on the 
testimony of an independent witness, that William’s idea of ‘* endeavour- 
ing to induce” a horse cons isted of ‘* kicking it in the stomach several 
times in a most brutal manner ;” and it also appeared that William had 
innocently confounded a ‘ long light whip” with a ‘‘ thick short carter’s 
whip,” which had led to his quite inadvertently producing the wrong 
whip in court (and. as we presume, while on his oath). 

Mr. Barstow did not believe or encourage William, and, as he ‘‘ did 
not wish to discourage persons from interfering when they witnessed 
brutality to animals,” dismissed the summons, 

And we venture to hope that William Royal, builder, of Risinghill 
Street, Clerkenwell, will feel the effects of the assault—or chastisement 
rather—for a long time to come, and bear the marks of his cut eye, that 
the people may recognize a cowardly ruffian and pass by on the other 
side—except when William happens to be ‘‘ endeavouring to induce,”’ 
when they will do well to cross over as Richard Fryer did. 
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Laws or Libel. 


THE drunken sailor in a row 

Who takes the leather from his waist, 
And lashes with it anyhow, 

By laws will be in durance placed. 
But Law's, for taking off the Belt, 
Has greater consequences felt. 





“Trish Stew.” 


‘THE London Cottage Mission” is the admirable charity that pro- 
vides the ‘** Irish Stew Dinner ” every Wednesday in winter for hundreds 
upon hundreds of waifs and strays at the East-end of London, sends 
dinners to the sick poor at their own homes, and in other ways comforts 
the people. It is urgently in need of funds, and contributions (let them 
be liberal) will be thankfully received and acknowledged by Miss Napton, 
304 Burdett Road, Limehouse, E. ; or Mr. Walter Austin, 44 Finsbury 
Pavement, E.C. In orcer that these hungry mouths may once a week 
have a good ‘tuck in,” it is desirable and necessary that the benevolent 
should at once ‘‘ fork out.” 





A Dey AFTER THE Fair. —A former ruler of Algiers stalking 
beauties for his harem. 











“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 
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Old Songs Reset, 
No. VII. 
Air—‘! The Bridge.” 


I stoop on the bridge at twilight 
When a man was lighting the lamps, 
And remembered I’d posted letters, 
And forgot to put on the stamps, 
And I thought that if Messrs. Tomkins 
Found out what I’d done that day, 
I should get a confounded wigging, 
And be probably turned away. 
And the stars came out in the heavens, 
And the trains went by on the rails, 
And the lights by the flowing river 
Were twinkling ’twixt passing sails. 
But with care was my evening shaded, 
And I trembled with fear and dread, 
And I thought of a sad to-morrow, 
And I wished that I was in bed. 
And my brain was hot and aching, 
And my eyes had a stony stare, 
For I’d taken more Bass’s bitter 
Than my head had been made to bear! 
But the care had all fallen from me 
In the dawn of another day, 
And only the fear of Tomkins 
Prevented my being gay. 
But he never found out my error— 
And I got in no jolly row— 
And merrily snap my fingers, 
Nor care if he knows it now ! 
Yet whenever I cross the river 
On the bridge;where I stood that night, 
I remember the unstamped letters— 
And the beer—and my aching fright. 
And for ever and for ever, 
As long as the river flows, 
Whenever I’m drinking ‘* bitter,’”’ 
Or taking unnumbered ‘‘ goes,” 
That night and its sad reflection 
And its sorrows and griefs appear 
To be stamped—as were zo? the letters— 
With the trade-mark of Bass’s beer, 


The Royal Academy. 


THE Royal Academy has this year opened 
its Winter Exhibition of Pictures by the Old 
Masters, &c,, with two peculiar features. Over 
and above its rich and varied collection by 
many of the most admired and honoured of the 
ancients, it has the works of two distinctly 
different geniuses among the moderns, whose 
aspirations may have been inherently akin, 
but whose inspirations seem to have sprung 
from opposite sources, whose methods lay wide 
apart, and whose results display a great dis- 
parity. 

The collection of the works of the late Dante 
Rossetti shows great power of imagination, 


tenderness of thought, feeling, and delicacy | 


of workmanship ; but, while there is abundance 
to admire, it is doubtful if there is much to 
follow, or if the artist’s repute as an artist will 
be enhanced by his works being brought to- 
gether, though the public are enabled to see 
what an artist he was. On the other hand, 
the collection of Linnel’s, for keen insight into 
nature, powerful execution, and wonderful ac- 
complishment, forms a brilliant display —a 
delight to all beholders, and to the student of 
Nature and Art an education and bright ex- 
ample. The Royal Academy should long ere 
now have enriched their list of members by 
enrolling the name of this gifted and honoured 
artist. Is it too late? 


AN entomologist would do well to go on 
the stage now and again. He is sure to find 
there ‘‘flies ” and ‘‘ wings.” 
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A (W)RAP FOR HIM. 


Heavy Swell,—*'I DON’T SEE ANYTHING IN WINTER TO BE AFWAID OF, Miss MON- 
TAGUE, IF ONE WAPsS UP WELL.” 

Young Lady (who owes him one).—‘* SOME PERSONS DON’T WAIT TILL THE WINTER 
FOR THAT, Mr. SWELLTON, THEY ARE WRAPPRD UP ALL THE YEAR ROUND—IN 
THEMSELVES!” [And he did not seem to go into (w)rapltures over it, 


A Cruel Savage. 


Mr. GEoRGE PupNey having removed the skin of a sheep while the unfortunate animal was 
still alive, subsequently had a short interview with the Maldon Bench, the said interview resulting 
in the removal of George from the society of his family for 2 period of twelve months; his family 
probably will be thankful for this arrangement on the part of the Bench. We much regret that 
the law does not allow of a portion of Pudney’s skin being removed (while he is still alive) by the 
aid of the cat. The perpetrator of such fiendish brutality will no doubt feel bound to perform 
some act of barbarism during his sojourn in prison (just to keep his hand in) which may procure 
him a sound flogging, in which case we trust any warder who should operate on George will not 
forget the sheep villany. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


T is with a feeling 
of something 
like 
satisfaction that 
the humble no- 
ticer is enabled 
to record a dis- 
tinct and solid 
success for Mr. 
Wills and Mrs. 
Bernard - Beere 
in Jane Eyre at 
the Globe. The 
play is 
upon excellent 
lines, 
at exactly the 
right 
and in the right 
manner, and the 
two 
characters 
as fresh on stage 





Due Grovg,—IlInHe MANI-aACcrkKi 
go in the pages of thenovel. Upon Mrs. 
visibly with every character she touches, an 1 
who here proves herself a skilful and appre- 
ciative exponent alike of passages of demure 
satire, tender comedy, and mental distress, 

/and upon Mr. Kelly, whose style (although 

_he occasionally speaks in too low a tone) is 

‘exactly suited to the part, the principal 

| weight falls. They are ably supported by 

| Miss Kate Bishop, Miss Carlotta Leclercq, 
and a clever child, Miss Clemence Colle; but 

Miss D’'Almaine, as the mad wife, must be 

_credited with making the sensation of the 

jevening. Her laugh was blood-curdling 

enough for anything, though neither her de- 

-meanour nor the incident were over-elabo- 


| 


rated in the least. 


| ooo 
| It seems almcst a pity (and quite a waste 
of time) to have redecorated the Connaught 

Theatre with such elaborate tastefulness, and 
| to have taken the trouble to re-name it the 
| Alcazar, only to present so feeble a production 
be Cinderelia, Nor is the feebleness of the 
| piece, for which Mr. Frank Hall is respon- 
| sible (but which is harmless enough in itself), 
much improved by the importation of a quan- 
tity of antediluvian vulgarity at the hands of 
'some of the male performers. 











THe Surrev.—THe ComMELy 
AND THE SAILOR 


personal 


built 
finishes 
moment 
principal 
are 


now as_ they 
were forty years 


Lernard-Le:re, who improves 


Aoi 


A pantomime, moreover, in which the 


selection of me- 
lodies is ex- 
tremely poor, 
the individual 
dances ex- 
tremely few,and 
the transforma- 
tion scene ex- 
tremely ridicu- 
lous, is scarcely 
worthy the flou- 
rish of trumpets 
with which this 
one was an- 
nounced. There 
would appear to 
be a sort of 
sweetly infan- 
tine idea on the 
part of the ma- 
nagement of ri- 
valling or step- 
ping into the 
shoes of the late 
\lhambra (evi- 


, es 
qaenced in some 





This has the one good effect of causinz the balle’s to be very gocd, and 


the principal 
dancer, Mle. 
Delfina Zauli, 
and her satel- 
lites, Mlles. 
Clara Gerrish 
and Rose Hem- 
mings, go 
through the 
usual evolutiors 
with consider- 
able grace and 
skill. Nothing 
can be said of 
the performers 
in such a piece 
except that it is 
a pitiful sight to 


| point 
| whole 


see such aclever 
actor as 
Shiel Barry so 
worse 
wasted, 


Mr. 


than 


‘*Enough | for 


your money, ” if 
the expression of a 


som-.what Ilcw form of satisfaction is a least that of a 


deal of originality. 


of the 
produc- 
tion ; apparently 
every kind of 
dancing, from 
the neat and 
graceful (in pink 
tights) to the 


| Vigorous and ac- 
| robatic (in black 





tights), is placed 
before us with 
(seemingly) 
every conceiv- 
able step in suc- 
cession — such 
wild and impos- 
sible antics 
(among the rest) 
as those of the 
Clayton Twins 
being executed 
with a precision 
and finish which 


increase the 
marvel, and 


prove 


the human frame 


Her Majesty’s.—Poritg Oprosition 





Terpsichorean originality, indeed, is the striking | 
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THE SURREY.—FUNEREAL AND BEry’- 





substantial one, and when excellent quality 
pervades ample supply, what more can the 
noticer or the public desire? There is pro- 
bably as much talent of various kinds in the 
Surrey pantomime, /’ss 12 Boots, as could ; 
manage to squeeze its way in without damage. | 
Mr. George Conquest is a past-master in the 
art of pantomime production, and his latest | 
effort fully sustains his credit. The company 
is a strong one, and the piece (albeit not too 
coherent in story) is brightly written, while 
the ‘‘gags”’ and ‘‘ wheezes”’ possess for the 
most part the rather unusual merit of humour, 
Mr. Harry Monkhouse’s performance of ‘‘ the 
Widow” merits something more than mere 
recognition as a clever piece of acting, there 
is a quiet thoroughness and a refinement about 
it which raise a familiar kind of part to the 
dignity of the best art, and that without sac- 
rifice of either humour or success ; in fact, in 
this character Mr. Monkhouse manages to . 
combine the parts of lady and gentleman. | 
Mr. Victor Stevens is as remarkably comic as | 
he is remarkably supple; Miss Sara Beryl is 








Lizzie and Harriet Claremont defy each other 
with spirit, and dance with grace and a good 





AND Rupe (D)war: 
MEN ENJOYING MIMSBLF HYMENSELY AT BACK). 
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me people's human frame) capable of enduring | 
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and exhibiting more comical violence than the human mind 
(other people’s human mind) is quite prepared for. To this is 
added the brisk and ready pantomimic feats of the Albert-Ed- 
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munds Troupe, the steady humour of Mr. Cruickshanks, the 
glittering glory of the assembly of the Seven Champions and 
review of troops, the wonderfully precocious dancing of the 
child Baby Cousens, the clever scenery of Mr. Gwilt j olley— 
one scene (the third) is a lovely bit of colour, though merely 
a front scene—and a pervading air of heartiness, which make 


the Surrey pantomime as enjoyable a one as ever I wish to see. 





Mr. Robert Reece, who appears lately to have given himself 
up somewhatto the resuscitation of elderly Joe Millers, and Mr. 
Alfred Thompson, who at one time was famous for pieces whose 
distinctive quality was ‘‘linked dullness long drawn out,” 
have collaborated upon a piece in which each has allowed his 
particular fancy full play, and named the result Zhe Yellow 
Dwarf, The Pandora Theatre, for which it was designed, 
not being ready for the public, the piece was produced at Her 
Majesty’s, where it was proved to be no more ready than its 
destined home, There were several hitches in the scenery, 
traps didn’t come up to the scratch, and the kettle refused to 
boil promptly for the great steam curtain effect; the orchestra 
was wildly out of time at almost every turn, and every actor 
had to be his own leader: no wonder that amid all this 
muddle little boys who played dogs lost their heads. In fact, 
a management has no more right, morally, to present a piece 
in the condition this was presented than a baker has to sell 
you a lump of dough and call it a loaf! The thing will un- 
doubtedly be a success of no ordinary dimensions, from which 
the — of a comic singer in petticoats will probably mili- 
tate little. The mise-en-scéne is very magnificent, the costumes 
(in the designing of which Mr. Thompson is simply without 
rival) are brilliant, original, and daring, and the scenery beau- 
tiful without garishness. The ballets are of the finest order— 
the Doll Quadrille, led by Mlle. Rosa (of A<sthetic Quadrilie 
fame) irresistibly funny—and the two elephants clever enough 











merits in the present instance : although Master Charlie Ross 


to attract foralong time, There are several good performers Us ae ete | 
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danced, Mr. Girardot made up, Miss Marie Lindon acted, and 
Madame Olga Morini sang well, while Miss Emma Chambers 
(who ‘‘ wore a wreath of roses” and a big hat) was very lively. 
NESTOR. 











REGULAR EMPLOYMENT, 


Boy. —** PLEASE, CAN YER LET MOTIIER ’AVE A COUPLE O’ Dirs AND 
A BUNDLE 0’ Woop?” 
Shopkeeper, —*' 1 DON'T KNOW, 


Is YOUR FATHER GOT ANYTHINK TO 


THE ORDER OF THE BAtTH.—Well, it all depends, of po?” 
course, on what the bath is, but one almost invariable order Boy.—"*No; BUT MOTHER'S GOT PLENTY TO DO—TO KEEP FATHER 
is—bath before breakfast. SOBER,” 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE MISSING LINK. 


‘*GENILEMEN,” said Mr. Farini in his well-known and distinct accents, 

as he toyed with his massive watch-chain, ‘‘ allow me to introduce to you 

the ‘ Missing Link.’”’ 

‘*Oh! that ’s the Missing Link, is it?” I asked, stepping to the front 

and feeling that the eyes of my brother press-men were upon me. 

‘* Yes, sir,” returned Mr, Farini—somewhat defiantly, I thought—‘* it 

is! Have you any reason to doubt it?” 

‘*Oh, dear, no!” said I; ‘* but I came here hoping the Missing Link 

advertised by you would turn out to be my mislaid solitaire,” 

Several of the younger press-men, not experienced enough to choke 

their natural feelings, laughed heartily. And, thus encouraged, I went 

on. ‘* And, now I come to think of it, your Missing Link is rather 

‘solitairey,’ is she not, Mr. Farini?—she is alone, I mean.” 

‘* Quite so,” returned the eminent showman, proceeding to score, so 

to speak, off my bat; ‘‘she’s a loan (carrying much interest too, if you 

must know) from the King of Siam himself, to whom I am to return her 

in due course.” 

The journalists all laughed at this quip, but the sycophantic guffaw 

only nerved me to further effort. 

**When I said your Missing Link was alone, Mr. Farini,” I went on, 

**I meant to imply that her hairy parents had not accompanied her.” 
**That is so,’’ was the showman’s reply. 

‘Which is a pity,” I returned, with smart promptitude, ‘‘for in 

proving her to be a human monkey, the presence of her pa or ma would 

yive an ‘ape-parent’ consistency to the story it now lacks.’’ 

Mr. Farini made no attempt to trump this card, but waving me back, 

recommenced his narrative. ‘Miss Krao, as we call her,” he began, 

| ‘‘is a native of Laos,” and before he could continue, my mind, with that 

| Extra- Special activity never more developed than at private views, 

| was evolving the verse 








‘* There was a girlemonkey of Laos, 
Whose mind must just now be a chaos, 
And whose head of black hair 
Is as thick, I declare, 
As the mane of a Bass and Co. s dray oss! 


When I had whispered these lines to a few neighbouring press-men by 
way of securing my copyright, I listened again to Mr. Farini and his 
wonderful facts about Krao’s tendency to keep food pouched in her 
cheeks, her ability to bend her fingers back, and her possessing a rudi- 
mentary tail, until I could not prevent myself from interrupting him 
again. ‘The presence of the rudimentary tail being assured, Mr. 
Farini,’”’ I observed, ‘‘I need scarcely ask you whether yonder little 


| garment” (and I pointed to Krao’s tunic as I spoke) ‘‘is a /a7/-or made 


’ 


one? Ofcourse it is.’ 

This was too much for a jealous literary rival of mine, who cried, 
‘*Turn him out!” an abortive cry, however, which merely gave me a 
chance to retort ‘‘ Yah! it you can turn out anything half so amusing it 
will be a good thing for your readers.” 

‘*Come, come!” said Mr, Farini, turning tome; ‘‘ were the late Mr. 
Darwin here you would be more serious.” 

“Ah, yes!” I answered gravely, going up to the platform and care- 
fully inspecting Miss Krao’s back hair—which, true to its name, is all 
over her back—‘‘ you allude to the author of the ‘Origin of Species,’ 
do you not?” 

‘*I do, indeed,” returned the showman, with a sympathetic tear. ‘‘It 
is my most favourite volume,” 

‘Stay, Farini!” I cried; ‘‘here is a book of nature you will get to 
like still better.” And I put my hand on Krao’s hairy head, ‘‘ The 
‘Origin of Species’ is all very well, but surely this ‘Origin of Specie’ 
here, as no doubt it will prove, will be productive of even greater interest.” 

And with this parting quip, Sir, I majestically withdrew, followed by 
the envious cries of my outdistanced rivals. 
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THE WATER TORTURE. 
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The London Water Consumer said, said he, ‘I wi!l 20/ bear it any longer. Doctor Fran\land shall xo 
of wat-r, and maliciously inform me that it was turbid, and unfit for drinking, and held a large emount of matter in suspension. 
and sat down to enjoy the drink he loved, unharrowed by fears of future horrible revelations, 
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Lut pest reports woudd : d—he wrestled with them—they grassed him repeatedly—he felt a nausea—he banished the 
thought came into yn. = ** Dr. Fiankland shad come in with his horrible report. 


I haven't drunk the water. Who'l 
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rink he loved. ‘Then a triumphant 
| have the grin now?” said he. 
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BALANCING HIS BOOKS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


EXCHEQUER S a word by which is meant 
The office to which each tax is sent ; 
Of money it gets a splendid hoard, 
And I am that Exchequer’s lord. 
The constitutional guardian | 
Of revenue paid to the Treasury, 
And thoroughly nice that revenue looks 
When I proceed to balance the books, 
A pleasant occupation for 
A rather statistical Chancellor ! 


But though the duty thus implied 
May fairly give a Minister pride, 
It nevertheless can’t be denied 
That it has its inconvenient side. 
For I’m not so blind to the charms of wealth, 
And I like to be liberal whilst I’ve health ; 
But there ’d be the deuce to pay were I rash 
Enough to bolt off with the nation’s cash! 
Which rather tries my temper, for 
I’m such a statistical Chancellor ! 


And now at these horrid accounts I frown 

As I cast them up, for they wz// come down, 
And when the totals thus alight, 

I’m staggered to find they’ve not come right ; 
For though my estimates are free, 

And though the columns should agree, 

Still two and two make four, you see, 

And somehow or other they wov’t make three! 
Which is exasperating for 

A highly statistical Chancellor ! 
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DITTIHS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New Series. No, 28.—A Sone or Secrecy. 


Air—From “The Yellow Dwarf.” 


THEY say that Fitzgerald the gunner was——(whisfer) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 








And the Court has awarded that he shall be (whisper) 
He’s well out of it! 

Sir Archibald’s autibiography seems (whisper) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 

And several folks have corrected the (whisper) 





We’re well out of it. 
Search we around with an eye telescopical 
Zones that are frigid and zones that are tropical, 
Bent upon finding out anything topical, 
Tyst to include in our neat philanthropical 
Typical topical song. 


There 's some one in Bradford who ought to bb——(wisfer) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 
When people keep chimneys like that they should ——(zwAisder) 
They lt get out of it! 
The floods on the Continent seem to be——(w/zster) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 
They ‘re pretty well certain to send round the——(whisfer) 
We'll get out of it! 
Sharp as a needle and quickly down-dropical 
On to the wicked, the silly, and foppical, 
Watch we the course of things 4a/eidoscopical, 
3ent on including them all in our topical 
Typical topical song. 

















: Tr rt 7 Tr we at " “Ty —T 2cC 
SSS HY YY AL WAIPE, PUTT O MEAT 
c 


CATHERIW E-STRE 


, 
2 
2>- 


S > SNy 
~ = ‘ 
Wests 
he 
“a ens » 
ee — SN 
oe = 
. = > = 











A party at Aston named White has been——(wzs/er) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 
He ’d pot putrid horse, and half poison the 
He’s well out of it ! 
We see Mr. Gladstone is seventy ——(cisZer) 
There ’s do doubt of it! 
We sent him a post-card expressive of 
Let ’s all shout of it! 
Thus with a glance that’s all-over-the-shop-ical, 
Sausage and bitter, or ‘‘tater’’ and chop-ical, 
Not in the slightest degree misanthropical, 
Searching for matter for filling our topical 
Typical topical song. 





(whisper) 





(whisper) 





The doorstep of Nebuchadnezzar is (whisper) 
There ’s no doubt of it! 
And husbands now find their wife’s property——(zuAtsfer) 
They ’re quite out of it! 
The Malt-tax is short, and the ‘‘ armies ” they-——(whisfer) 
There’s no doubt of it! 
The tutor at Sheffield ’s ‘‘turned up,” and we think——(whisfer) 
He’s well out of it! 
Down on events with a hammer cyclopical, 
(So that we’re able to dub them anthropical), 
Come we on big things, or things microscopical, 
Dragging them, neck and crop, into our topical 
Typical topical song. 





sure the laundress sent it home all right.” 


the Cabinet in a confused and eager chorus. 


first! Stay !—have you been round to the laundress?” 
because she got it up extra glossy, and sent the cart a-purpose,” 
get another like it at the hosier’s?” they said faintly. 


like it!!!” he repeated with intense scorn, as his wild cachinnation 
reverberated through the trembling ether. 


Party had stolen the Premtuer's colar! 


been the curse of Suffolk, not only to the detriment of the more manly 
field sports, but also to the agricultural interest. Sucha choking of the 
soil in that county might be called Suffolk-ation. 


ANOTHER DHMONIAO PLOT. 


DISGRACEFOL TRIUMPH OF THE F—— PARTY. 
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ONE by one, and in the darkness, they stole to the appointed rendez 
vous; the silence was barely broken by the passing of the mystic watch- 
word ‘* Four within Four !” 

‘*Tt has failed!” whispered No. 1, hoarsely. 

‘*Tfe hasn’t turned a hair!” whispered No, 2. 

** Drive Aim out of it—oh, ah!” whispered No. 3. 

**Old boy ’s a /eet/e too tough !” whispered No. 4. 

‘** Must try a new plan!” whispered all the four together. 

Then they communed feverishly, and with bated breath, for a time. 
‘*Good!” they exclaimed. And each bought a new despatch-box, and 
left it inthe lobby. Unconsciously and abstractedly the victim collected 
all the despatch-boxes under his arm and carried them off to his seat in 
the Hlouse. Then uprose the four conspirators and shouted across the 
table for their despatch-boxes. 

+ * * ~ * 

Again they met in the darkness. 

‘** Sold again !”’ whispered No. 1. 

‘** Handed ’em over with a bland smile!” whispered No, 2. 

**Wasn’t a bit confused!” whispered No. 3. 

“Rather enjoyed it than otherwise !”’ whispered No. 4. 

‘* Let ’s think of another scheme !”’ whispered all of them. And they 
commune] again for a few anxious moments. 

*€(j;00d !”’ they exclaimed ina breath. ‘*‘ A noble scheme! Success 
awaits us! He is doomed!” 

- * * . * 

It was a most important sitting. Everything hung upon the presence 
of the Premier, but the Premier did not come down. 

The Liberal Whips were wild with anxiety, as they galloped madly, 
on foam-covered steeds, between the House and Downing Street. Sir 
William Harcourt tore his hair, Mr. Chamberlain clutched at his shirt- 
front. Sir Charles hysterically scanned the horizon from the lightning- 
conductor at the summit of the clock tower. 
‘*Is he coming ?”’ he shouted to a mud-bespattered Whip, who dashed 
clattering into the yard below. 

‘*No, he can’t find it anywhere!” panted the Whip ; ‘‘ and yet he’s 


‘*Can’t you persuade him to come without it—just this once?” cried 


But the jaded Whip only laughed a laugh of despairing ridicule. 
** No—we knew it!” said the Cabinet in a hollow voice; ‘‘he’d die 


‘Three times,” replied the Whip; ‘and she knows she sent it home, 
The Cabinet caught at the last slender straw. ‘‘ Have you tried to 


The Whip’s laugh was even more mocking than before. ‘‘ Get another 


The Cabinet gave it up, and collapsed. The day waslost. Zhe /uurth 








What's your Game? 


A CONTEMPORARY States that extensive game preservation has long 
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THE WILDEST PANTOMIME OF ’EM ALL. 
(FRAGMENTARY.) 
CITYGENTO, WESTENDERO, BOBBIPEELERO, CABBIO, and other dutilu 
subiects of KING LONDONANDWESTMINSTER, discovered, 
Now to our daily tasks each sense we bring 
To swell the glory of our worthy King, 
His fame for busy bustle to sustain, 1 
And keep him chief among the urban train. 
To crowded Lombard Street I make my way, 
There to extend our King’s commercial sway. 
I to Pall Mall to stroll at easy pace, 
And point our King’s repute for dressy grace. 
To keep sweet order in his kingdom’s bounds, 
At two good miles an hour I go my rounds. 
To keep our monarch famous for his blocks, 
And swell the rattle, now I mount my box. 7 
Scene changes to the Dismal Cavern of the DEMON MUDDLE, ¢he ma/ig- 
nant foe of KING LONDONANDWESTMINSTER. 
Ilo! ho! the time has come, yon upstart King 
Londonandwestminster shall teel my sting ! 
Rut first—appear, ye gnomes of my Creation, 
My faithful demons, for a cor r : 


i 


ALL. 


CITYGENTO. 
| WESTENDERO, 
RORBIPEFLERO. 


CAaBBIO. 


MUDDLE. 
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Gong. The Assistant V8STRYMEN DEMONS, SUPINO, NEGLECTIT, 
ALLTALKUS, LETITGo, LAUGHATIT, BLINDASBATS, C°Cc., ©C., 
suddenly appear out of the fog. , , 

Welcome, good fellows! When there ’s work to do 
After my heart, I can depend on you. | 
[VesrRY DEMONS joyfully assent. 
No one with any useful work in hand 
Would look for aid from your enlightened band. 
[Zhe VestRY Demons joyfully acknowluige the compliment. 
This task, however, you will find seductive, 
’T is irritating— [VesTRY DEMONS vvin joyfully. 
loolish— [VESTRY DEMONS clap their hands, 
Mean — [VestTRY DEMONS jump) for joy. 
Ob-structive ! 
[VestRY DEMONS cafer frantically with delight. 
I have suborned the clerk who keeps the weather 
‘To aid, and he and we shall work together ; 
With him I have contracted, I'll explain, 
For moderate supplies of snow and rain 
(With large amounts he’ll have no need to bore you, 
An inch or so is quite enough to floor you), 
Then, when the town’s one vast morass or puddle, 
You will, as is your wont, commence to muddle. 
[VESTRY DEMONS jor fully promise obedience. 
When mud lies ankle-deep you won't perceive it, 
And when the snow blockades the roads you'll leave it ; 
(You ’ll do this well, the task befits a dunce): 
Then stops our foeman’s traffic all at once! 
And life pursues no more its wonted groove, 
And commerce dies, for not a soul can move. 
Then when the King is in his greatest straits, 
You 'll add another twopence to the rates ! 

[742 DEMON OF MODDLE sértkes a gomg, and the Clerk of the Weather, 
descending from the flies, scatters snow, while the VESTRY DEMONS, 
chuckling, busily set about thar task of sitting and smiling at it. 
Cloth draws up and discovers the virtuous subjects of KING LONDON- 
ANDWESTMINSTER Stuck fast. Zriumph of the DEMON MUDDLE, 
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FUN’S CONDENSED LIBRARY; OR, FIVE 


MINUTES’ FICTION, 
IV.—JAMES JUGGINS, 

IN a spacious room on the first floor of a City tavern three young men 
were engaged in striking a number of red balls along a green baize- 
covered table. Their conversation was interrupted by the appearance 
of a shock head of hair through the swing-door of the apartment. The 
three young gentlemen above mentioned ceased for a moment their 
operations, and, winking at each other, invited the stranger to enter, 
with the assurance that they were chained down and should not eat him. 
A strong odour of fustian pervaded the room as the visitor’s hobnailed 
boots resounded across the floor. ‘‘If you please, a wish to see they 
peramids as it say outside are inside, and if so be it’s ony a matter of a 
penny or toopence extry, a’d loike to see the pool as well like.” The 
trio explained that pyramids and pool were games, not shows, and in no 
way connected with the Eastern expedition. Would the gentleman like 
to join? It simply consisted in striking a ball with a stick called a cue 
(no, you needn't go to Putney to get one). If that ball struck another 
into the pockets, the rest of the company ‘‘shelled out,’’ z.¢, paid six- 
pence each to the striker. ‘‘ Well, a’ve got a matter o’ tree hours afore 
a go to Liverpule Street,” said the new arrival, who announced himself 
as James Juggins, of Mangold Wurzel, Suffolk; ‘‘so a don’t mind 
traying ma look ; it dew seem easy loike, doan’t it?” Fifteen balls were 
set on the table in a triangle, and as fourteen of these balls were shot 
down into the various pockets, James ‘‘shelled out” his sixpence, re- 
marking on the monotony of the proceedings. By what seemed an ex- 
traordinary fluke, however, the last ball, a shilling one, fell to his share. 
‘* Yes, it is rather monotonous playing for tizzies,” remarked Charley 
Chickaleary ; ‘‘suppose we make it half a crown a ball? What do you 
say, Mr. Juggins?” Now, Messrs. John Flycove and Samuel Scorcher 
had been plentifully plying Mr. Juggins with cold threes, so that his 
willingness to play for ‘fa crown a ball, if you loike,” caused little as- 
tonishment. Ultimately, five shillings a ball was agreed upon, and the 
game commenced. ‘‘ Will you break the balls, Mr. Juggins?” asked 
Scorcher, ‘‘ What do yow want ’em bruk for? A’li hev to boy new 
‘uns, a reckon, ef a dew.” ‘‘ We mean take first shot: you’re number 
one,” was the reply. Mr. Juggins’ ball flew up the table as from a 
catapult, the pyramid split in all directions, two balls flying into the 
pockets, while a third hovered for a moment, then sank into the top. 
*€ Shell out three,” called out Mr. Juggins; then, as with a remarkable 
aim for a novice he cut down another—‘‘ four ”»—and neatly doubling a 
fifth into the middle, left the white close under the top cushion, and 
waited on his companions for five and twenty shillings each. Mr. 
Chickaleary’s remark, that ‘‘ such a blooming fluke was enough to knock 
anybody off their perch,” must have had some foundation, for no one 
scored until Mr, Juggins ran his second cue, when six more balls went 
down as rockets goup. The third time only one ball testified the Juggins’ 
prowess ; but on Mr. Scorcher being requested to part, he declared him- 
self ‘‘ broke,’”’ and expressed his conviction of the existence of a plant. 
‘* Dew yew mean a cabbage plant?” asked Juggins. ‘‘ No, not sucha 
green ‘un as that,” replied Chickaleary, ‘‘ I mean that I shan’t pay.” 
Mr, Juggins dropped his cue and his accent simultaneously, and declaring 
his intention of paying if not paid, and of ‘‘ dotting ” each and all of his 
companions. At this juncture the marker entered, whereupon Mr. 
Scorcher inquired who and what the new-comer was. ‘‘ Why, that’s 
Billy Boko, more generally known as the Fair ’Ot’Un. What is he? 
Well, at night he picks up what he can on the green table, but his re- 
gular purfession is the noble hart of self-defence. He’s a warm ’un to 
take on at any game on the board, but if he’s better at one thing than 
another, I think it’s punching.” The three parted with their crowns 
and Mr. James Juggins, 





“Shameful Barbarities on the Thames Embankment.” 


So the public have been warned by ‘‘E. K.,” in the Pall Mall Ga- 
cette, of the ‘shameful barbarities which are shortly to be perpetrated 
on the Thames Embankment by the District Railway.” ‘*E. K.” has 
growled freely at the ‘‘red brick barbarism” built by the Metropolitan 
Board of Works, and the Fa? A/a// correspondent has also uttered the 
wail of ‘‘ Where are Mr, Ruskin and his followers?” Now we com- 
plain of far more important ‘‘shameful barbarities” than those alluded 
to by the somewhat dictatorial ‘‘ E. K.,” that have been perpetrated on 
the Embankment, and seem likely to continue to be perpetrated, viz., 
the shameful barbarities of the London roughs. Our wail is, ‘‘ Where 
are the police?’ We would rather meet one policeman than Ruskin and 
twenty of his followers on the Thames Embankment after dusk. 





Tory “Struttegy.” 
THE Tories are well advised in adopting the Hon. C, Strutt as their 
new candidate for East Essex. Even a walk-over would be an imposing 
affair if associated with a ‘‘ Strutt.” 
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LHON GAMBHTTA. 
Born Apri 37d, 1838. Died December 31st, 1882. 


THE year was drawing near its destined end, 
Preparing to depart from earth for aye, 

And at that hour Gambetta, Freedom's friend, | 
In agony and suffering passed away. 





Of humble origin, he rose to fame 
As one who laboured for his country’s weal, 

And gained throughout the world that honoured name— 
A ‘*patriot’’ to his nation ever leal, 


Ay, earnestly he loved his native land, | 
And helped her in her hour of direst woe, 
Inciting her to make one last brave stand | 
Against the forces of her powerful foe. | 


His fiery eloquence all hearers thrilled, 
And like a magnet drew the people on ; 
In that beclouded time with hope he filled 
His drooping nation, when all hope seemed gone. 


In Freedom’s name the Emperor he’d defied, 
But when the war-fiend on his nation preyed, 

He. though he hated Empire, set aside 
Hostility awhile, and lent firm aid. 


His ringing voice was as a magic spell, 
His words impassioned, full of earnest fire ; 
The attention e’en of foes he would compel— 
His wondrous gifts they could not but admire, 


His sympathies were broad, his nature kind, 
His patriotism rooted and sincere, 

And France will miss the clear and vigorous mind 
Of him who ever held her interests dear, 


Alas! thus prematurely death has checked 

A bright career that gained renown world-wide ; 
He leaves a blank, for who can now direct 

The great Republic which was e’er his pride? 

















Maybe he had his errors—who has not? | 
What man is perfect in his duty here ?— 

But all his faults by France will be forgot, 
She will his memory earnestly revere. 


Ah, no! Above the din of party strife 
Will ring the praises of Gambetta’s fame. 














OVER THERE TOO! U 
DO WI’ THIS YER FORK, EH, MASTER PERCY? 


DRIVEN TO EXTREMITIES. 


Charles. —**OH! HE WOAN’T GO, MASTER P&RCY, WOAN'T HE?” 
Master Percy.—‘*NO, HE’S AWFULLY STUBBORN, CHARLES, AND I’m 
AFRAID I SHALL NEVER GET TO THE MEk&T AT BLINDMAN’S GATE IN 


is bri li i 2 AP y U KNOW.” 
Each day, each hour, of his brief, brilliant life TIME. PAPA HAS DRIVEN OVER THERE, YO 7 
Were cont for Teeuannnaiall aie forget his name ? Charles.—** THEN I WAR’NT THAT’S THE CAUSE OF IT, MASTER 
Percy. THIS YER HARTFUL ANIMUL O’ YOURN EXPECTS TO BE DRIVEN 


WELL "—(eager/y)—‘*suPPOSE I SEE WHAT I CAN 
[Left driving him over. 











The Cup! The Cup! 


MANY a weary mother, many a waiting wife, many a hard-working 
woman have their anxieties relieved, their labour lightened, their energies 
renewed, by a cup of good tea. Many an afternoon gathering, many an 
evening party, many a conversazione have their moments of pleasure 
cheered, enlivened, and enhanced by acup of good genuine tea, such as 
Ellis Davies and Co.’s. Rich and poor alike prefer it. A present of 
a few pounds at this season would be to many a boon and a blessing. 





“Not Quite the Same.” 


AN inebriate, with a desire to ‘‘ shuffle off this mortal coil,” tried to 
drown himself at Carshalton recently. A constable has saved him from 
a ‘* watery grave’”’—at least, Mr. Edridge, of the Croydon Petty Ses- 
sions, says so. We should suggest a *‘gin and watery grave,” Mr, 
Edridge, with all due deference. 





“‘Ir is stated that the envoy from Abdurrahman, who lately arrived 
at Meshed, has demanded the extradition of Ahmed Khan, former! 
Governor of Lash, who, aided by the Ameer of Kaeen——” We al- 
ways thought that these furrin governors were awful chaps to be ruled 
by, and here it is in black and white, and no disguise about it ; or at 
any rate about the ‘‘Governor of Lash,” though the other gentleman 
has had the decency to veil Azs title under the very thin disguise of mis- 
spelling. 

WILLIAM Cooper has been sentenced to four months’ hard for trying 
to steal the watch of one Frank Juniper in a public house. Beer and 
gin in this case evidently did not mix well or in a satisfactory manner. 





—— 
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NEW LEAVES. 


‘* Art Stationery’ (The Artistic Stationery Company).—The samples 
before us of the varied productions of this company bear an unmistakable 
stamp of superiority. 

“Tales of Modern Oxford,’’ by the Author of ** Lays of Modern Ox- 
ford” (T, Fisher Unwin), is full of pleasing and amusing reminiscences 
of college life among the ‘‘ Dark Blues.” 

‘¢ The Handbook of Palmistry,” by Rosa Baughan (George Redway), 
is a very interesting and instructive érvchure on this old-world subject, 
and seems to be one of a series on matters equally curious and equally 
abstruse. 

‘*Sixes and Sevens,” by J. E. Weatherly, illustrated by Jane M. 
Dealy (Hildesheimer and Faulkner).—We may fairly call this a beauti- 
ful book ; it is entirely after the plan and purpose of the ‘‘ Under the 
Window” and ‘‘ Afternoon Tea” books, and will stand well with any of 
its class. The delicate beauty of the illustrations by Jane M. Dealy will 
give hourly pleasure, and the sweet simplicity of the verse is fine- 
Weatherly. ‘here isa harmony throughout its pages, and nothing about 
the book but its title is at ‘‘ Sixes and Sevens.” 

‘The Pembroke Polka,” composed by James Helsbey (J. Brown), is 
bright, sparkling, and lively enough to become a marked favourite, 

‘The Year book of Photography, and Photographic News Almanac” 
(Piper and Carter). —From beginning to end this book is full of informa- 
tion on the subject to which it is devoted. Its purposes, rt 
and appliances are of the greatest interest and value to all who devote 
themselves to the art. 

‘* Whitaker's Almanac” is as copious and comprehensive as ever, 
‘‘only more so,” for where improvement or enlargement has been pos- 
sible, it has been effected. 
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“EXCELLENTES! !}VOS INDICATIONS PIERRE, MAIS TRES TECHNIQUES.” 


Pierre. —‘*LA JOLIR ANGLAISE CHARMANTE, ADOLPHE, REGARD YOU. 
SRE BY THE ‘SPOONS’ WIS SHE, THEY HAVE NEGLECT HALF THE PIGEONS \ LA CRAPAUDINE; SRE NOW, AGAIN, WE EAT THOSE 


PRESENTLY, WHICH IS GOOD FOR US}; ALSO BY THE ‘SPOONS’ THEY PARTAKE OF CHAMPAGNE AT THREE SHELLINGS AND SIXPENCE 
THE BOTTEL; FOR THAT THEY WILL PAY FEFTEEN SHELLINGS, WHICH IS GOOD FOR THE PROPRIETOR.” 
Adolphe alias Smith.—‘* OH! WHAT A DAY THEY ARE A-’AVIN’!” 


EN VERITE IT IS LE SENTIMENT; SHE IS ONE GOOD FLIRT. 








On that Lay? lor! 


Mr. Lator, M.P., it seems, has been saying in Jreland that he al- 
ways liked *‘to be surrounded by fighting men,” and that the youth of 
Ireland knew the day must come when they would have to use that sort 
of force which every other country that obtained its freedom was obliged 


to have recourse to. 
We fancy it is about time for the law to ‘‘lay” this Mr, Laylaw. 


Mr. PorKIss, of the Royal Music Hall, Holborn, has given the sum 
of £107 Ios. on account of a free benefit on behalf of the sufferers by 
the late fire at the Alhambra. This will be a nice little purkissite for 
them. Hurrah for Mr. Purkiss, and may he never come to the 
workiss ! 





‘An Offer Refused.” 


THAT was a very kindly offer on the part of the gentleman charged 
before Mr. Cooke with assault recently. The prisoner observed to the 
worthy magistrate, ‘‘I am John the Baptist, and I will baptize you if 
you come outside.” However, the magistrate declined the proposition 
with thanks, apparently neither caring for a walk or a wet. John does 
not go outside for six weeks 


Since Mr, Grant Duff, the Governor of Madras, came down upon 
the Madras Tim:s with such ill-advised severity, journalists in the Pre- 
sidency speak of his Excellency as ‘*‘ Currant Duff,” because, as they 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpITrorR oF ‘“ Fon.” 


| THE COMING SEASON AND THE 
| WATERLOO CUP. 


S1r,—It is a long time (about four weeks) 
since you heard from me. I have not wanted 
| any money for the last month. I suppose you 
_would like a word from me on the coming 
season. lor the principal of the earlier handi- 
| caps—as householders remark with sad despair 
/about Christmas-time—the waits are out, so 
_just run your eye down them and judge for 
‘yourself, and I'll tell you afterwards if you 
were right or wrong in your judgments. \ean- 
| time, take 





My Tip FOR THE SFASON, 


Through all the winding ways of bets, 
And all the varied dodges, 
| Amid the questionable sets 
Where ‘‘ [lave ’em ” always lodges ; 
Through darksome days and dismal nights 
And weeks without a dinner, 
Do all you can, you betting wights, 
To get upon the winner. 


’ 


Trust nobody of all the lot 
(Except the good old Prophet), 

And when you ’ve gone and made your pot 
Let no one ease you of it. 

When ‘‘on the bet” and minus ‘‘ dust,” 
Whate’er the sum, just bet it, 

And if you lose, pay (if you must), 

If win, why, see you get it. 


| I’ve not quite made up my mind about the 
Waterloo Cup yet, but I'll give you a word 
about it next week or the following one. I 
fancy the winner is somewhere within a Stone’s 


| throw—anyway, | have in my eye a beautiful 














dog which I expect to win in an extraordinarily 
paradoxical way—without turning a hare ! 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS. 


Old Songs Reset, 
No. VIII. 


AiR—* Oft in the stilly night, 


Orv in the chilly night, 
\When surly ‘‘coppers”” hound me, 
Fond vision sees the light 
Of dining-halls around me ; 
The soups and fish, 
And many a dish, 
The wines in crystal bottle ; 
And here am I 
Left out to die, 
With nought to clear my throttle. 
Thus in the chilly night, 
When surly ‘* coppers ” hound me, 
Fond vision sees the light 
Of dining-halls around me, 


”) 


When I remember all 
The feeds we had together, 
When we kept up the ball 
With heads as tough as leather, 
I feel, alas! 
I’ve been an ass, 
To spend my latest penny 
In joys that fly, 
On hopes that die, 
And done no good to any ; 
Thus in the chilly night, 
When surly ‘‘coppers’”’ hound me, 
Fond vision sees the light 
Of dining-halls around me. 


THE PROPER LANGUAGE FOR STORMY 
Ex PRESSIONS, —Gael-ic. 
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WHAT'S 


Fones.—*' WELL, TO TELL YOU THE TRUTH, I FELT VERY SEEDY WHEN I! GOT UP, SO 
I TOOK A COUPLE OF RUMS AND MILK JUST TO PULL ME TOGETHER, 
THE MILK MUST HAVE BEEN IN ITS NATURAL STATE—UNADULTERATED, YOU KNOW 
—AND NOT BEING USED TO THE FLUID LIKE THAT MAY ACCOUNT FOR MY FEELING 


WORSE THAN BEFORE I TOOK I7.” 








Useful ‘‘ Tips.” 


I’M AFRAID 


Mr. KLuGu, the secretary of the Dental Hospital, proposes to eventually pay all the expenses 
of that valuable institution by collections of the “e of cigars which are cut off previous to being 


smoked. 


It is calculated that these when groun 


into snuff will produce a good sum annually. 


The hospital seems to have acci-dentally tound a Klugh that will be of service to it. These 
‘‘tips,” unlike many in the racing world, will be sure to come off, for who will refuse, or rather 
neglect, to thus help so deserving an institution? By the way, though, are the cigar-tips to be 


reckoned in-cis-or weight ? 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 





WeELLsS.—CrI 


“u MA, AND H! 


| Pavilion pieces (which I have not seen), and 
| Sadler’s Wells (which I /Aave seen) is cer- 
‘tainly a case in point. 
‘finish about the ballet dancing, and a want 
of washing about one or two of the costumes, 
but the principals are mostly up to their 
Mr. Robson is a host in himself, and 
his Maude contains the humorous charac- 
teristics of a good comedian, and though the 
introduction of the spirit-bottle is both a joke 
in which there is not much intrinsic fun, and 
one of which most of us are growing tired as 
the centuries roll on, there are audiences tha! 
would feel lonely without it. 


There is a want of 


Mr. Giovanelli’s Friday gives some Mon- 
day-niable entertainment, and Mr, Stretton 
shows both the Will(Atkins) and the way. 
Notwithstanding an imitation of an American 
| ‘‘ plantation song and dance” (a species of 
entertainment which threatens to be as much 
|‘*done to death” as the late ‘‘ «sthetic” 
craze), the individual dancing will compare 
| favourably with some at more pretentious 
/houses; that of Miss Alice Rogers, who 
impersonates Crusoe with considerable spirit, 
being especially lively, varied, and full of 





F course Panto- 


+ 


mime at out- 
lying theatres 
(and pantomime 
has been un- 
commonly lively 
this season) can- 
not compete in 
brilliancy with 
his West-end 
brothers, but 
there is gene- 
rally a certain 
heartiness and 
animal spirits 
about the for- 
mer which is 
very seasonable 
and infectious. 
Some of my cri- 
tical brethren 
give me to un- 
derstand that 
this is quite true 
ofthe Britannia, 
Standard, and 


Robinson Crusoe at 


— 


Tur O1ryuptc.—VERNON AND 


K > 


A really good idea is the procession of children impersonating heroes 


§ WITH 


’ ’ 


MIQUE.— Miss 


r A MALI 





AMALIA “CAN'T 
’ GOES IN, AS 


of Fgypt, and 
the introduc- 
tion of the two 
royal _— princes 
is effective, and 
calls forth much 
enthusiasm 
from the loyal 
Islingtonians. 
Forget - me - 
not, a_ play 
which the com- 
bined effects of 
clever dialogue, 
clever acting, 
and __ peculiar 
litigation have 
served to tide 
over an ex- 
tremely ricketty 
plot, has reap- 
peared in Lon- 
don, after an 
absence of 
about two years 
and a half, at 


the Olympic. 

and powerful 
i m personation 
of Stephanie, 
which has suf- 
fered _surpris- 
ingly little from 
its constant re- 
petition, and 
Mr. W. II. Ver- 
non’s Sir Ho- 
race is very 
complete. Miss 
Lucy Buckstone 
is a very pleas- 
ing and sweet, 
if not very 
strong, Alice 
Verney. There 
is no ‘*planta- 
tion song and 
dance” in this 





An Adamless 
Eden at the 
Opera Comique 
isa marked im- 


Miss Genevieve Ward still gives her wonderfully skilled 





rRESSI 





PRRIAI MoRE MANEY-ACTRESSES — I! MEAN, MA- 


ris, MANY-HACK-TRESSI HEVER 


provement upon the first piece presented by Miss Clay; the dialogue is | 


WaRD, OR WARD TO THR 
(IF E,. 


sprightly Jack, Mr, Sam 


sufficiently fe- 
rocious (Giant 
Cormoran, and 
Mr. T. F. Nye 
an almost too 
kindly - looking 
Giant Blunder. 
bore, who, with 
a Nye to effect, 
the authors 
have made an 
N yelander, 
The remainder 
of the perform- 
ers are almost 
uniformly good; 
but the prin- 
cipal attraction 
is undoubtedly 
the now famous 
‘* Ballet of E- 
questriennes, ” 
in which the 
full resources 
(or race-horses) 
of the manage- 


ment in the way of Jockey-larity (or Jock-hilarity) and 














decidedly pointed, although it has a little too | 
much of the character of a satirical and comic 
paper, the songs rhythmic, the music tuneful, | 
and if it were adequately acted throughout | 
would no doubt bea very effective little piece. 
Misses Emily Cross, Fanny Ifowell, and 
Cicely Richards are good, particularly in 
their singing; and Miss Amalia’s manner, 
appearance, and dancing are very pleasing ; | 
while Miss Jonghmans brings a good deal of 
liveliness and observation to bear upon 
the part of Peter the ‘‘Masher.” The 
‘* Postman LDallet” is novel and funny. There 
is a ‘‘plantation song and dance” in this 
piece, 


The pantomime at the Imperial is remark- 
ally original in one respect: it follows the 
story it pretends to unfold—/ach the Grant 
Ailey — with something like faithfulness, 
which, if pantomime is really intended for 
children, would seem to be the principal de- 
sideratum, though it is by no means generally 
regarded assuch. The production has other 
claims to support in its bright costumes, songs, 
and dances. Miss Marie Longmore is a 


Wilkinson a comical Mamma, Mr, Frome a 


Majesty s.—TuHe PANTER AND THE MIME. 


grace are pre- | 
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sented with great (equestri)energy. There is a ‘plantation | 
song and dance” in this piece. 


The Yellow Dwarf, which was “hanged” for its prolixity 
on the first night, and drawn in no very flattering colours by 
the critics, has now been quartered by the management— 
divided into four acts, and turned into a pantomime. There 
are things in it which ought to attract half the town, but pro- 
bably won't owing to the initial want of foresight. There is 
a **plantation song and dance” in this piece. | NESTOR. 








A Greeting to the Glorious One. 


For many months London has languished and pined, 
Disconsolate, dreary, and minus all glee, 
For a Being, combining both Beauty and Mind, 
Has been shedding effulgence on lands o’er the sea. 
No need to ask ‘* Who is the being here named?” 
For all over the world great renown has he earned ; 
So we’ll merely remark that this Personage famed 
Has to England returned ! 





| 
| Oh, joy! oh, delight! With what rapturous hearts 
| We welcome that Great One again to our shores! 
Too long has he ‘‘ flopped ” in American parts, 

Where some dared to call him ‘‘the biggest of bores.” 
| Some laughed at his locks, and some grinned at his garb, 
And his ‘‘ merit artistic” they cruelly spurned. 

| Too long he there suffered from calumny’s barb, 

But (oh, bliss !) he’s returned ! 


| Then let us be merry, yea, let us be gay, 

| l‘or a weight is removed from the national breast. 
Let us bang the big drum, let us holloa ‘* Hoorray !” 
The .Esthetic Apostle let’s greet with a zest. 

With ‘* too-too-consumately-utter ” deep sighs, 
To behold him again have we frequently yearned ; 

Though his picturesque guise many people despise, 

We rejoice he’s returned. 


Though certain prosaic ones doubtless will sneer 
At seeing us welcome our Wonderful Wilde, 
We have reason why Oscar we proudly revere, 
Although on occasions, perchance, he’s reviled. 
We'll tell you the reason: ’t is not that we ’d hint 
That he’s witty or wise, or that art he has learned ; 
’T is because he is useful to ‘‘ get at” in print 
That we’re glad he’s returned, 


Ilow TO PASS A FAIRLY COMFORTABLE (K)NIGHI.— 
bide your time in Cheapside, and then go by Sir John Ben- 
nett, 











SEE, amid the flowers waiting, 
One who’s blest with beauty’s dow’r ; 
Is the maiden meditating 
| Only on each plant and flow’r? 
_ Or is she thinking of her lover? 
Does she now his step expect ? 
Probably you ’ll soon discover 
/hat idea's the more correct. 


—_— <r 


IN THE CONSERVATORY. 


For Cupid (who is e’er despotic) 
Surely such a fay would snare ; 
Love, you know, is no exotic— 
Love can flourish anywhere. 
It should ne’er, though, like some 
flowers, 
Fade and be no longer scen ; 
In her case, Love, show lasting powers, 
Be to Ae, an evergreen ! 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND MISS LOUISE MICHEL. 

I FOUND Miss Michel quite as black as she has becn painted, Sir, 
when, one afternoon last week, I saw her for the first time at the 
Steinway Hall; for not only was she clad in deep mourning, but her 
looks, when she realized the fact that her audience numbercd but twenty, 
were so black that it required a very strenuous effort on my part to make 
light of them, 

With my usual gallantry I did my best to encourage the lecturess by 
sitting about in different places and hurrying in and out as though I 
were a lot of fresh people arriving, but it was all no use. Miss Michel 
could not make more than twenty of her audience, so that she had reason 
(o complain upon //at ‘‘score,” I admit. Nor was my effort to impress 
upon her that what the audience lacked in numbers it made up in Extra- 
Special intelligence successful. My command of idiomatic l’rench failed 
at a critical moment, and I had to leave my sentiments unexpressed. 

A second attempt of mine to suggest that our money had better be 
returned at the door was also a failure for a similar reason; and, soon 
after three, the ‘‘ woman of the people ””—the outward and visible sign 
of a secret and widespread ‘‘ Mary Anne,” so to speak—began to address 
us in French on the wrongs and rights of women. 

Miss Michel, like several French persons I have had the misfortune to 
meet or drink with, gabbled at such a rate that she altogether overtaxed 
my powers of following her language. But I am not sure this was a fact 
to regret, for I may add that much of this language of hers, judging by 
the excited demeanour of a hirsute and communistic patriot near me, 
went completely home. So if I had followed it I must have arrived at 
home too, Sir, mustn’t I? And then clearly I should not have had my 
money’s worth, should I? for I may tell you that I did not go in as the 








Press (how could I, as one of twenty only?), but paid my siapence like 
a man—though, for that matter, I could nut very well do anything else, 
for Louise would naturally have objected to my paying my threepence 
as a child under twelve. 

As far as I could ‘* gather” (and I have never been much of a hand 
with my needle), Miss Michel is anxious to raise her fellow-country- 
women—cspecially those who make slop shirts at Lille; she is still more 
anxious to raise the banner of Social Revolution; but she is most anxious 
of all, as you’ll find these friends of the people usually are, to raise 
subscriptions. I know this because she spoke much more earnestly and 

| slowly when she came to this portion of her speech, and I noticed that 
all the more communistic of the audience fixed their gaze on me, as 
though eager to see what I meant to do to help on the Social Revolution 
—or the Soho-cial Revolution, as I in my Extra-Special quippy way 
call it—and the cause of the Communard refugees. 

But I was not to be rushed, Sir, into extravagance in this way; so, 
when Miss Michel had quite done, I rose, and, keeping my hand sug- 
gestively rattling my keys in my trouser pocket, offered, aprofos to the 
Lille needlewomen, to recite ‘‘une traduction Frangaise de cette belle 
poéme de Hood’s, ‘Le Chanson de la Chemise.’”’ 

But as the audience noisily declined to hear me, I resumed my seat, 
turning a deaf car to the various offers of tuition in idiomatic French 
rudely urged upon me by several of the Communards around me. 

As for Miss Michel, she looked daggers and Orsini bombs at me, and 
| made me feel so uncomfortable that I took an early opportunity and my 
| hat, which a patriot had tried to annex, and departed with a cletermi- 

nation not to waste any more time in watching the development of the 
** Soho-cial Revolution.” 
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Native oysters are becoming extirict through reckless destruction of the spat ; 


scarce through the wholesale slaughter of immature ones ; 
See Newspapers. 


of their ivory. 








. “) I~ 





me at the beginning. 


Q: 
Lo AO sis 
ss ee 


** Here 


i 
»¢ 
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s a fine supply of animals and things!’ 


OUR PROVIDENT WAY. 
t; tons of fish are thrown away to raise the market price; seals will soon be very 
and now the elephant is threatened with extinction, crowds of them being}destroyed simply for the sake 





said the primeval savage; ‘“‘I'll just kill as many as I can, and ama 


affluence for my descendants to keep up the family name with.” 






























































































BF U N.—sanvarr 17, 1883. 


Y WN 4) NW “SI Ute 

‘1 SARS Wii 
UNA Ny i 
‘ nate \ Os 


OTR 


| 


INAS 
a ‘ ! 
NWS 
ANY 

| tts f 

tt N 

ARN, i 








THE CONQUERING HERO. 


“The Queen has been pleased to signify her intention to appoint Field-Marshal H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge, K.G., G.C.B., to 
be personal Aide-de-Camp to Her Majesty, 2 recognition of ihe service r ndered by his Royal Highness in connection with the Egyptian 
War.”—DAILY PRESS. 


Ourry,. Dip HE PpUr THE “A Merit” into THE EGYPTIAN CAMPAIGN ? 
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SEH THE CONQUERING HERO. 
(See Cartoon.) 


SADLY mused a great Field-Marshal 
In his sanctum at the Horse Guards : 
“ How I wish I might with safety 
Prance upon a steady charger, 

Just as if I’d come from battle! 


















“ Peace, I rather fancy (not to 

Put too fine a point upon it), 

May enjoy its grand successes 

In a bellicose connection— 

Just the way that I’ve enjoy’d them. 


“But I seem to be neglected, 
Quite escaping recognition, 
Whilst my comrades in the Army 
(Botheration take the fellows !) 
Now are being all promoted.” 


And Victoria the Gracious, 
Casually hearing of it, 
Otfered him her Aide-de-Campship 
lor the services he rendered 
Somewhere lately vu? of Egypt. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 29.—A Sonc or ALL ALIVE O 





AIR—*! We’ re not dead yet.” 


THE news may be surprising 
And send the nation crackt, 
But there is no disguising 
The all-important fact ; 
It fills the soul with wonder, 
It flings aloft the hat, 
It stirs like fire and thunder 
When people tell us that— 
‘* We ’re not dead yet, we ’re not dead yet !” 
(We never thought the contrary, but still, ‘* you bet,” 
It’s a little bit exciting 
And by no means uninviting 
When we get the information that ‘‘ we ’re not dead yet.”’) 


Th’ Academy is showing 
‘*Old Masters” on its walls, 
The Malagasys going 
(To make some further calls). 
We've managed, too, to reconstruct 
The Mint, and (Naples move) 
We ’ve found an ancient aqueduct, 
Which only goes to prove— 
We're not dead yet, we’re not dead yet 
(A state of things which visits us with small regret), 
| Such proofs as we are giving 
Of continuously living 
Are very satisfactory—we ‘re not dead yet. 








We ’ve seen the calico ball 
For little girls and boys, 
The Hounslow rows, a no-ball 
And comprehensive noise, 
And the holes for ventilation 
‘* The District’? makes with glee ; 
But, in spite of provocation, 
It’s plain enough that we 
Are not dead yet, no, not dead yet, 
Though goodness knows (in course of time) where we may get ; 
But times that may be coming 
For our quietly succumbing 
Do not affect the present, and we’re not dead yet. 





Though Mr. Joseph Cowen 
Has made his little speech, 
The Michel told us how en- 
Chanting what she’d teach, 
Our Playfair ‘‘ resignated,” 
Our Gladdy had attack, 
Cetewayo reinstated, 
And Oscar Wilde come back, 
We're not dead yet, we’re not dead yet, 
Though things have set upon us with a dead, dead set, 
They have the strong attraction 
Of a peaceful satisfaction 
In the fact that we can mention that we’re not dead yet. 














! 
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Our Own Animal Torturer (whom we keep about the premises to try 
our new cudgels, and revolvers, and vivisection experiments, and poisons, 
and thumbscrews, and so forth, upon) gives it up at last. He has stood 
out a long time, he says, and bore it well; he’s seen them Societies for 
the Prewention of Croolty spring up and flourish, without flinchin’; he ’s 
stood all the spoutin’ and rubbish about anti-vivisection and that, like a 
brick ; he’s bore hup agin the Ilome for Lost Dogs at Clapham ; and 
he’s recovered from sheddin’ a sympathizin’ tear on beharf of his ole pal 
wot got a lickin’ and a-damaged eye the other day for kickin’ a ’orse in 
the stummeck. But he gives it hup now—hup! They’ve stretched his 
tender cords a little too tight—they ’ve overdone it, they ’ave. It’s the 
last (qualified) straw, so it is. Jest lookee ’ere :— 

‘*A project fora more humane method of dispatching animals than 
any at present in use is suggested by the Zoop/i/ist. In its last issue Mr. 
Lane Fox describes an easily constructed apparatus for putting an end 
to worn-out horses, asses, or even cattle used for food, by the electric 
discharge. The animal is led intoastall, and placed with its hoofs rest- 
ing upon an iron plate; a brass knob is then applied to its forehead, and 
it falls down dead on the instant.” 

Our O. A. T. says when it’s come to /A7s pass he may as well dry u 
and make a finish of hisself. We quite agree with him: he may as well, 


We read that the proprietor of the H16tel National at Geneva has at- 
tempted to extort money from the relatives of a French gentleman who 
died in the hotel, by claiming exorbitant damages as ‘‘ compensation for 
the prejudice to his business occasioned by the untoward occurrence.” 
Although the relatives of the deceased offered a reasonable amount, the 
hotel-keeper preferred to sue them for an unreasonable one; and the 
Paris tribunal sent him home witha flea in his ear, And now, perhaps, 
his next proceeding had better be to sue himself for *‘ compensation for 
the prejudice to his business” likely to be occasioned by his recent pro- 
ceedings—and he'll be justified in putting it at a good round sum! 

There has been deep resentment and indignation among the pro- 
fessional beauties for some time past. Mr, L—— was (as we understand) 
overheard to say to Mrs. W——— that it was like her conceit! Two 
hundred indeed, when I am contented with a few dozen! Whatever 
the photographers can see in her! While Mrs, Blank is understood to 
have entirely agreed with the Countess of Dash that they wouldn’t sell 
a bit, and it was useless to exhibit them. FUN, with his innate curiosity, 
determined to get to the bottom of all this, for he had asort of suspicion that 
professional jealousy was somewhere in it; and the other day he found 
it all out, Observing a renewed burst of indignation, he set about a 
regular methodical inquiry. He commenced with reading the newspa- 
pers right through, and in the midst of this task he came upon the 
following par :— 

‘‘Plymouth.—The United States Transit of Venus Expedition have 
returned by the Union Steamship Company’s steamer A/vor, which 
arrived here this afternoon from Capetown, They report that 236 
photographs of Venus were obtained,” 

Latest advices state that the ips ose Professional Beauties’ Self- 
Protection League are unanimously of opinion that they *‘ haven’t much 
to fear from ‘iat—person,” 


We read that Mr. Heishell, of Knoxville, Tenn., sent to the Vew 
York Times a sample ear of corn grown by him, which had grains an 
inch long, weighed a pound and a half, and “ shelled ” a quart of grain. 
Mr. Heishell also says that there are instances in which a man has pro- 
duced ears of corn 154 inches long. We fancy folks who swallow this 
could manage to beat even these specimens in length of ear. 
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SOCIAL SKETOHES. 
No. L—BALTHAZAR BELUCCI SMITHERS. 


NO VERO 


~ 





Is a philosopher to be envied or not? Asa rule, we should be in- 
clined to favour the negative of this proposition, especially when the 
question pertains to the xesthetic philosopher. The ‘‘ philosopher simple” 
is very apt to wrap himself up ina ‘‘ blanket of self-conceit,”’ and gave at 
what /¢ imagines to be the weakness of ordinary human beings through 
the keyhole of his warped, morbid mind, The ‘‘«sthetic” philosopher, 
of course, does not wrap himself up in anything so low asa ‘‘ blanket of 
self-conceit,’’ but hides his mental deformity with a coverlet of sun- 
flowers intertwined with the chaste lily. . Balthazar Belucci 
Smithers was engaged to Belinda Jones. Balthazar followed the gentle 
art of painting, or rather made it followhim, ‘* Ah!” he would warble 
to Belinda, while her cheeks flushed a dainty pink of annoyance, ‘‘ when 
we are married we will assemble no gay dancers in our saloons ; at nights 
we will hover round Soho, and buy worn-out carpets and ancient candle- 
sticks.” And then a tear would stand in Belinda’s eye as the painter, ina 
vague manner, would deftly place a sardine instead of a lump of sugar in his 
fragrant cup of tea. But when Sir Rigby Desborough suddenly ‘‘ rushed 
in,” proposed to Belinda, and subsequently married her, did the «sthetic 
painter despair? No, never! Did he not call a middle-aged widow’s 
attention to ‘‘ The Martyrdom of St. Sebastian,” by Guido, while strol- 
ling round the Rosamond Gallery? Did the esthetic painter not in- 
sinuate that he was a martyr also? Did the widow not marry him? 
She did! As she happens to have / 30,000, also a strong arm and mind, 
she has managed to induce Balthazar to behave like an ordinary mortal, 
The least suggestion as to the advantage of a lily over a mutton chop for 
lunch is now punished by an application of the late widow’s riding-whip 
with such severity as to make the zsthete fly with precipitancy. Smithers 
now wears modern garb, and much of his art connection is consequently 
lost ; but his income, with that of the late widow’s, is ample, and Bal- 
thazar is happy! He isa philosopher, and sometimes wears a sunflower 
when his wife is out of town. Wedo not envy him. The reason that 
we give Belinda’s portrait, instead of Balthazar’s or the late widow’s, is 
simply because Belinda is pretty, and not a philosopher of any kind; 
and a very good reason too. What do you think? 





— — _ 





CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR OUR ACTS. 

[().C. WRITES to the Zimes to draw attention to the 12th section of 
the Married Women’s Property Act, which provides that ‘tno husband 
or wife shall be entitled to sue the other fora tort” while they are living 
together, and to point out that ‘‘an action in the High Court of Justice 
to obtain a divorce is an action by or against husband and wife to obtain 
relief in consequence of a tort.” ©.C. argues, therefore, that the 
M. W. Property Act indirectly abolishes divorce. It’s more than likely. 
Our Acts are ever drawn thus. (By the way, some of the grammar in 
the above is not Fun’s.)] 

Mr. FAULSLRIGH C. CuRK,. I see the new Act for the Better Regu- 
lation of Penny Buns has come into operation with the new year. Doesn’t 
concern me in the least, as I don’t eat penny buns; and as long as I can 


| go freely on my way to town, and have my joint on Sunday, and my 


morning tub, and keep a roof over my head, and drone along comfortably 

















with the missus and the kids—why, 7 don’t care what Acts come into 
operation about foreign matters—eh? 
Mr. UNSER SPECTING. Quite so; so long as a man’s free to choose 
his own way of life, and belong to what denomination he likes—eh? 
(They enclose themselves in a fools’ Paradise of false confidence, the off- 
spring of crass ignorance as to the-ways of law draughtsmen, An in- 


terval.) m i jn “ 


Mr. FAULsLeicu C. Curr. That new Penny Buns Regulation Act 
seems to cover a wider field than one imagined at first sight. It seems 
that it touches the question of journeys to town and back ; quite by an 
inadvertence too. By a trifling vagueness in the wording of one of the 
clauses, the Act makes it «s#/aw/ul for anybody to proceed to or from the 
City in any conveyance whatever ; while what was really intended to be 
said was that mo penny bun should have less than seven currants in it 
It’s rather awkward, y’ know, because I have to walk thirty miles every 
day ; but of course it can’t be helped, as it’s the law. 

* ~ 7 . ¥ 

Mr. F. C, Cure. That Penny Bun Act really seems to touch me 
up a bit, after all. By a trifling vagueness in the wording of one of the 
clauses, it renders it criminal to have a joint on Sundays ; the tyran- 
nical provision is not intentional—in fact, the words were intended to 
render it criminal 4o deliver penny buns after dark or before five in the 
morning ; but, nevertheless, it’s most inconvenient, don’t you see, as 
we’re forced to dine off odds and ends on the day mentioned, and I 
admit I like my sirloin. The good lady gets quite incensed about it, and 
positively stigmatizes the draughtsman as a——(v/i7sfers). But, of 
course, women are so unparliamentary, 

+ + * + 4 

Mr. F, C. Curr. Eh? I? Well, I’m mo/¢ in a very good temper, I 
must confess. Fact is, I’m a little bit put out about that Buns Act. 
It’s really an interference with a citizen’s rights. Here am I, can’t have 
my tub of a morning because of a trifling vagueness in the wording of 
one of the clauses. The clause forbids the ‘‘use of any bath basin bow! 
butt barrel or bucket or other utensil for the purpose or under the pre- 
text plot or plan of bathing tubbing dipping or other or others form 
kind style system description or manner of ablution or ablutions whatso- 
ever and whatever.” What it meant to forbid was the zusertion of arsenic, 
soft soap or hair-dye in penny buns. But it’s a—well, I go so far as to 
say it’s a confounded nuisance. As for the missus, she describes the 
draughtsman as a——(wAzsfer's). She does indeed. 

* * « & * 

Mr. UNSER SPECTING. Heavens! Cure, can it be you? Why, wy 
do you thus creep into the Adelphi Arches to sleep? Have you no roof 
to shelter—no wife or little ones to solace you? 

Mr. F. C. Cure, Alas, no! By a trifling vagueness in the wording 
of a clause in the Buns Act, it became incumbent upon the police to tear 
down my villa and drag my wife and children to Horsemonger Lane for 
life. What the framer intended was to render short weight in penny 
buns a felony. So I am resigned—nay, I rather like it, But you? 
Why are you thus chained to a post? And what mean these countless 
bundles of firewood upon which you stand? Speak! 

Mr. U. S. By a trifling vagueness in the wording of a clause in the 
Buns Act, the Church of England is disestablished, and its members are 
condemned to be burned at the stake. It can’t be helped; but such 
was not the original intention of the Bill. Here comes the fellow with 
the match. Farewell, dear boy! 








POLITICAL.—We obtain our tea from China from tea-trees, and by 
tree-teas, 
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Not Unlikely. 


FRom birth till now I’ve ever been 
A most unlucky creature; 

My whole career has hardly seen 
A single happy feature. 

The fault is Fate’s and not my own; 
That ’s true, and I maintain it— 

The fact is pretty clearly shown 
Directly I explain it. 


At school I did the rule of three, 
As well as vulgar fractions ; 

But figures ne’er possessed for me 
The strongest of attractions. 

My master found me such a dunce, 
He sent me back to father. 

I may as well confess at once 
I shrank from study, rather ! 





I sought a place as errand-boy, 
And very quickly gained it; 
But not for me such low employ, 
I utterly disdained it. 
Through something either said or done 
I lost my situation, 
Tust then my life was hardly one 
To bear investigation. 








I loved a lass with all my heart, 
And won her own, she told me. 
Too much ’t would make my bosom smart 
To tell you how she sold me, 
I said—when that mishap occurred— 
‘* How cruel thus to doubt me!” 
But possibly she might have heard 
Some shady things about me, 





A poet’s fame [ cannot win, 
Though much I try to earn it, 
Whene'er I send a lyric in, 
The editors return it. 
But though their manners I may call -—- 
Devoid of proper breeding, 
Perhaps my verses, after all, 
Would scarce repay the reading. 
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THERE were high jinks in the City on Plough Monday. We 
presume the Stock Exchange was represented by ‘shares ” 
—plough-‘‘shares,’’ [This is absolutely harrow-ing,—Ep., } 
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TEACHING THE YOUNG IDEA. 








Modern Athletic Mamma.—‘‘YOU NEED NOT LOOK SO UNHAPPY, 
TOMMY, SIMPLY BECAUSE YOUR CHUM, JACK, HAS GIVEN YOU A 
THRASHING. IF YOU HAD NOT BEEN SO SLOW IN GUARDING WITH YOUR 
‘LEFT,’ HAD USED YOUR ‘RIGHT’ MORE FREELY, AND TRIED THAT 
*‘POSTMAN’S KNocK’ I’VE SO OFTEN SHOWN YOU, YOU WOULD NOT 
HAVE BEEN BRATEN,” 








NHW LEAVSS. 


The Squire.—To say nothing of its many excellent and varied papers, 
the contents of its ‘‘ Post Bag” and ‘‘ Book Parcel” are always worthy 
of attention. 

Macmillan’s has its instalment of ‘‘ The Wizard’s Son” (Mrs,Oliphant), 
an amusing reminiscence by the author of ‘‘ John Halifax,” pe | many 
other contributions equally good. 

Household Words.—For those who cannot read the bulk of the longer 
stories, there are short ones, and lots of ** Odds and Ends,” 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl’s 
Own Paper can scarcely be too well spoken of. 

**An Olde Almanack”’ (Charles Letts and Companye) is an almanac 
got up in truly ‘‘old style,” printed in black letter, with facsimiles of 
old borders and old ‘‘cuttes” complete; altogether a most quaint and 
interesting production. 

** Saxby’s Weather ‘Table and Almanac of the Heavens” (same firm), 
—This reliable almanac is likely, from its completeness, to sustain its 
well-earned popularity. 

The ‘‘Financial Reform Almanac ” (Longmans, Green, and Co.)—Full 
of ‘elaborately tabulated statistical information,” a glance at which is suffi- 
cient to show the importance of the subject, the value of the statistics to 
those who study it, and the real need there is of ‘‘ financial reform.” 

** Ephemerides, the Dayes of the Yeare 1833 ; an Auntient Annualle,” 
compiled by Mr. Edward Walford, M.A. (T. Fisher Unwin), is another 
“‘kalendar”’ got up in ‘‘old style,” old-faced type, old borders, much 
curious old literary matter, and many amusing old anecdotes. 

*‘A Bad Boy’s Diary” (Simpkin, Marshall, and Co.).—This bad 
boy’s diary is—as might be imagined—as full of fun and mischief as a 
book evidently intended to excite laughter can well be. It is wonderful 
what a number of ‘‘ scrapes and accidents’? befall the little fellow, who, 
as he says, *‘ always tride to be an angle.” 














Twelfth Night at the Lane. 


Tue ‘ Baddeley” cake made its annual p/ump ap ce in Drury 
Lane Saloon on the night of January 6th, and was duly consumed, The 
memory of Robert Baddeley and the health of Gus Harris were drunk 
on this festive occasion, the health in a particularly enthusiastic manner. 
Good humour ambled round, and Augustus beamed pleasantly on every- 
body : the rapid way in which he outflanked a waiter, who was indulging 
in an idea that the dry quality of champagne might be improved by the 
introduction of a massive thumb into the guests’ glasses, was most mas- 
terly and Napoleonic : the ‘‘ theoretical” waiter was rebuked by Gus in 
a touching, firm, but dove-like way. The subsequent consumption of 
tripe and onions at the Albion by several eminent recipients of the 
‘* Baddeley ” cake might form the subject of an excellent Lancet article 
on the advantages of ‘‘plum cake” over ‘‘sherry and bitters” as an 
appetite-producer. The takings on Twelfth Night at the ‘* Lane” 
amounted to £543, the largest sum ever yet shot into the coffers of 
‘*Old Drury” on one night. Well, Simddad and Harris both deserve 
success, for both are excellent. 





The Unfortunate Nobleman. 

We always had a deep respect for the Claimant’s sense of humour; 
but his last ‘‘ wheeze” has fairly knocked us over: even a grim smile 
stole over the face of the sternest warder as Arthur warbled to his friends, 
who interviewed him the other day, the touching words, ‘‘ I approve of 
my son Roger writing to the Home Secretary and asking for a remission 
of the sentence on the ground that he and his brothers and sisters are 
growing up, and ought to have a father’s care and supervision,” 

Who forged and lied with purpose fell, 


And tried to wreck a ‘‘ fame” as well, 
Which brought him to the prison cell ?—This father! 








am to Corre NDENTS.—TZhe Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay /or 
accompanitd by a stamped and directed enves 
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IRELAND AND THE HOUNDS. 


Visitor (great Cross-country Man),—‘'GET A GOOD RUN HERE—NO WIRE FENCES—HEY? ” 

Trish Landlord.—‘*' NO; ONLY A CHANCE OF GETTING POTTED FROM BEHIND A HEDGE.” 

Visitor.—** POOR IGNORANT CREATURES, THE IRISH PRASANTS—DON’T KNOW ANY BETTER—WANT EDUCATING, 
Landlord,—‘' BUT THEY SHOOT AS MANY FOXES AS THEY DO LANDLORDS,” 

Visitor. —‘**‘ THE BARBARIAN SCOUNDRELS! THEY OUGHT TO BE HANGED TO A MAN,” 


LP) 








The Woman in Possession. 


THE new Married Women’s Property Act so thoroughly protects the 
other sex, that in self-defence the sterner ones have resolved to petition 
for a Married Men’s Property Act, and among other things which they 
will ask to have reserved to them are the following :— 

The petitioners plead that they may retain their right to wear those 
garments usually described as unmentionables, 

They earnestly pray that their razors may not be appropriated for 
pencil sharpening. 

They crave that some limit may be placed on the too popular curtain 
lectures. 

They piteously beseech to be allowed some trifling sum per week for 
pocket money. 

And they cry aloud that this one-sided arrangement—that is, the 
Married Women’s Property Act—may not include the confiscation of 
their latch-keys, and that they may be permitted to ca// their souls their 


Own. 





ROUGH ON THE ANTI-TORACCONIST, — Wishing him no end o 
** Returns” on his birthday. 


| 
| 


A Note Porter. 


THE licensed victuallers in Belfast have been protesting against the 
Messrs. Guinness’s recent increase in the price of porter, which seems 
to beer thing they don’t admire. A storm will soon be brewing unless 
there is some (m)alteration. They evidently believe that the ‘* Guinness’ 
stamp and a’ that”’ is a little too dear, and that it is not good form thus 
to be-Guinn-es-tablishing such a precedent. Hence this porter-ble 
protest, 





A Bony-fide Attraction. 


THE Californian belles have started a new society diversion entitled 
a ** Bones Club,” those familiar negro instruments being said to show off 
pretty arms and hands, With this idea in view, the notion isa ‘‘ rattling” 
good one. 





CounT BeEusrt is about to publish a book. It is to be hoped there 
will be nothing Beust-erous about it. (N.B.—Our contributor requests 
that you will not pronounce the above as spelt, or you will spoil the 
joke. ()y. what joke ?— ED.) 








The Original and only 

9 Genuine popqueee Gomenous 
Custards without Eggs 

half the cost and enable. 
Established 1837. 


Sold every- 
where in 
6d. and 15. 
Boxes. 
Alfred Bird & 
Sons, Birminy:- | 
ham, wil) send 


|} on receipt of 
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af ype -- appropation. 
| address, post-free, “PASTRY AND SWEETS."-—A Little ‘lead pencil, and neither scratch nos spurt, the points 
Work containing Practical Hints and Original Recipes for sounded by anew puseeee —— Medals awarded. A 


See ylemyeaminiott Work nominchom | PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING I! | 
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Cocoa thickens in the 
+ cup, it proves the ad- 
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FUN. 
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Sara’) Ann,—** WHY, IT’S SO CONTRYDICrRY LIKE, 


ME, FOR INSTANCE, 
Mary.—‘' AN], THAT’S VERY GRATE-FUL O# HIM. 
Mary.” 
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A KITCHEN CONFIDENCE, 


Surah Ann,.—‘' Lor’, MARY, WHAT A STRANGE THING LOVE IS, AIN’T IT?” 
Ir’s LIKE A BURGULER; IT BREAKS IN SUDDINGLY AND STEAIS YOUR 
"ART: AND YET IT’S LIKE THE BLACK Leap I USES FOR THE GRATES, IT GIVES ONE SECH A POLISH. 
My YounGc MAN OFTEN SES TO ME, ‘SARERANN,’ SES HE, ‘BLOWED IF YOU DON’T OUTSHINE 'EM ALL,’” 

I’m POLL-ISH MYSEIF, BUT I AL\WAYS MAKE MY SWEETHEART CALL MR 


Mary.—"' Wow so, SARAH ANN?” 


LOOK ’OW IT’S POLISHED 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF ‘* Fon,” 
POSTPONEMENT OF TIIE WATERLOO CUP. 


DEAR SiR,—I’m taking up my pen to dip it in the ink, and then 
indite a thoughful word or two, or three or four, to send to you. Now, 
pray, Sir, do not take amiss the heading which I give to this—‘“‘ Post- 
onement of the Waterloo” conveys the thing which is not true (or if it 
is, then ‘I am gormed ” if I’ve been properly informed). I’ve used the 
heading on the plan adopted by the paperman, who, artfullest of artful 
chaps, will print upon his bills in caps., at which the reader gasps and 
pale, THE MURDER OF THE PRINCE OF WALES!!! and 
when, with face of Mors’s tint, you buy a copy of the print, and on the 
lines your peepers fall, you ’ll find no murder there at all, but some starved 
lad, half blind and lame, has ¢hrcatened to commit the same. Just 
so, it must be freely owned, I do not mean the Cup’s postponed, I 
merely mean (it’s just my larks) I’ve put off making my remarks 


waiting till he gets my tip, allows a certain chance to slip; for when 
he’s let it slip it’s plain he cannot get it back again—for, whatsoever 
his remorse, the thing that’s ‘* slipped’ must ‘‘ take its course.” With 
this remark so d and true, excuse me if I say ‘‘adoo,” and sign 


myself discreetly thus :— Yours peacefully, 
TROPHONIUS, 








For He’s a Jolly Good “ Feller.” 


THE Premier, let us hope now he is again convalescent, will take care 
not to use his hatchet so recklessly ; he will not add, that is to say, to 
the series of ‘‘axy-dents” which have already had such ‘‘influenzal” 
results on the right honourable gentleman. 





until next week, or after that; although that chap will bea flat who, | 


NEW LBAVSS. 


‘* Letts’ Diaries” (Charles Letts and Co.) are in size, form, conve- 


_ nience, and usefulness sufficiently varied to suit all sorts and conditions 
_ of men, especially those who keep diaries. 


** Philipson on Harness,” by John Philipson (Newcastle-on-Tyne; 
Andrew Reid; London: Edward Stanford), is an instructively illustrated 
and thoroughly exhaustive exposition of the subject. It ought to be in 
the hands and ought to be made a careful study of by all who have the 
care or the control of horses. Much good advice is given, which, if 
adopted, would benefit them and also benefit the noble animal. 

‘‘ Auf Wiederschen”’ (valse), by Caroline Lowthian; ‘‘ Bon Jour” 
(polka), by Celian Kottaun; ‘‘ Feu de Joie” (galop), by Charles Le 
Thiere ; ‘‘ Fun of the Fair” (quadrille), by Warwick Williams (Francis 
Bros, and Day, Blenheim House, Oxford Street).—These four pieces of 
dance music are well arranged and lively, They will all be mah liked ; 
probably the polka will be the greatest favourite. The quadrille is an 
excellent selection of popular airs dexterously strung together. 

The celebrated Medallion Group of Portraits of the Premier, the 
Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, and his sons, Mr. Herbert Gladstone, M.P., 
and Mr. W. H. Gladstone, M.P. (London: Sweeny and Co.).—These 
well drawn and excellent likenesses of this wonderful man and his most 


_ promising sons form a remarkable and desirable group, of considerable 
_ value to their admirers. 


——o——e——_—_ 


AT the Northumberland assizes, a verdict with £200 damages has 
been obtained by Miss Pattisman for breach of promise of marriage. 
One of the objections of the defendant was that the lady was left-handed. 
Left-handedness is generally looked upon as an advantage in a boxer, 
enabling him to Pattisman effectively. Poor Miss Pattisman! What 
a heartiess deceiver, and all that, is man! Is a lady, because she is 
left-handed, to be left stranded ? 
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YES LAW T THINK OF RETURN KC 


TO THE “OLO MAN” LINE. 





hue Court.—Tur Harry Return. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 





HE new come- 
dietta at the 
Court is not too 
strong in plot— 
to be candid, it 
is too weak in 
plot — but it 
serves ade- 
quately several 
very useful pur- 
poses—to wit, 
to open the pro- 
gramme deco- 
rously, and al- 
low those pecu- 
liarly consti- 
tuted _ beings 
who never can 
be in time to 
get settled to 
their comfort 
(and everybody 
else’s) before 
the advent of 
the piece of the 


| evening ; to display some very fair and promising dialogue (in which 


provide Mr, Cecil with a part more suited to 
his peculiar talents than the one which falls 
to his lot in Comrades. It is needless to re- 
count with what thoughtful care and studied 
completeness the actor portrays the various 
moods and emotions of Old Hardy, whose 
son’s ‘‘ happy return” is the basis of the 
| piece, 


en 


Mr. Chillingham Hunt, a gentleman of 
some elocutionary pretensions, gave a recital 
on the 11th instant in a room at St. James's 
Hall, Piccadilly. The room was small, anc 
of so retiring a disposition as not to be come 
at without effort; it appeared, moreover, to 
have been recently (lining upon hot roast 
mutton (the waiter was still in the room 
vending programmes), and was decorated 
with many showbills of a journal which, for 
reasons of my own, I will call Zhe Zalkist. 
A platform of primitive construction, orna- 
mented with a few problematical plants and 
a — (upon which one anon disported him- 
self execrably), and flanked by a screen for 
the concealment of the performers ‘‘ between 
whiles ” (and which miserably neglected its 





>T. Taves'’s Hatt.—Pv77ta—To Finn 17 
| OD Hunt. 


cutionary knowledge, an ids 


Mr. Law must be admitted to make at least nine points) ; above all, to 
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earnestness, 
just a question 
whether giving 
the various 
parts in a long 
scene in differ- 
ent voices is an 
advantage; it 
depends so 
much upon the 
mood and cha- 
racter of the 
hearer whether 
he will accept 
it as an honest 
attempt to as- 
sist his compre- 
hension, or an 
elaborate bur- 
lesque upon the 
peculiarities of 
conventional 
exponents of 
the ‘‘legitta- 
mut ;” but alto- 
gether Mr. 
Hunt is deserv- 


I fancy he sacrifices feeling to elocution at times, an«! it is 


| m eae NI oi 
ren 
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ing of very considerable encouragement, in spite of his eflorts being 
somewhat overshadowed by 7%e 7a/kist announcements. 























A (Lovr)pAy av THE SRASIDE. 


duty as far as at least three rows of audience were concerned), com- 


pleted the ar- 
rangements. 
Surroundings 
such as_ these 
are apt to set 
an audience up- 
on a dangerous 
tack, and at- 
tune it to in- 
appropriate 
mirth; it is 
therefore some- 
thing to say for 
Mr. Hunt that 
he had his 
hearers’ respect 
from the first, 
and soon suc- 
ceeded in ob- 
taining _—ittheir 
applause. He 
has the advan- 
tages of a gen- 
tlemanly  ap- 
pearance, good 
and apparent 


Mr. I[ruce’s 
theatre in Co- 
ventry Street 
(to be called 
The  Prince’s 
by special per- 
mission of 
H.R...) will 
be commenced 
as soon as the 
Board of Works 
will allow. It 
will be a grand 
affair, with a 
hotel, a restau- 
rant, and about 
a dozen shops 
** attached, but 
disconnected ;”” 
it will be light- 
ed entirely by 
electricity, and 
there will be 
heaps of doors 
for people to 
get out by ina 
hurry. in case of fire 





Her Mayest 


wr a bad piece to send 


The Merry Duchess, by Mr. G. R. Sims, 


with music by Mr. Frederic Clay, is the piece | 


with which Miss Kate Santley will open the 
reconstructed Royalty (about the 26th of 
March, it is expected). A ‘‘point” in the 
decorations will be a number of plaques, the 


work of Miss Santley herself, let into the front | 


of the dress circle: an enthusiastic youth 
whispers that the work has quite a Santley 
aspect, and a touch most cleli-Kate. 

Mr. George Loveday, Mr. Toole’s well- 
known ‘‘ right hand,” will manage the theatre 
now rising into ken at hitherto theatreless 
Eastbourne. Every one who knows him 
will, I am sure, wish him (East)dow -0yace 
on his ‘* new departure.” 

Any Comet, which was to have been pro- 
duced at the Alhambra at Christmas, will 
probably wag his tail at Her Majesty’s next 
Kaster, under the leadership of Mr. Leader, 
who has already engaged M. Jacobi as his 
leader, We may cheerfully accept these 
Lieder ohne Worte, 





—Fancy Portrait of Mr 


ying. 


them fi 











| 


' 
; 


| 


‘ 
' 
/ 





| 











de 

















eens ieee 


aoe eae 
10. a eas 
oo eae 





JANUARY 24, 1883. 








The Vaudeville produces Open House, by Mr. Byron, at 
the conclusion of the run of Z%e Rivals, and Ict us hope that 
the longer Mr. Thorne keeps open house the richer he may 
become. 





| About the 18th of February anew drama will appear at the 
Adelphi. It will be from the pen of Mr. Robert Buchanan, 
sO you may just Buchan-an-ormous number of seats on the 
strength of it. 





by the way, I shall be considered quite within my province, 
|I hope, if I call the attention of every one with theatrical 
‘tastes to the admirable portrait of Mr. Henry Irving issued 
with the number of Z%e Pictorial World for last Saturday 
| week ; it is quite good enough to be gazed at upon a book- 
stall, borrowed from a friend, and finally bought. 

NESTOR. 
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Plon-Plon in Prison. 


Ir was Plon-Plon in his prison, 
And he knew his race had risen, 
| For, though taking what’s not his’n 
| Ain’t a Bonaparte’s best part; 
But a family as highly 
Versed in arts abstruse has shyly 
Oftentimes from durance wily 
Made a pretty fairish start. 


Though as yet a stupid starter 
(I have rather been a smarter), 
I’m commencing to be martyr 
In the proper classic style. 
Government again has tamely 
| Played the game I ventured gamely — 
Played all lifelessly and lamely, 
That I might at last strike ilc. 


A born Cesar in futuro 
basely sentenced to endure, oh! 
Chains—the carcere ain’t duvo, 
| Though we needn’t mention that. 
| Why the régime should be regal 
In a trice, although illegal ; 
They might even perch an eagle 
On the family cocked hat. 


But, alas! the former fervour 
Of old France has ceased to nerve her ; 
Less a server than observer, 

She discerns the cause that wins. 
When I launched my proclamation, 
I supposed incarceration, 
Through the terror of the nation 

I expected groans—it grins! 





























A SELL. 


Elderiy Party (after a long essay oi his peverty).—‘* \W, SIR, EVEN A 
SHILLIN’ "UD BE A BLESSIN’ TO ME, YOU LOOKS A BIT SPORTIN’ LIKE, 
AND YOU ’LL PEER’APS SIMI’ERSISE WITH ME WHEN I TELLS YER IT WAS 
BACKIN’ OF A IIOsS AS BROKE MBE.” 

Gentleman (having givit Elderly Party @ shilling, whicn he proniptly 
**pouches”),.—‘* WHAT HORSE WaAs IT?” 

Elderly Party.—‘*CarT Hoss, Str! Bein’ IN THE SCAVENGERIN’ 
LINE RECENT, AND ALSO IN LICKER, I BACKS THE HOss, AND CAR? 
TOO, INTER A PASTRYCOOK’S WINDER, WRECKS IT, GETS A MONTH’S 
‘"ARD,’ AND AIN’T ’AD A JOB SINST.”’ 
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| Stage Realism and Modern Criticism. 


SCENE I.—PRI\VATE Room OF A THEATRICAL MANAGER. 
T. M. and a celebvated AUTHOR discovered. 


| TT. M. You see, I want a real stirring melodrama. Plenty of inci- 
‘dent, and as many acts as you like: sensation makes people thirsty, 
'and the bars are my own spec. 

C, A. Ah! I’ve got just the thing for you. 
was a failure at the Porte St. Martin, and 
| 1. M. Porte St. Fiddlestick! Here's the style of thing I want. Take 
this week’s Police News; seven woodcuts of murders and other horrors 
on the front page. Work up seven acts to fit these, and fix a new idea ; 
make your hero commit bigamy with Barnum’s Two-I leaded Nightingale, 
or work in some other freak of nature. You can have Scrambles to gag 
the low comedy part, so that ’ll be no trouble to you. [ut my name to 
it as joint author, and get it finished in a month. 

C, A. Here, I say—— 
T. M. Now, not a word; get to work at once, and we'll put the first 
act in rehearsal in a fortnight. | Aundles hin out, 


one -_-- 





I can adapt a play that 





SCENE I].—Loppy of the Zheatre on the night of the troduction o the 
picce. 
Enter AUTHOR and CANDID CRITIC at end of Act V. 
C. C. Well, it seems to be going all right, but you must admit, my 





| dear fellow, that it is the awfullest nonsense that— 


C. A. Ah! my boy, that’s because my writing ’s entirely swamped 








by Scrambles’ gag and these horribly idiotic situations I’ve had to writs 
up to, However, it’s a success, Do a split? [ They do a split, 


Scene IILL—MANAGER’s Koom, 
/intey CANDID CRITIC and THEATRICAL MANAGER. 

T. M. (/astily). Yes, 1 know what you’re goingtosay. The writing 
1s weak, but if those situations and scenic effects don’t knock the B. Y., 
I'll eat the prompt copy. You'll find aliver wing in the sidcboard, and 
that is Mumm ’74. 

[CANDID CRITIC writes next day in the ** Daily Smasher” 
that ** it ts difficult lo say whether the drama was more ap- 
preciated on account of the brilliant novelty of its situation, 
or the brightness of the dialogue,” and all ends happily. 


ree eee ——— 





A CON 1 EMPORARY States that the l’rince of Wales, at the urgent reques! 
of the Princess of Wales, is bestirring himself to put down the *‘ cruel 
sport” of pigeon-shooting. It also says that a new invention called the 
‘*terra-cotta pigeon ” has been brought out under the patronage of the 
Prince. It moreover states that ‘‘the ladies’ have determined to 
‘*boycott” the Gun Club until the cruel sport is given up; in fact, 
each fair one will be a boy-cotta until the terra to pigeons is over. 





A SAGE PROCEREDING-~REMODELLING THE MINT.—Some have 
said that it is thyme too, but they have been people remarkable for 
ac-(h )erb-ity. 
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THE HIGHEST TRIBUNAL. 


Its method of demonstration may be rough—even hasty at times ; but depend upon 
the honest, and opposed to all that is mean and base. 






rtain to be staunchly on the side of right and virtuc. 


Public feeling is always ee 
ee ever be found identified with the cause of the true, the pure, and 


it that it will 
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that it is aroused—let us say at Hounslow. “’Ere, Bill!” it says, in its pure and beautiful way; “‘djyear? ‘ere's a lark on! ‘Ere’s some feller bin an’ 
atched a plot to ruin a other feller: let's go an’ smash ‘is winders.” 





arm: ‘ A) eas » ' tae +} j 
This isa pre¢ ; now we ve sm -i DOLH ON eMs winders, let s 
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““ Which un's winders?” **Why—well, both on ‘em’'s.” 

















go and smash the winders o that there church, an’ kill 





Hooroar ! 
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TIT FOR TAT—TRYING THE BARON. 
ACTION FOR SLANDER. 


ARISTOTLE AND OTHERS V, HUDDLESTON.—BEFORE LORD CHIEF JUSTICE LEIGHTON AND A SPECIAL 
JURY OF ARTISTS. 





et 


Sf CELEBRATED “ERA” T 












































TIT FOR TAT—TRYING THE BARON. 
(See Cartoon.) 


Tit Judge’s conclusions in Lelé eyainsi Lawes, 

\s might be expected, give excellent cause 

For an action for slander to pay off the grudge 
Aristotle most properly owes to that Judge. 

Whatever the failings of him or his school, 

This same Aristotle is scarcely a fool, 

And it tended to injure him in his profession 

When the Judge afore-mentioned made shocking transgression 
By stating that he (Aristotle) had taught 

That when verdicts on questions of Art might be sought, 
The public—of whom he (his lordship) was one— 
Could better decide how the thing should be donc, 
From an Art point of view, than such men as took part 
Themselves in producing the wonders of Art. 

If lawyers do better than artists to ferret 

Amongst the nice points of artistical merit, 

It follows—the argument hasn’t a law— 

That artists are better than lawyers at law; 

And the action aforesaid of course will be tried 

In a court over which Sir F. L. may preside, 

When ’tis hoped he’ll behave with befitting decorum, 
Won't flirt with the ladies, or posture before ’eim 

.\s counsel for plaintitf, but hear the case rightly, 

And then—squash the Last of the Barons politely. 
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DITTIBS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Series. No. 30.—A Sone or Improvewrnr. 


AIR—' Artistic Merit,’ 
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THE news is deplorably dull 
And sadly in nee! of a tone to it, 
But its general features we cull, 
Imparting a grace of our own to it : 
Just take that ‘* free day for St. Paul’s,”’ 
b Which nobody cares very much about, 
f When into our verses it falls, 
it’s a thing with the prettiest touch about. 
For 
The writer very readily confesses, 
The dulness of the news itself distresses, 
But he’s thoughtfully digested it, and carefully investe:| it 
With all artistic merit it possesses, 
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The Law Courts have opened at last 
(They say it ’s not easy to hear in ’em) ; 
‘Two Breaches of Promise have passed 
With something amusingly queer in ’em ; 
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The plaintiff in one was a man Ir was very, very long ago. Mankind got on tolerably well on this | 
(As Trish already you ’ve branded ‘un), earth. At times they fell out, punched each other’s heads, and fell in | 

And the plaintiff fell under the ban again. I: was all over promptly, and not much harm done. 
In the other, because a left-hanled ‘un And it was at this pleasant period that one prehistoric man, who | 

? __ But happened to be surveying the prospect, on top of a rock, called out to 

rhe writer with some emphasis professes, another prehistoric man, *‘ Just drop sharpening that everlasting stone | 

If interest the information blesses, hatchet, and look at this queer thing coming along.” 
It ’s because he has digested it, and carefully invested it The second prehistoric party climbed up and took a long stare. 
With all artistic merit it possesses. | ** Nasty sort of thing—don’t like the look of it!” said he. 
r) | Presently the two prehistoric fellows had a little dispute—a very little 





+ 


| ~<a, Le 3. = one—about the possession of a bone needle; and the moment their dif- 
ference began, up came the mysterious new arrival and took the whole 


‘ \y; \\ > = - 
9 Ss Lyf Ls tS Bias S § matter into its hands. Its proceedings were sharp and decisive : it just 

\ | NS ih ; i is a) Reg | knocked down and kicked both the disputants, and then took possession 
WS to: i) Sv ‘Bi sof: the article in dispute—"‘ sequestrated ” it, as it called it. 

S And after that no two or more parties ever fell out without the intruder 
poking its nose in, to the detriment of all parties (except itself) concerned, 

‘*We got on a good deal better before this confounded busybody 
turned up among us,” said prehistoric mankind. 

. - * * * 

And the worst of it was that the intruder, having once appeared on 
the earth, absolutely meant remaining there for good and all. The 
times when history began to be written arrived, and found it still among 
men, Its tactics were always the same—two or more parties had only 
to fall out, and it descended upon them in its peculiarly unpleasant 
manner, knocked them about, and sequestrated a part or the whole of 
| the article in dispute. 

‘Tt seems to us that this incubus might be very well dispensed with— 
only we suppose it has always been an institution on the earth, and 
can’t be abolished,” said the ancients. 

*- - * . * 

And the intruder became more and more dilatory in the settlement of 
Now I'll tell you, Matilda, my Jane, disputes, more vague and hazy in the wording of its decisions, more in- 

I don’t often crack up the collicr, direct and lumbering in its method of arriving at any point, and more 
He’s more or less brutal and vain, _ grasping in the amount of property sequestrated, It began to mix up 

And a burglar is frequently jollier ; its language in the most confusing way, to invent terms belonging to 
But the search for those lads in the ways no language, to discar punctuation, with the object of rendering itself 

Of the mountains has raised my respect for ’em, incoherent. Mankind began to nudge one another when it passed, and 
They gave up their wages for days— whisper things about ‘‘dotage” and ‘‘softening of the brain.” — 

[et ’s take round the hat and collect for ’em. These signs that men hinted at were particularly remarkable in the 

Still habit the intruder—(whose name, by the way, was Civil Law)—ha«| of 
The reader, when the news’s worth he guesses, | constructing for itself habitations of the most unsuitable and inconve- 
And vivid satisfaction he expresses, | nient descriptions—all paid for by unfortunate mankind, It would 
Will remember ze ’ve digested it, and carefully invested it always be building itself an expensive new house in which the acoustic 
With all artistic merit it possesses. | properties, and the ventilation, and the doors, and everything were all 

_ wrong—until the suspicion of men became conviction, 
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Some matters will raise your delight, Thus in the year 1820 the intruder commenced, with great delight, to 
And others invoke the reverse of it— _ make itself a new home at Westminster, and called it the ‘‘ New Law 
The floods on the Continent plight, Courts.” And the ‘‘ New Law Courts” were so insanely inconvenient 
The various woes they rehearse of it. | that in less than sixty years it got sick of them, screwed more money 
The Cambridge Boat practice begun, | out of mankind, and built ano/her new home grander than ever. 


‘* There!” it exclaimed triumphantly, taking up residence. And the 


Cetewayo's return and his cutting up, , 
judges couldn’t hear the counsel, nor the counsel the judges, nor the 


The Duchess of Connaught ad son, 


Church Army, and Alcazar shutting up. | juries either, or a tapi, Wy pe the doors slamming; and everybody 
But | either got blown away or laid up by the violent draughts. 
| lowever it amuses or distresses, And now men nudge one another more than ever as the Civil Law 


To tell you why, the writer now digresses ; | passes by; and they chuckle with glad roe wor my too—for softening 
It’s hecause Ae has digested it, and carefully invested it of the brain is generally the precursor of dissolution, and there are some 
With all artistic merit it possesses. institutions we could do without. 
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SOCIAL SKETCHES. 





No. IL.—MINETTA TWIGGINS, 





‘‘What are little girls made of 

What are little girls made of ? 
Sugar and spice, and all things nice, 

That's what girls are made of.’ 


TRAIN up a little girl in the above theoretical, and, for the female 
element, convenient supposition, also instil at judicious intervals into her 
mind that the juvenile male element is usually composed of ‘‘ snips and 
snails, and puppy logs’ tails,” then you will probably develope a toler- 
ably sharp, selfish young lady, but one who is not easily managed, . 

When the first and only daughter of Mr. Twiggins was born (he wasn’t 
an alderman then), Ma said, ‘It’s no use, Twiggins, she shan’t be 
plain Ann. Look at her haristocratic face. I’m a-going to ’ave ’er 
called Minetta, out o’ this ’ere novel I’m a-readin’.” And from the 
time of her christening Minctta was sugared and spiced carefully. . 

Maxwell Bartholomew had a rolling eye full of intelligence, was bald, 
and his obese figure not exactly moulded in the perfection of manly 
symmetry; but Bartholomew’s business was a flourishing one, for he 
dealt in everything ancient and decayed, from ‘‘old masters” to the 
toothpicks of our forefathers. Maxwell saw, and therefore loved the 
daughter of Mr. Alderman Tw.ggins, for Minetta at eighteen years of 
age possessed the bright bloom of roses and youth; but she shocked the 
dealer in iniquitics—we mean antiquities—by her flippancy. For in- 
stance, when Bartholomew’s rich fat uncle died suddenly of disease of 
the heart, and the fact was mentioned to Minetta, she merely remarked, 
‘* From her knowledge of the gentleman she was surprised to hear that 
he possessed such an article asa heart,’ adding, ‘‘she had always looked 
upon him as an animated Ad/é de fots-gras.” And when in the fulness 
of his heart Maxwell brought her the choicest gittern from his worm- 
eaten emporium, she merely remarked, as she tapped him on the bald 
part of his head (gently) with the instrument, ‘‘It wants mending badly, 
Mr. Bartholomew.” So it did after her frivolous act. But when Max- 
well, after a glass of champagne, screwed up his courage, and began 
to propose to her, commencing, ‘‘ Marry me, Minetta. Let me be 
candid. I would not cause you pain,” Minetta laughed, and said, ‘You 
be candied! you can’t. You are made of snips and snails, etc. Girls 
only can be candied. Are not they alone made of sugar? And I do 
not like you even a tiny wee bit.”’ Then the choking sounds in Maxwell’s 
throat were most terrible to listen to, But the saucy Minetta cared not, 
only remarking, ‘* Don’t play at being a crow;’’ though she continued 
with more feeling, ‘‘ Perhaps I’m wrong, it sounds more like the /irush. 
Leave me. When I marry I marry blue blood!” Then Maxwell wandered 
out with asad, sad sob, and strolled towards the Criterion annexe, where 
he supped heartily. He has not suicided ; but in his bitter disappoint- 
ment swore to be revenged on mankind generally, so sold his compara- 
tively respectable business, and started a loan office. ‘‘ Advances promptly 
made!” ‘* No fees for inquiries!” (of course not); ‘*No security neces- 
sary!” ‘*‘Money always ready!” In this practical manner he revenges 


himself, particularly on widows and orphans, entirely, of course, because 
he has been disappointed in love, 
tinues her sugar and spice frivol. 

want to borrow money. 
(may be as 


Minetta recks little, and still con- 
Her father, the alderman, will shortly 
Ha! ha!—But, as we are not going in fora 
‘‘dry up” here. 
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SCOT-FRHEE, 


‘* LAMBETH.—Tue Mirtk Trapr.—A boy named Anderson was charged on 
remand with stealing a can containing a quantity of milk. The prosecutor stated 
that for several weeks he had lost cans of milk which had been left at the doors of 
his customers early inthe morning. He kept watch one morning, and saw the de- 
fendant take a can of milk from a doorway and walk off with it. Mr. De Rutzen 
considered that, by the practice of leaving the milk at the doors, the whole of London 
was paved, as it were, with temptation. He could have no consideration for milkmen 
who carried on this system, and the prisoner would be disc harged.’ 


Go out, Matilda Jane ; acquire 
Some articles that I desire : 

You won’t be lagged for clearing out 
With trifles that are ‘‘left about.” 


I see a horse and cart and load 

At present standing in the road ; 
The owner seeks his two of gin— 
Look sharp, Matilda—fetch ’em in ! 


There’s sundry furniture I crave 

In Wardour Street, upon the pave ; 
Acquire it—should they say you nay, 
Say good De Rutzen says you may, 


That 18-gal. against the wa'l 

Of yonder noted house of call; 
Just watch the drayman disappear 
Within the door, and roll it here. 


And fetch me—with the greatest care— 
A lion from Trafalgar Square ; 

Those bits of bronze, without a doubt, 
May be described as ‘* left about.”’ 


Go, prowl about—you’re sure to find 
A lot of goods of sundry kind 
Which (if I rightly use my wits) 
That same description aptly fits. 


‘* Temptation ” is a full excuse 
For turning to your private use 
Unguarded chattels, on the spct— 
You ask De Rutzen if it ’s not. 





And dread Temptation—Virtue’s foe— 
Waylays us wheresoe’er we go, 

And grimly dogs us up and down 

In this unhappy London town. 


Conceive the things that one could find 
To take, if one were so inclined :— 
There’s London Bridge, and close at hand 
The graceful Griftin* in the Strand. 


And there’s St Paul’s—why, folks who shrink 
From crime are haif afraid to think ; 

They hurry home in fear and doubt, 

Such /ofs of things are left about. 


There! we've committed ourselves again. It's force of habit. It isn't a griffin, 
we know, it s a dragon, and it keeps all the artistic merit it possesses in its tail. 








Tie “CiuB” or Hercvirs,—The L A.C, of the period. 
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PROOF “POSITIVE” 


“Gentleman” on horseback, jocose/v.— Holloa, Negative! You positively going to the meet?” 
Small Travelling Photo“ Artist.’—‘* Yes, sir. Fact is, most o' you gen'l’men of the Twinklebury Hunt insures in the Hakcidental, and the hagent ev a-got 
fri’ en’d at the claims sent in lately, so he wants ne to get photos of the perkuliar sort 0’ cattle some o’ you gents rides, and the perkuliar sort o' way you 
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FACT-FANCIES. 


RECENT sentences passed by our metropolitan magistra es in cases of furious 
driving have been absurdly inconsistent and contradictory It must have been 
noticed by all how offenders have sometimes escaped with a slight fine; while on 
other occasions, by particular magistrates, they have been sente \ced to imprisonment 
with hard labour. 


Mr. SNOOKSON was an eminent stipendiary. Ile was a popular 
philosopher, a teetotaler, and a gentleman of great eloquence, and one 
who aimed ata knighthood. Possibly, having been originally a brief- 
less barrister, he had great sympathy with the poor, and his name not 
appearing in Debrett, he was very much down on the indiscretions of 
his social superiors. 

‘* There is the same law for the rich as for the poor,’’ was his favourite 
saying. His knowledge of the laws of his country was not too great, or 
possibly he might have arrived at a different opinion. 

‘* The two things I intend to put down,” he would say at home over 
his copy of the /atte Path, *‘ are drunkenness and furious driving.” 
Having never had the means in his early briefless youth to purchase 
intoxicating liquors, and not possessing sufhcient natural courage to drive 
apy sort of animal whatever, he had no sympathy with amateur Jehus. 
A young man of good family was brought before him for drunkenness 
and furious driving. Sergeant Stoutlie gave his evidence: ‘‘ We caught 
him a-driving furious ; he’d been a-drinking ; he might have druv over 
anybody else.” 

‘* But,” said the prisoner, ‘‘ I was only driving a goat-chaise, and I 
couldn’t pass a four-wheeled cab.” 

** You couldn’t pass a four-wheeled cab? Then you evidently tried: 
to,” shrieked Mr. Snookson; ‘‘ furious driving, no doubt.” 

‘*I couldn’t have driven over anybody,” said the young man, 

‘* Yes, yer washup, he could,” answered the sergeant; ‘‘if anybody 
had been a-lying down in the road he might have been driven over 
furious and hurt awful. Besides, the prisoner had been a-drinking.” 
‘*I hadn't a glass of wine since I had my dinner,”’ 

‘Glass of wine at dinner!” yelled the magistrate ; ‘‘I’ve never had 
luxuries of that sort. You’re a drunkard, sir! Remember, there’s 
the same law for the rich as for the poor. Two months, sir, with hard 
labour.” 

Then the young man was ruined, and lost all chance of patronage; 
but the magistrate when he heard of it only said, ‘‘ There’s the same 
law for the rich as for the poor.”’ 

One day a coster was brought up before Mr. Snookson for furious 
driving and drunkenness. ‘* What do you say to the charge, my poor 
friend ?” asked the magistrate. 

‘**Oh, yer washup, 1 on’y ’ad fourteen whiskies, an’ I on’y druv four- 
teen mile an hour, an’ it was on’yaold ’ooman of sixty as I druved over.” 
‘*There’s the same law for the rich as for the poor,” said the magistrate. 
‘If this poor man is sent to prison his high sense of honour is hurt. 
Every one knows that the costermonger who is given to drink, rioting, 
and petty larceny, has keener feelings than the bloated aristocrat who is 
falsely styled a gentleman. I pity you, my poor friend and brother ; 
only, as you have offended against the laws, you must pay a fine of four- 
pence and three-halfpence costs, and three farthings for medical and 
surgical expenses for the old woman who was awkward enough to get 
in your way.” 

So the young gentleman did his two months with hard labour, and 
the coster paid his sixpence farthing and went and drove over as many 
old women and children as he pleased. 
O wise and upright magistrate ! 








The late Hablot K. Browne. 


WE are pleased to hear that a ‘‘ Memorial Exhibition ” of the works of 
the late Hablot K. Browne (better known, perhaps, as ‘‘ Phiz ”) is likely 
to be held in the gallery of the Liverpool Art Club during this month. 
Our rising generation, we fear, hardly appreciates, or perhaps does not 

| know the obligation it owes to this talented designer as one of the 
founders of modern English book and journal illustration, both senti- 
mental and comic. Though his designs were bright and sparkling to 
the last, poor ‘* Phiz’’ was one of the many great men who have outlived 
their time, and in his latter days deserved greater recognition from the 
public than he obtained. 
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SIR FREDERICK LEIGHTON, P.R.A., INVESTING A BUST WITH 
“ARTISTIC MERIT.” 
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Mrs. Griklings.—‘‘OH, LOR’ BLESS YOU, YES, Miss! 


SISTERS ‘AVE BEEN ‘'RLPED, 





A 


“WwaiTY” 





QUESTION. 


Miss Prunella Probert. —‘' WELL, NO, MRS, GRIKLINGS, I TELL YOU CANDIDLY HE IS NOT QUITE THE STYLE OF YOUTH I ADVER- 
TISED FOR. AND AS TO HIS CAPABILITIES, NOW ; HAS HE LEARNED TO WAIT AT THE DINNER-TABLE AT ALL?” 


THAT’S JUST WHAT OUR SAMMY ’AVE LEARNED; FOR, SEEIN’ AS HE WAS 
INCLINED TO BE GREEDY LIKE AS A CHILD, ME AN’ HIS FATHER ’AVE MADE A PINT O’ MAKIN’ HIM WAIT TILL ARFTER ALL HIS 
LEASTWAYS, MIss, EXCEPT WHEN IT’S ROLEY-POLEY, AS IS HIS FAV’RITE PUDDIN’; AND AS TO 


MAKIN’ HIM WAIT FOR THAT, WELL, Miss, I ’AVEN’T THE ’ART TO DO IT, AN’ THAT’S THE HONEST TRUTH!” 














| 


On her Metal. 


| 

‘‘TaLK about a ‘ pair-o’-docks’!’’ exclaimed Mrs. McMuddle; | 
‘‘though what docks has to do with it at all / can’t make out ;—it do es ol ees 
seem to me most redicklus that they should invent a new metal with | FUN'S COMICAL CREATURES,—comic rictuREs ON EVERY PAGE, 
the ‘maximum’ of durability, as they calls it, and then go and name | 
It’s simply absurd, that’s what it is.”’ 


it alu-‘ minimum,’ 





Ir is said that since the Curfew Clause came into operation in Ireland 
all the places of amusement there have been doing big business. Sucha 
state of things is likely to oc-Cur-few times, one would think. By-the-bye, 
will those who are brought up for trying to evade the clause be called 
Cur-few-gitives? If the new law can do anything to check the Irish 
outragemonger it will be welcome ; he is a Cur-few would mind kicking. 





Wueety Racy.—A Cockney Bicycle Meet.—Weal and rolls. 


ZU e SUNNY BOOS. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. 2d. 





Sr 


“In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of very 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset.”—}) eekly Dispatess 


FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK.—comic picrURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


‘It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Doncaster Gazette 


FUN ON THE SANDS,—coesuc PicTURES ON FVERY PAGE. 
THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


** Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes."—Sforts7a 7 


THE CREAM OF FUN.—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


** The most mirth--moving shillingsworth published.’ 


THE EXTRACT OF FUN,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


‘* Admirably fitted to while away an hour or two of a tedious railway journey.” 
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PRIDE HAS ANOTHER FALL. 


‘* PERCY, MY DARLING, WHICH DO YOU PREFER, SH&RRY OR CLARET?” 
DON’T THINK I SHOULD LIKE CLARET, THOUGH ; 
GROCER’S WITH THAT SHILLING TO BUY THE BOTTLE, I HEARD ONE MAN WHISPER LOW TO THE OTHER, ‘’ERE’S ANOTHER 
JUGGINS FUR’A’ BOTTLE OF COLD Piz8N;’ THEN THEY LAUGHED,” 


tN 





Ee = = “Hunan TL 7 
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FOR WHEN YOU SENT ME INTO THE 


[Afrs. W. 7. didn’t, though. 








True to the (En)Core! 


THERE were disgraceful proceedings at Mr. Sims Reeves’ concert at 
Croydon the other night, when the eminent tenor refused to accede to 
the demand for an encore. The noisy persons and Mr. Reeves can 
hardly be said to have been en-cor(e)dial terms. The behaviour of some 
of the audience was, to use a Gallicism, simply Jis-tly. 





THE ‘‘ resignation” of the French Ministry seems hardly the correct 
term. They certainly appear anything but ‘‘resigned,” as events Du- 


| clerc-ly show. Voyez'? 





GUSTAVE DORE. 


Born Fanuary 6th, 1832. Died Fanuary 23rd, 1883. 
THR great French artist, whose pictorial skill 
Compelled men’s admiration far and wide, 
Whose works abroad and here were viewed with pride, 
Has passed away ; his magic brush is still. 
That brilliant draughtsman, who charmed thousands, will 
No longer charm ; for thus doth Death decide. 
He in Life’s studio played a busy part, 
With wondrous humour and with fancy keen, 
And from the Sacred Book full many a scene 
Did he delineate with reverent art. 
How quaintly, too, did he depict the Don! 
And Milton’s epic of Satanic strife 
Was limned with power by him who now has gone, 
Too early ending his laborious life ! 
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A Nice Sample! 


ACCORDING to the paper, both passengers and crew bitterly complain 
of the exorbitant demands made by the fishing-boat owners of County 
Down, on the occasion of the wreck of the /Viud Deer, ‘‘one of the 
crew remarking that he had been wrecked no less than seven times, and 
yet he had never witnessed such an amount of barbarity as was displayed 
by the County Down men. Healleges that, when their boats went along- 
side of the stranded vessel, they coolly demanded one pound per head 
for every passenger landed ; then they lowered their demands to five 
pounds for every fifteen passengers taken ashore.” There may be some 

mistake about it; let us hope there is, for goodness sake |! 

If not, the tendency of the county as set forth in its name being in- 
capable of further development in the indicated direction, we would 
suggest a slight ‘‘ upward tendency” in the scale of humanity on the 
part of the fisherfolk thereabouts. We confess that it must be a work 
of some time to climb from the unfathomable depths of sordid degrada- 
tion in which these gentry seem to be plunged, but we will live in hopes 
of some day hearing better accounts of the fishing-boat owners of 
County Money-Down-or-Down-among-the-dead-men. 








Iron-ical, | 


A Mr. Huston, of Pennsylvania, is building himself a mansion to 
be constructed entirely of iron. Even the floors will consist of polished | 
cast-iron tiles. It ought to be, when finished, quite a fer-y dwelling. 





T.T. on the High C.C, 


THERE are 4,934,000 lbs. of Indian tea on their way to this country, | 
This must be a teas-ing piece of information for China. But what sur- 
prises us is how we find ‘‘U.U,” for all the ‘*T.T.” that come to this 
land. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

















Tar Srrann.—SoLineus, THE SO-LENIENT, AND ALGEON, 
AEGE'NTLEMAN ALGEON, IF NOT AGED. 

generally lose it all directly he (or she) ‘‘gets into Sha 
not pretend to say : it may be the blank verse, but in 
ten they seem in a glorious state of ignorance 
as to what they are talking about (which the 
audience soon finds infectious): their whole 
anxiety seems centred in letting us know that 
they are talking in blank verse, whereas if 
they were to transfer the anxiety to the aims, 
and ends, and depths of the characters, and 
let the blank verse shift for itself, the result 
might be moie advantageous to the cause of 
art, and more conducive to the pleasure of 
the spectator. It would be, perhaps, unfair 
to rigidly apply these general remarks to the 
company now playing at the Strand, although 
they are applicable to a considerable extent. 
Setting aside the performances of Mr. Clarke, 
Mr. Paulton, and perhaps Mr. Pennington, 
there is a want of heart and depth in the por- 
trayal of the prominent characters which is 
distressing, though partially relieved by the 
fairly respectable and consistent performance 
of Mr. F. Charles, and a rather well-played 
last act by Miss H. Lindley. 


By rather lavish ‘‘cuts’’ and other mani- 


HAT _ Shake- 
speare’s Co- 
medy of Errors 
is a farce is not 
exactly ade- 
quate reason 
for placing 
some of the 
princigal parts 
in the hands of 
exponents who 
make a show 
little above 
what might be 
expected of the 
ordinary run of 
modern farce- 
actors. Why 
an actor (or ac- 
tress) who dis- 
plays some- 
thing more than 
ordinary intel- 
ligence in other 
fields should 

kespeare,”’ I can- 





nine cases out of | 


exactly with the part, which he has, itlis evident, studied closely, and 


which he plays 
with an unc- 
tuous apprecia- 
tion both of its 
humour and 
loutishness 
which is emi- 
nently divert- 
ing and accept- 
able. Mr. 
Paulton, as his 
twin brother, 
displays consi- 
derable hu- 
mour of his 
slower and 
morestolidsort, 
not the least 
of his points 
being his imi- 
tation of some 
of Mr. Clarke’s 
peculiarities of 
gesture and 
even voice. A 
word for Mr. 


Pennington’s very praiseworthy rendering of a difficult part, both elocu- 
tionally and dramatically, and something more than a word for the Hon. 





Odie 


pulation (Mr. Clarke is credited with the THe Stranp.—Cvarke's Epition (“witn Cuts”) 


deed), the piece is reduced to compact limits, 
to the acvantage of the story in briskness of action; 





THe Strrano.—Mr. Lasik GORDON IN A FAVOURITE Ac 


the call for amusement; the peculiarities of his rich hu 


but the peaceful 
coolness with 
which some 
daring interpo- 
lations are 
made is rather 
more interest- 
ing than admi- 
rable, though 
I’m not very 
sure that I con- 
sideritagreater 
crime to take 
liberties with 
Shakespeare’s 
text thanthatof 
another author. 


Mr, Clarke's 
performance of 
the Dromio of 
Syracuse is a 


) 
| 
| 
| 


satisfying one | 


in every sense 
—it satisfies to 


the fall the | 


call for art and 
mour ‘‘fit in” 


chance and miss it? 
Hughes (Mrs. 
Edward Swan- 
borough) — will 
take a farewell 
benefit at the 
Vaudeville on 
the 8th proximo. 
I trust that she 
wil fare well, if 
that is of Fanny 
Hughes to her. 


The fiftieth 
night of the 
Vaudeville __re- 
vival of Zhe Ai- 
vals was cele- 
brated on Thurs- 
day last, when 
the piece, which 
now has Mrs. 
Chippendale as 
the representa- 
tive of Mrs. 
Malaprop, has 
every appear- 


ance of a capability of doing another fifty *‘ on its head.” NESTOR. 








Tue Stranp.—Miss Carew (A LITTLE CAREWD), AND 








iN 
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SS 
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Mr. Haynes (A Goop ACTOR AT A PincH), 


Lewis Wingfield’s beautiful and striking cos- 
tumes, finishes what I have to say on the sub- 
ject. Mr. Clarke’s phenomenally funny per- 
formance of Zocd/es concludes the programme, 
and should be seen at all costs. 


« 
d 





There seems rather a run of benefits and 
matinées just now—not that I’ve matinée 
difficulty in finding good reasons why they 
should be supported. About the time these 
lines appear, many clever friends, iccluding 
Mrs. Kendal, Miss Genevieve Ward, Miss 
Ada Cavendish, and Mr. Hermann Vezin (sure 
to be good if Vezin it!), will be exerting 
themselves at the Gaiety for the benefit of 
Miss Le Thiére. On the afternoon of the 31st 
an extremely strongly-cast performance of 
Married Life and Uncle's Will will take place 
at the same theatre to introduce a new aspi- 
rant, Mr. Gilbert Farquhar, to public notice 
—I know-’tisso. The following afternoon at 
the same place (good old time they ’re having 
at the Gaiety !) Miss Laura Villiers will aspire 
as Iolanthe in Azmg Renés Daughter, with 
the assistance of Mrs. Hermann Vezin as Mrs. 
Oakley in 7he Fealous Wife, Villiers see the 
Lastly (up to the time of writing), Miss Fanny 


THe Stranp.—Fair Epuesiancy. 
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The groom attends the youthful squire, 
diminutive in size, 

Who thinks ‘tis meet that tothe ‘‘ meet” 
he like a meet-eor flies. 


This trio of equestrians on animals so 
fleet, 

Have made a joint appointment now 
to figure at the ‘** meet.” 





OFF TO THE 





“MEET.” 
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But, touching that symmetric steed, 
this narrative must fail ; 

For you cannot say with truthfulness 
that *‘ thereby hangs a tail !"’ 


But, lo! the fiery untamed steed, who 
on before has sped, 

By his figure seems determined that 
he'll win it by a “ head.” 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON THE WEARING OF 
MEDALS, &c. 


OF course you have noticed the discussion going on of late, Sir, as to 
the wearing of medals and other marks of personal distinction in society 
by its members generally, who do not see why military men and politi- 
cians should alone wear costly gewgaws upon their bosoms. Oxford 
professors think that if generals can wear ‘heir medals, they should be 
able to wear theirs; and, in short, I have been amusing myself, Sir, by 
writing an imaginary account from a society journal of the future ofa 
coming ‘‘ At Home” when the prevalent tendency shall have been duly 
extended. I shall expect to read something of this kind :— 


from the ** Mayfair Miscellany” for February, 1884. 


‘The brilliant sa/ons of the Minister were now crowded with guests, 
scarcely one of whom was without some glittering decoration. Military 
men and knights of the various orders were there, of course, by scores, 
but they were a familiar sight, and public attention was directed rather 
to less normal developments of the human love of display. 

‘*No one in the room attracted more attention than a tall and stout 
old gentleman whose chest was not only covered with a succession of 
gold medals as large as small cheese-plates, but whose back was also 
profusely adorned with silver and bronze discs of a similar size. Nor 
did he long remain unknown, for the word was quickly passed that he 
was Mr. Timothy Frappinger, the senior partner in the well-known firm 
of Frappinger and Medlicobb, the great pickle-makers, and that every 
one of the Prize Exhibition medals he so proudly wore had been awarded 
to his house for the exceptional excellence of its pickled walnuts. 

‘*Much interest was shown, too, in the appearance of Doctor Amos 
Larkins, the orthopzedic specialist, for not content with wearing in every 
buttonhole one of the medals gained by him at the various stages of his 
brilliant professional career, he had had his physician’s diploma incor- 
porated most ingeniously with his shirt-front. 

‘*In respect of medals, the various learned professions present quite 
managed to hold their own, though it was noticed as a curious fact that 


Master Walter, the champion Dachs-hound, he carried not less than 
fifty-three of various sizes somewhere or another about his person. 

‘** Racing men were distinctly at a disadvantage, for though many of 
them were possessed of numerous cups and plates they had carried off 
on the turf, they had found it impossible to attach any of them to any 
part of their bodies. One ingenious sportsman, the Earl of Caledonia, 
had indeed ordered two flunkeys to attend him to the reception and to 
walk close behind him, carrying on a large butler’s tray a selection of 
the most massive trophies he had won ; but as it was impossible for the 
footmen to remain close to their master, the result was that some acci- 
dentally intervening guest often got the credit of the display of silver. 

**Royal Humane Society medals were quite common, and the full 
regalia of the Freemasons, Odd Fellows, Good Templars, &c., blazed 
on many a manly chest. Sir Raffles Rufflehead, the eminent philanthro- 
pist, wore with marked effect a collar composed of silver presentation 
trowels, Quaintly ingenious was the plan of the Rev. Dr. Quackenboss, 
who, unable to wear the presentation silver tea services, the gifts of suc- 
cessive congreyations, sported a cream ewer in his buttonhole. 

It was felt to be questionable taste, however, inacertain youthful scion 
of a noble house, who, in default of other decorations, wore a judgment 
summons pinned to his coat-lappel; whilst it will show the extent to 





it was the popular sporting baronet, Sir Ashford Cinderton, who was | 
able to claim top score with his medals, for thanks to his ownership of | 





which the existing rage for display has gone when we add that the 
chairman of the St. Polybubs Silver Mines (Limited) put in an appear- 
ance with a Winding-up Order displayed upon his manly chest. It was 
felt that the craze for the wearing of decorations could not further go.” 


© - 7 * * 

Now, Sir, I could continue the extract indefinitely, but I need not do 

so. But I think you will admit that the foregoing is but a fair descrip- 

tion of what the logical end of the development of existing regulations 
as to the wearing of medals, &c., would be. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
Some more remarks (and not the last) upon the Waterioo Cup. 
To THE EpIToR oF ‘FuN,” 

DgaAR S1R,—It may appear to you, in turning your attention to what 
I may call my ‘‘ Cup remarks,” that I am only having larks! Indeed, 
it’s nothing of the kind; I simply can’t make up my mind. One mo- 
ment, every thought I own prefers the chance of Mr. Stone, and I am 
cheerful, proud, and gay; the next—I throw that Stone away. The 
trick can then alone be done by Hornpipe (Lord of Haddington), anon 
I scorn that lady’s chance for leading me a useless dance, and as at her 
my lip is curled I feel to conquer all the world that Alexander is the 
man. And so I chop, and change, and plan, until I don’t know what 
to do; but in a state of discontent, arrange myself for giving vent, with 
puzzled brow and doubtful lip, to this 


PRELIMINARY TIP. 


To cast upon the doys a glance— 

They ‘ll dance a lead who lead a dance. 

And vivid chance her flag unfurls 

For variously christened girls ; 

But whether she who flavours ice, 

Or she who makes (the choice is nice), 
r she who lights, shall Jead the way, 

I do not undertake to say. 


I do not look to make a loss 

On A-thos (or it’s p’r’aps A-thos) ; 
There ’s more than I should like to say 
In Mr. For’ard-and-away, 

And if so be as Gladys should 

Behave as only Gladys could, 

I do not think you ’Il often see 

A fellow half as Gladys me. 


Which, for the present, ends my rhyme and all I have to say this time, 


and so ‘good bye”’ just now, old cuss. I’m yours till death, 
TROPHONIUS, 








Ir is with very sincere regret we see the announcement of Gustave 
Doré’s death, which took place in Paris, after a few days’ illness, on the 
23rd instant. As he had so many admirers on this side of the Channel 
who fully appreciated his genius, we are glad to see Messrs. F. Warne 


| and Co. announce asmall collection of this great artist’s comic sketches, 


which will doubtless be very largely bought, as it was upon these humorous 
sketches that his great reputation was originally built. 
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VASTLY IMPROVED. 


“ The Princess of Wales is at the head of a conspiracy to Boycott Hurlingham until 
the Gun Club shall give up slaughtering pigeons."—See Newspapers. 


Hooray! we shall not see again 

The vile old times, Matilda Jane! 

Matilda Jane, the base old times 

Were marked by most revolting crimes, 
And cruelty was deep of root— 
Let’s go to Hurlingham and shoot. 


And as we wend our way there‘o 

I'll tell you what they used to do, 

I’ll tell of all the cruel ways 

Of those departed, bad old days. 
Your blood will curdle while ¢ route 
To lively Hurlingham to shoot. 


They were accustomed, I declare 
Most solemnly, to bait the bear— 
To bait the bear, and give him pain— 
They were, indeed, Matilda Jane. 
At such degraded sport we hoot ; 
And so to Hurlingham to shoot. 


They had a habit—how it shocks !— 

Of shying at defenceless cocks ; 

Just think, Matilda—with a stick ! 

The thought ’s enough to make you sick ; 
The act unwortby of a brute— 
But come! To Hurlingham to shoot. 


They ’d hunt a bull along a lane 

Until the beast would grow insane, 

And (as intended) gore and slay 

The peaceful people on its way. 
There’s sport—and murder in to boot 
This way to Nuslingham to shoot. 


The list of their misdoings mocks 

The memory—the fights of cocks, 

The quails incensed by bits of rag, 

The two tom-cats within the bag. 
Too painful is the theme to moot ; 
Let's go to Hurlingham end shoot. 
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They used—it gives me pain—but there 
They used to hunt the fox and hare, 
And lavish fortunes for the treat 
Of killing things they couldn’t eat— 
A truly worthy kind of loot !— 
But let’s to Hurlingham to shcot. 


But there, Matilda, clear your brow ; 
Such cruel sports are banished now, 
And man no longer seems to gain 
His chief delight by giving pain. 

As mild humanity's recruit, 

Ife goes to Hurlingham to shoot. 











A Lusus NAjvuR4.—The red deer that tuined to day. 





SOCIAL SKETCHES. 
No. IIIL—ANNIE DE MONTREVEL, 
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As a matter of course we venerate “‘ blue blood :” knowledge of the 
possession of this cerulean fluid enables the holder, whether male or 
fema'e, to go through life in a superior way—the cerulean fluid will fur- 
nish the owner with a faculty for looking through Life’s telescope at the 
big end, and gazing at his or her fellow-mortals (not blue-bloodists) as 
remarkably small barnacles stuck on society’s rudder. po 

‘‘What boots it” that the originator of your blue blood before he 
came ovcr with the Conqueror was noted as a cleaner of rusty armour, 
or an adept and well-skilled workman in removing live men’s skins when 
ordered to do so by his master? ‘* What boots it” that he acquired 
his lands in this country by the deliberate murder of the original’ pro- 
prietor of the said lands? 

Perhaps it ‘‘ boots” very little, as the O. P. (a flaxen Saxon) probably 
also assassinated any party who annoyed him in the most approved 
manner of the period. Yes, the proprietor or proprietress of cobalt, 
Prussian, French, or anyother blue blood should never forget ownership. 

* * * * * 

Annie de Montrevel was delicate, and her father, Captain de Mon- 
trevel, thought that a trip to Homburg might revive her. 

The captain also had an eye to business : he could play Nap or poker 
and various other little games with strange dexterity. The captain had 
blue blood, though; almost blue-black some scoffists said, as they insinu- 
ated he was a “‘blackleg.” The captain resolved that his daughter 
should never marry a low plebeian, and Annie accorded with his decision. 

x * * o * 

Sir Samuel Burrett began life as a shopkeeper in Crawlchester. 
Samuel flourished in the candle, soap, and starch line, till his retail 
became a wholesale business, and Samuel became Mayor of Crawl- 
chester. During his mayoralty, Royalty laid the foundation stone of 
some Crawlchester public building, so naturally Samuel received the 
honour of knighthood. Sir Samuel educated his only son well, and 
afterwards sent him to travel on the Continent. The youth arrived in 
Homburg at the time the De Montrevels were staying there. The cap- 
tain naturally ‘‘rooked” Samuel. Annie naturally made love to him. 
The young man had once casually mentioned that he was the son of 
Sir Samuel Burrett. ‘‘ Ah,” said the captain, ‘‘ fine old stock. Father 
second cousin to the Duke of Muffington. Marry him, my gyurl—you 
may be a duchess some day.” 

While drinking chalybeate and saline waters together, Samuel pro- 
posed and was accepted. Sir Samuel came over to see the young people. 

‘*’Ow are yer?” he remarked on meeting the captain. 

**You are not the baronet?” said the captain. 

** No,” replied the merchant, ‘‘ I’m a knight, and in the taller line.” 

Then a scene ensued, blue blood and blue fire; and the tallow mer- 
chant tweaked the aristocratic captain's nose, a hard tweak too. 

Then Annie Montrevel fainted when she heard what a narrow escape 
she had had. She and the captain left Homburg the next day, the 
captain scorning to pay the low young plebeian the two hundred pounds 
he owed him; young Samuel went home with his pa, and set steadily to 
work as if he had never been in love. He had no sentiment, being a 
plebeian. What a strange world it is! 








A VALUABLE FoRM OF SPRECH.-—“‘ Uttering” cheques. 
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TEMPERANCE FOR THE ARMY. 


(See Cartoon.) 


“WHAT ho! ye gallant privates all!” 
The General he cries, 

“ Hearken to Hydropotia’s call, 
And be in season wise. 

Renounce your sips without your sups- 
Attention! Stand at ease !— 

Exchange your glasses for your cups, 
And come and take your teas. 


** The snares of alcohol, we know, 
Are very, very great; 

But surely he’s the stoutest foe 
Who most is temperate. 

Commissioned officers, of course, 
Do never drink too much, 

And, their example to endorse, 
You should behave as such. 


“Tt may be I have lent my aid 
To cultivate ‘ The Vine,’ 
Whereby facilities are made 
For purchases of wine. 
What odds? The theory ’s the same, 
And excellent for sots ; 
So come, my lads, earn sober fame, 
And be good Hydropots !” 
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FRENCH PLOTS. 


THE Legitimist bogie arose from its lair 

In the far Breton wilds where it liveth on air, 

And it said to itself, “I will thoroughly scare 
The wicked but witless Parisian. 

Ill tell him my parks are artillery parks, 

That a wild dog of war is each watch dog that barks ; 

And you’ll see whether he after these few remarks 
Thinks the Elysée’s position Elysian.” 


The Orleans Chimera projected its head, 

And observed, “ There are people who think I am dead, 

Whose blue funks are caused but by white and by red. 
They don’t know I’ve conquered the navy ; 

They don’t know the army is thoroughly mine ; 

That three thousand papers I pay by the line ; 

They haven’t the slightest suspicion, in fine, 
That I’ve recently bought off Jules Grévy.” 


The Bonaparte phantom displayed his moustache, 
And he said, “ You may think I am stupidly rash; 
But I know your Republic coming a crash, 

And I’ve made all things square for succeeding. 
Of course the great Captain inspires all our men, 
And they mostly believe he will come back again ; 
But we wish, some of us, that our new Captain Pen, 

That’s Plon-Plon, was not now mis-leading.” 


The Anarchist spectre, ’mid dynamite fumes, 
Made known, “ We have made out your separate dooms, 
And a general squash pretty nearly resumes 
Our decision, arrived at in dander, 
Evoked by the sentence on sweet Krapotkin, 
By Louise Michel’s most melodious din; 
But hear this and weep, O you Philistines’ kin, 
We're all kept by the Czar Alexander.” 
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DITTIBS OF THH DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New Sgrigs. No. 31.—A Sonc or Pecutiariry. 
A1R.—‘‘ Zt don't interfere with our Meals,” 


YOu may tell us that Gladstone’s initials 
Are resting awhile, if you like; 
You may tell us that railway officials 
Have gone out, for ever, on strike ; 
And we'll show, as you’il maybe expect us, 
A reflex in manner and mood ; 
But you ’ll never—no, never—detect us 
Neglecting our regular food. 
O——h! Whatever the future conceals, 
And whatever Fortuna reveals, 
Though we laugh or (it maybe) 
We cry (like a baby), 
It don’t interfere with our meals, 


Though the Cri’ has been closed (as it ought to), 
And the laugh has against it been raised, 
Though Irish arrests have been brought to 
A pitch that can’t de over-praised ; 
Although the wild Zegitimatist 
Is doing a little conspire, 
Although the Skye crofterses’ latest 
Is setting the Highlands on fire ; 
An-—d! Although the Cape Parliament deals 
With Basutoland’s claims and appeals, 
And we take all the news with 
The air it embues with, 
It don’t interfere with our meals. 
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Let the Marquis of Hartington tell us 
His notions on this and on that, 
And let his opponents impel us 
To wonder whatever they ’re at ; 
Let the best of all England’s princesses 
The fluttering pigeon protect 
(One need not be clever at guesses 
To say *‘She’ll succeed, I expect’). 
h! But though the bold Briton reveals 
The sort of respect that he feels 
By sending careering 
A whirlwind of cheering, 
It don’t intefere with his meals. 


Though the clergy receive from the Pontiff 
A letter on Irish affairs— ' 
At the Law Courts you ’ll yet what you want (if 
You don’t get mislaid on the stairs) — 
Krapotkine escapes very lightly, 
Two barracks are robbed in a day, 
And earthquakes are rousing us nightly, 
I’m stating a fact when I say, 
O——h! Though Nature should kick up her heels, 
And though to our bosom there steals 
A limitless ocean 
Of seething emotion, 
don’t interfere with our meals. 
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THERE was a worthy naturalist who believed in the Darwinian theory, 
and he was troubled because of the long time it took for the anthropoid 
ape to attain to his ultimate glorious development; until at length he 
convinced himself that if the job were only intelligently taken in hand 
by a person of persuasive address, they might be peruaded to complete 
their development at once. 

So he packed a bag with the appendages of civilization and went 
out on the mission, feeling himself to be the most competent person he 
knew. He was unrewarded with any success for a time, owing to tra- 
ditions among the anthropoids that there were drawbacks to the privi- 
lege of being a man; however, the ways of the professor being winning, 
they began to listen to his arguments in time, and at a favourable op- 
portunity he produced his bag, and drew out the first appendage of 
civilized humanity to hand. We don’t remember what it was—some- 
thing pleasant and desirable; possibly an omnibus, or consumption, 
or a music hall comique, or the water rates; but the naturalist handed 
it to the anthropoids to examine, and it grew upon them so that they 





wanted to order ina lot at once; but the naturalist explained that it was 
useless to supply such things to anthropoids, and that they must become 
men to appreciate them. And they began to see this. At intervals he 
drew out fresh appendages from his bag, but always one at a time, in 
order to let the anthropoids properly digest each one. The anthropoids 
were really beginning to think seriously of the naturalist’s advice, but 
there was still one thing that made them suspicious as to all not being 
right, and that was that he always hurriedly shut his bag after taking 
out anything, yet not hurriedly enough to prevent the escape of a very 
offensive moral odour—an indescribable odour which caused the anthro- 
poids (who were not very fussy as to smells) to hold their noses and 
feel sick. At last they determined to have it out with the professor 
before going any further. 

‘*What’s this beastly thing you have in that bag?’ they said. 

The naturalist pretended not to hear; but they repeated the question. 

‘Eh?’ he said. ‘‘Oh—a—well, I assure you I haven't anything in 
the bag.’”” Then he muttered to himself, ‘‘ Very awkward! Wouldn't 
have brought ¢ha¢ for the world; must have got in by mistake. 

‘* But you have,” said the aN oe 5 ; **wecan smell it—out with it!” 

The naturalist saw he was in for it, and when the anthropoids had 
retired to a little distance, holding their noses, he inverted the bag and 
allowed the object to fall out. The moral smell was so nauseating, 
that those anthropoids nearly fainted. The thing was as unpleasant in 
its aspect as in its smell, and imparted a feeling of the most hideous 
repulsion. 

** Ts that one of the appendages of civilization?” asked the anthropoids. 
‘** How ever can you touch it? Doesn’t it make you sick?” 

‘* Well,’ said the professor, making a clean breast of it, ‘‘ we've tried 
hard, but we find we are obliged to have it. We don't touch it—we 
take it up with a pair of tongs and drop it as quickly as we can. It 
certainly docs make decent persons feel a little sick at times, especiall 
when let loose on a female witness. It is an unavoidable blot on civili- 
zation—an indispensable sore, if I may say so, We use it—at tongs’ 
length—to blacken the character of innocent persons in law courts, and 
then put it out of sight, mind, and smell. We call it an ‘ Eminent 
Counsel,’ and it is to be found in all really civilized countries. But 
you must try and forget it—you really must—it isn’t always——” 

But it was all over with the naturalist’s pet scheme. The anthropoids 
came to a decision on the spot. In fact, the thing so ate into their minds 
—though their minds were not very particular—that they gradually sank 
back to the condition of zoophytes. 
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ME-—— 


LIKE ME, AIN'T IT?” 


— 


GRUEL-TY. 


lean and Slippered FParty.—‘*‘ UGH! WHEREVER HAVE YOU BEEN, 
MATILDA? A-SWEETHEARTING WITH YOUR YOUNG MAN, I S’POSE THAT’S 
ABOUT IT. AND HERE’S MY CUSHION BEEN A-SLIPPING DOWN, AND MY 
GRUEL’S BEEN A-BOILING OVER TILL—TILL——” 

Matilda.—“* TILL YOU’VE BEEN BOILING OVER TOO, EH, GRAND- 
FATHER? BOT THERE, NEVER MIND, I’LL GIVE YOU WHAT HE GAVE 


| 


” 


and S. Party.—‘' WHAT’s THAT? A ’ARF A OUNCE OF ’BACCA?” 


Matilda,—** No, GRANDFATHER—A KIss!” 


Le 


A LOT oO’ GOOD THAT IS TO A INVALID 


and S, Party.—‘**UGH! 
[But he took it, nevertheless, 





The Noted ’Change. 
(With apologies to Mr. Tennyson.) 


He hurried through each crowded spot, 
His temper *‘ crusty’’—full of gall— 
Then said this ‘‘ Bull” (this City ‘‘ pot”), 

‘¢ The stocks continue still to fall.” 

His countenance looked sad and strange, 
No ray of hope it seemed to catch, 
And no repast he stayed to snatch, 

But hurried to the Stock Exchange. 

He murmured, ‘‘ Ah, my life is dreary, 
Tnat rise comes not,” he said ; 

‘The ‘ House’ has made me weary, weary, 
Would I were in bed!” 


He groaned in grief; no joyous leaven’ 
Seemed to alleviate his woe ; 
‘* By Jove,” he cried, ‘‘ ‘Chinese’ are seven 
Less than they were a month ago!” 
And then his erewhile glossy hat 
He bashed upon his head awry, 
And said, ‘* Alas! oh, why am I 
Thus swindled? All the market’s flat. ’ 
Again he moaned, ‘‘ The day is dreary, 
It cometh not,” he said ; 
‘*Once my heart was cheery, cheery, 
Now it’s more like lead ! 


‘* Ah, me! my hair is turning white, 
It once was black as any crow ; 
Those ‘ Mexicans’ are far from right, 
‘Egyptian Unified’ is low. 
Ah, lower still the ‘ prices’ range, 
I shall be ruined, lost, forlorn, — 
The ‘ Bears’ will gloat to-morrow morn ; 
Oh, hang the horrid Stock Exchange! 
Oh, never more shall I be cheery, 
A rise comes not,” he said. 
**Shall I again be merry? Query? 
I’m going off my head!” 








IF you meet a man who is always quite ready to die, you 


_ may be very certain that he is the last man who really wishes 


to depart. Thousands during the agonies of gout, for instance, 


| wish to éurn up their toes. These are usually unenlightened 


beings who are unacquainted with Dr. Scott’s ‘*Guide to 
Health,” published by the Pall Mall Electric Association, 
Limited. The price of Dr. Scott’s little book is one shilling. 
It tends to show the advantages of electropathy as a curative 
power in all diseases, not only in gout,—we only introduced 
gout because we thought a joke might be got out of it. 





Chateau Scott, wha hae! 


Mr. GLADSTONE is staying at the Chateau Scott. Of 
course the ‘‘ Scott” in question is a ‘‘canny ” one, though it 


| isnotsostated, All ‘Scotts’ at ‘‘ Cannes” are necessarily so. 











FACT-FANCIES. 
THE announcement that there are to be free days for viewing St. Paul's has caused 
much consternation among the vergers, sextons, and others, of the cathedrals through- 


out the United Kingdom. They fear that tree admittance to all public buildings will 
possibly become general. 

A MEETING of delegates, selected by the vergers, sextons, and guides 
of the United Kingdom, was held at the Pig and Whistle, Drury Lane. 
Che chair was taken by Mr. Silverseek, the chief verger of St. Barabbas. 

Addressing the meeting, Mr. Silverseek remarked, ‘‘ Gentlemen, we 
have met here in this here hall to protest agin the levellin’ and unscroo- 
perlus ideas of some of the most disgustin’ members of the Church. 
They wishes that the cathedrals should be opened for nothink, and that no 
gratooities be took by the wergers, sextants, and other ‘igh officials ” 
(groans). ** This, gentlemen, is a hinsult both to the livin’ and the dead. 
It isa hinsult to us, as it infers that we ain’t worth nothink if we mustn't 
have nothink. It’sa hinsult to the great luminated dead. ‘Cos why? 
Think er the waults in St. Paul’s, It’s as much as saying the Dook o’ 
Wellington wasn’t up to nothink if you says as ‘ow ‘is tomb ain't worth 
payin’ a shillin’ for to look at, let alone sixpence to the sextant. Why, 
the tomb of sich a hero as that ought never to be showed undera dollar, 





a dead king’s sarcoffeegas, you must pay for it jist the same as the opera, 
or any other place of amoosement devoted to the eddicated classes,” 

An aged gentleman here arose and, catching the eye of the chairman, 
observed, ‘*I am a old and decrepit werger, long retired from bisness. 
I never thought as ’ow I should live to see the day when country cousins 
sucked peppermints and stared at the tomb of Hedward the Confesser 
for nothink, What’s the good o’ Westminster and St. Paul’s and Can- 
terbury unless they fetches in some money for honest folk like hourselves ? 
People a-wantin’ to see the moniments of the country for nothink! 
They won’t be a-respectin’ of anythink, and ’Il want to see everythink. 
They ’ll be a-knockin’ at the door of dooks’ ’ouses and a-sayin’, ‘ Good 
mornin’, dook! we want to see the portraits of yer hancesters, and would 
yer mind trotting out the family ghost? and p'r’aps while yer about it 
draw us a jug o’ beer and cut a cold sandwidge or two!’” 

Subsequently the meeting adjourned, but not before a resolution was 
passed ‘‘ That the free opening of the cathedrals was a revolutionary 
measure, useless to the public, and redoocin’ of the profits of the 
wergers and sextants, who by right o’ prescription ought to be considered 
before the whole of the ill-eddicated classes.” 

Then under the glare ofjthe ‘‘ Lemonsquash ” Music Hall—that self- 


hee 
and two shillin’s for the pusson as showed it. Tombs and mooral monu- | same night—Silverseek tuned up his violin (with a fiendish chuckle). 


ments ain't nothink to do with the lower horders. 


} 


If you wants to see | Silverseek is ahuman who combines work and PLAy in ajudicious manner. 
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THE 


any act that would constitute a fraud if done by a single trader, becomes an honest transaction when done by many traders. 
call anything anything else, provided it agrees to do so; the customer being meanwhile in the dark as to the new title. 



















—~ 
In drops the customer and says, “‘ Just put me up one of your celebrated fifty- 
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“* Look here !’ says he, returning next cay ; ‘‘you ve given me an oyster ! 


You have no remedy, I assure you 


“ TRADE-CUSTOM”’ 


The thing known as the ‘‘ Trade-Custom” develops new and interesting phases daily. 


The Trade, let us say, agree to ‘‘ recognize an oyster as a ‘‘ gold watch. 


3 DM; Vi, 


\ 


aT j Gold watch, sir,’ replies the tracer; “‘ universally recognized by the Trade as such. 
Ana, DY Jove, 












SWINDLE AGAIN. 


It has now become practically recognized by the law as a plan by which 
he Trade now has the legal right to 


This is how it works :— 
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guinea gold English lever watches,” and pays, and trots away with the parcel. 
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the customer Aas no remedy! Ask your solicitor. 
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| ti ‘TIS BETTER NOT TO KNOW! 
| E Auntie Effic.—‘‘ Wuy, I DECLARE, MAUD, YOU KNOW POSITIVELY NOTHING! Now, DON’T YOU KNOW IT IS VERY NAUGHTY TO 
’ 


BE SO IGNORANT, EH?” Maud (demurely).—‘* NO, IF YOU PLEASE, AUNTIE EFFIE.” 


Auntie Efie.—*' AND HOW IS IT YOU DON’T KNOW THAT, THEN?” 
Maud (still more demurely).—‘*'COS YOU SAID I DON’T KNOW ANYTHING, AUNTIE EFFIE.” 


NEW LEAVES. | GUSTAVE DORE. 


‘* How to Learn the Pianoforte,” by Emanuel Aguilar (Groombridge | 
and Sons).—This is a book full of good sound practical advice and in- | ——~ 


struction, that will enlighten the minds and lighten the labours of both TW () H U N D R E D S kK E TC S| Ek S 


teachers and learners of the pianoforte. 


The Antiguary is fall of ‘‘antient lore ;” and, lor’! it is as fresh and iH J M () RO U S AN D '€ ROTES 0) U RE 


vigorous as if were new. 


The Bibliogsapher.—In this the curious may revel in reading about | a - 
By GUSTAVE DORE. - 
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libraries and books, 
+ The Century is a mine of intellectual wealth, which can be both yours 
’ and mine. See ‘* The Debt of Science to Darwin.” 
St, Nicholas.—For high quality in its contents, runs neck and neck PRICE THREE SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE. | | 
| with Zhe Century. This month it contains a head of ‘‘ Elizabeth But- se 
0 Age Ray Pe See ee Se Ny ae A Collection of the Sketches from which this great Artist lb 
: ii made his early reputation. | IL 
We read that Mr. Coke has been re-elected as Senator for Texas. “‘ As a grotesque designer he has no living rival.”"—A thenaum. al ti 
We “gassed” he would not be left ‘‘out in the co(a)ld” as Mr. . ; La b> 
Goschen says 4¢ is. We suppose any one objecting to Coke’s election jo 
i would have had his hat ‘‘ stove” in, and be called un-grate-ful. F REDERICK WARNE & C0., Bedford Street, Strand, W.C. | OF 
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HATTITUDE IS EVERYTHING. 


MAKE ’ATS AT ALL. 


M, Aifrere.— Matis OUI, MONSIEUR ! 


‘‘CuRL I LEFT BEHIND ME!”’” 





BEFORE ME, 


M. Aufrere ( Hatter).—‘' OH, THAT FELLOW, SMEETH, SELL YOU ’ATS FOR THIRTY SCHILLING, RH? 
IT REEKWIRE A REAL ARTEEST, VOUS SAVEZ, TO MAKE D& BRIM OF ’IM CURL, COMME-cA?” 
The Major.—‘‘I THINK I MUST GIVE SMEETH, AS YOU CALL HIM, A TURN ALL THE SAME,” 

M. Aufrere.—“ VARRY VELL, M£JERE, YOU MUST GO, IF YOU WILL, LIKE YOUR FRENT, MISTARE VILLOWBy,” 
The Major.—*‘Ou! THEN WILLOUGHBY LEFT YOU, AUFRERE, DID HE?” 

OH, YES, HE WENT TO DAT STUPIDE SMEBTH. 
VAT YOU CALL POSTASTE, AN’ HE SAY, IN A VARE TRISTE TONE, ‘AU/’RERE, MON AMI,’ HE SAY, ‘I’M COME BACK FOR THE 


BAH! MEj?:RB, HE NO 


voit 


AH! AN’ HE COME BOCK AGIN, TOO, IN 


The Major.—** WELL, TO AVOID SUCH A HUMILIATING RESULT, AUFRERE, I THINK I WILL FIX ON THIS ‘CoRL,’ NOW IT Is 
You CAN SEND ME ROUND THREE HATS OF THIS PATTERN.” 











TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpIToR oF “ Fon.” 


DEAR S1R,—I gave you in my last a tip which cannot be surpassed | 


by any coming from my pen for undiluted acumen, in which, you know, 
I ‘‘reckoned up” the doggies for the famous cup. Indeed, I think that 
tip so fine (although in tips I always shine), that, though it had been my 
intent its little hints to supplement by further coming to the charge, and 


| dealing with it more at large, I mean to place, as 1 must own, reliance 


on that tip alone which at the time I sent to FUN as a preliminary one. 


Be that, however, as it may, I'll touch on something else to-day, and 


interject a small remark and tip about the Kempton Park. I’m glad 


this meeting has come round, because I must admit I ’ve found how dull | little word or two to say about the Waterloo, before it’s run, if you'll 


the life a man must con, when racing meetings aren’t on; but when the 
Kempton Park is viewed the Prophet feels his youth renewed ; and vigour 
in his slap on thigh, and keen perception in his eye, he quickly pens, 
the Grand Old Chap, this 


lip FoR HurRDLE HANDICAP. 


Though Fortune back you, where’s the use 
If others meet you with Glenluce ? 

To think that every blessed man 
Must yield to a Barbarian ! 

The while Injustice dire—accurst— 
shall go and make the last-born first, 


; 


| 
| 


| state respecting of the H 
| with an endurin 
- have a ‘‘ moral” left. 


Shall Theodora calmly sit ? 
And, say, shall Zeus submit to it? 


While Fate with questions thus we plague, 
Her answers are extremely vague ; 
But once again we ask her—see— 
‘* What meaning hides in Berzencze?” 
She gives us answers such as these, — 
‘* Be Sybil to the Sybil, please.” 
‘* And how shall Sutton treated be?” 
She quickly cries, ‘‘ Why, Suttonly.” 


It just occurs to me to say that, after all, perhaps I may have just a 
allow, but will not enter on it now. Next week the Four Oaks Park, 
no doubt, will be the om for trotting out, and my opinion I shall 

urdle Plate, the which no doubt I shall invest 
interest, for spite of poverty and theft and crime, I 
But I must discontinue, for the mandate of my 
Editor my space for writing sadly cramps, Farewell; send gold, or notes, 
or stamps, or heads of game; address them thus,—the Grand Old Man, 

TROPHONIUS, 








MoTTo FoR ‘He NEW A.R,A,—*"' Lay on, Macdeth,”"—meaning the 
paint, of course. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


LIVETTE has 
taken a new 
lease of life at 
the Avenue, or, 
to make A- 
venue-rable 
pun, appears to 
intend to ’Ave- 
a-new lease, 
which (as many 
no doubt will 
repair thither) 
may be de- 
scribed as a re- 
pairing lease, 
and (as people 
are sure to keep 
**dropping in”) 
one which will 
not be ‘* falling 
in” in a hurry. 
The music is of 
a kind that 
*ferows upon 
you,” but it en- 
genders no de- 

sire in the listener either to exclaim ‘‘ sow-sow !” or to cut it; while the 
dialogue, being carried off by the music (and 
therefore absent and unable to give offence) 
may be forgiven (and of course forgotten as 
s00n as possible), 


Tue AVENUE.—THE SENESCHAL, AN BSENESCHAL PART 
OF THE PERYORMANCE. 





The delightful singing of Miss St. John is 
of itself enough enjoyment for one evening ; 
the capabilities and flexibility of her voice, 
and her dexterity and grace of style, which 
have matured wonderfully, place her in a very 
high rank as a vocalist, and, what is perhaps 
more to the purpose, afford an artistic plea- 
sure seldom to be met with on the opera- 
bouffe stage. Add to this the inimitably 
quaint and original humour of Mr. Ashley, 
the more boisterous and hearty fun of M. 
Marius, pungent as ‘‘the briny,” the sweet 
singing of Mr. Bracy (which is so good that 
they are all easily held up with one instead 
of a pair of Bracys), the vocal skill of Miss 
Minnie Byron, and the general competency, 
as well as some very good scenery (particu- 
larly the set for the second act), and you have 
an entertainment as good ag any to be found 
in London, and better than a good many. 


How long such as desire to enjoy sweet sounds are (o be forced, as far 
Ta a as opera-boutfe 
ft i! We is concerned, to 
| | i 
WN endure the fool- 






ishdialogue and 
limping lyrics 
which, nine 
times out of ten, 
are their dismal 
accompani- 
ments, is a ques- 
tion which, per- 
haps, inanagers 
are not Called 
upon to consi- 
der as long as 
audiences sub- 
mit, but it is 
almost time that 
thelattershould 
show some re- 
sentment at the 
childish fare so 
often set before 
them—unless 
they really /ike 
the pap-boat 
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The management of the Royal Victoria Coffee Hall keeps on ‘‘ peg- 


ging away” 
with unobtru- 
sive determina- 
tion at the work 
it has set itself 
to perform, and 
whether its ef- 
forts be success- 
ful or not (which 
can scarcely be 
decided just 
yet), it deserves 
all the honour 
due to steady 
and unrelaxed 
endeavour to 
carry out an 
honest convic- 
tion. The pro- 
gramme for 
February con- 
sists mostly of 
concerts, To- 
night (Tuesday) 
there is to be 
‘fa grand mis- 
cellaneous con- 
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THe AVENUF.—MERIMAC AND MERKY-MAKER, 


" cert and recitals, arranged by Captain Acklom, and under the patronage 





THE AVENUE.—CABIN-ROY AND HANSOM-MAID. 


of General Lord Wolseley.” Next Tuesday 
will show a concert by Scandinavian artistes, 
and there will be other concerts given during 
the month by Mesdames Evans Warwick and 
Frances Brooke, and Messrs. George Lear 
and P, S. Van Noorden, while on the gth 
E. D. Knowl, Esq., Sec. R.A.S., will lec- 
ture on ‘* The Sun and his Family.” 


A Voyage to the Moon is understood to be 
the title of Mr. Leader's opening piece at Her 
Majesty’s, and not A7zug Comet, as I (among 
others) fell into the mistake of hinting; and 
yet my information was good—I had it direct 
from a mis-Leader, 


It is stated that Mr. H. Hamilton has 
completed a farcical comedy ‘‘ founded on 
the German.” He has altered the story, 
reduced it from five to three acts, omitted 
several of the characters, almost entirely al- 
tered the rest, and written wholly original 
dialogue from beginning to end ; upon which 
the question naturally arises, why not have 
written an original play at once? 


Mr. Robert Buchanan is reported to have a five-act comedy-drama in 


rehearsal at the 
Globe, to be 
produced upon 
the withdrawal 
of Fane Lyre; 
but Fane Eyre 
is hardly weak 
enough for 
withdrawal yet, 
I should say. 
If she thinks 
so, she must be 
un malade ima- 
Fane-Eyre. 


On the 15th 
of next month 
the annual be- 
nefit of the 
Royal General 
Theatrical 
Fund takes 
place at Drury 
Lane (lent for 
the occasion by 
Mr. Augustus 

} anna 





Harris 





Tue Avenug.—Muiss St. Joun’s Discuise—tHe Countess 
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It is recognized that the new French Minister is merely keeping the 








But crowing o’er a grinning crowd, 

He spoke in tones discreetly proud, 

And (when De Cassagnac allowed) 
Took up these grand positions : 


**T am a martyr to the State, 
Condemned to be nor good nor great 
By blind inevitable Fate ; 
Nor tyrant, nor reformer; 
I’ve no time even to be smart— 
Waiting must be my only art; 
In fact, French Premier’s only part 
Is Cabinet bed-warmer. 


‘*T mount the tribune just to show 
There is a chief to Clémenceau; 
He may be limp, he may be slow, 
But he'll do for a short night 
Of groping after some unique 
Way to avoid plan and replique; 
I may, perhaps, endure a week, 
I might, with luck, a fortnight. 


‘** But after that, with eyes that ‘greet,’ 
I shall look down the Beauvou Street, 
And sigh like Fatima to meet 
The man who’ll make me merry; 
Who ’ll take the place, the plots, the pricks, 
Find balfpence for a myriad kicks; 
French Premiers grow cross as two Styx, 
Waiting the fatal Ferry.” 








APPARENTLY Henry Thomas Whemay, who was remande(’ 
at Leicester on a charge of stabbing, has exaggerated ideas as 
to our British privileges in the violence line. If the offence 
be proved, it is likely that Whemay will find Whemustnt. | 





LOOKING AFTER NUMBER ONE.—Sitting up to see the | 
First of January. 


\ g 
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place warm for Jules Ferry—four times Minister. 
IT was the last French Premier— \y) 
His name does not at once occur VEN! 
To one accustomed to the stir A\\ 
Of Gallic politicians ;— \ 


Gallant Old Farmer,—**‘ CATTLE DANGEROUS ! 
TURN THEM CHERRY-RED CHEEKS 0’ YOURN AWAY FROM ’EM, Miss.” 
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A COMPLIMENT. 


Ou, NO Miss! ONY BETTER 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND M. GREVY. 


I HAVE always respected M. Jules Grévy, Sir, since I called on him 
years ago at Mont Sous-Vaudrey and found him passing his recess in 
shooting rabbits, and making jam in a bibbed apron; and when the other 
day I found that a Ministerial crisis had again set in for about the forty- 
seventh time since the good Jules became President, I resolved to run 
over to the Elysée and assure him of my sympathy. 
I was shown straight into the billiard-room, where I found the Presi- 
dent playing a hundred up with his son-in-law, M. Wilson. 

‘* Ma for!’ exclaimed the President, ** when a stranger was announced 
it gave me quite a turn. 
were come with the lists of another new Ministry.” 

‘*Ah! apropos,” I returned, ‘‘ who may be your Premier now, M. le 
President? I have not seen a paper since [ got into the train at Calais,” 
‘* Oh, we will soon satisfy you on ¢hat point,” said M. Grévy cheerily. 
** Who is our Premier, eh ?—why, M.—M.—why, fard/eu !” he added, 
puiting down his cue and turning to M. Wilson, *‘ who zs the Premier 
this afternoon, Charles?” 

‘* Well, that is hardly a fair question, #om ere,” answered M. Wilson; 
**you know I have been away from the Elysée two hours. But, at any 
rate, you told me M, de Falli¢res was Prime Minister before I left.” 
‘*Oh, I told you that, did 1?” asked the President, with a far-off 
oh-for-a-lodge-in-some-wilderness look in his honest grey eyes, ‘‘and 


wearily to his head, ‘‘let me see, mon ami,—it was at one M. Falli¢res 
came with his resignation.” 

** What!” cried M. Wilson; ‘* then is M. Ferry Premier after all ?” 
‘“*M. Ferry?” echoed the President ; ‘‘oh dear, no! After drawing 
up seven trial Ministries, he finally resigned last night at eleven-tbirty.” 
‘*'You don’t mean to say, then, that M, Devés has——”’ 


tone, ‘I’m not quite sure, and that’s a fact. We had better have up 





posted on a slate. It may seem very funny,” said M. Grévy, turning to 
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that was at noon. Well,” and here the good old man put bis hand | 


acs 
‘* No, no,” exclaimed M, Grévy; ‘‘that is,” he added in a changed | 


I thought it was another crisis, and that you 


me as his son-in-law rang for the secretary, ‘* but I don’t mind telling 
you that, a positive fact, I, President of the French Republic, do noi 
know at this moment who my Premier is,” 

‘*M, Duclerc is below,” announced a messenger, ‘‘also M. Tirard 
has just arrived in a facre.” 

The good and honest old chief magistrate visibly paled. 

‘* You are ill, M. le President?’ I exclaimed, seizing a carafe from 
the table. 

‘*No, no,” returned M. Grevy, ‘‘it is only a horrible suspicion which 
strikes me that in my mental confusion I have desired both the gentle- 
men who have just arrived to form Ministries. I have feared this for 
ears,” 

At this point M. Wilson returned with the secretary, who carried a 
book slate of a large size. 

‘*Ah, monsieur,” cried the President to the latter, ‘‘ we want you to 


| tell us who is Prime Minister of France at this moment.” 


my secretary ; I have told hima to keep all the Ministerial changes | 


** May I assume, M. le President, that M. Falliéres has not come up 
the back staircase and resigned since two o'clock when I went for my 
déjeuncr ?” asked the secretary ew 

‘* Has he, Charles?” queried M. Grévy, turning to his son-in-law. 

**I think not, sir. It was M. Duclerc I found here on my return.” 

‘“*M. Duclerc?” exclaimed the secretary; ‘‘then I missed him! 
Must I consider him Premier now, M. le President ?” he added, . 

‘*I refuse to be questioned, monsieur,” shouted the President sternly; 
> was your duty to keep a close watch on the development of the 


‘*M. Clemenceau desires an audience,” cried a messenger, 
I saw I was de trop, Sir, and so, not wishing to embarrass the good 
President further, told him not to mind about answering my question 
just then, leaving him thereupon, holding his head and moaning ‘‘ Ma 
pauvre tite! Ma pauvre thle!” 
« ° * * * 

Of course we know how the crisis has temporarily ended, but I doubt 
if poor M. Grévy knows even now who is really Prime Minister. If 
they go on having these crises they really ought to raise his salary. 
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Our friend Ovar F! 
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NEW LAW COURTS. 


SUNG BY MR. JUDGE AND MRS. JUSTICE. 


THe draughts they blow our wigs awry and make us blow our noses— 
It’s funny! Very /—very, very funny ! 

A few more doses of them and we'll all turn up our toeses— 

That’s funny! Very !—very, very fanny. | 


i 


And how to make their voices heard the lawyers hardly know ; 
With Justice deaf as well as blind, ’t will bea pretty go, 
And after all the money spent upon this Gothic show— 


it sfunny! Very /—very, very funny, 
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THE SONG OF THE NEW LAW COURTS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


W E’RE so uncomfortable now, and consequently we 
Feel funny! Very/—very, very funny. 
With coughing and with sneezing we can scarcely fail to be 
Most funny! Very/—very, very funny. 
And considering how our circumstances make us fume and fret, 
Considering, too, that Westminster we cannot quite forget, 
We think that as we’re placed a short juridical duet 
Would be funny! Very/—very, very funny. 


Oh, have you been to see our fine new Law Courts in the Strand? 
They are funny! Very/—very, very funny. 

To kill off our fraternity they seem to have been planned— 
That’s funny! Very /—-very, very funny. 

You stumble over latent steps in passages so dark 

That you can’t tell if your neighbour’s a Queen’s Counsel ora clerk 

Whilst the general arrangements force the stranger to remark 
That they’re funny! Vlery/—very, very funny. 


The doors, by way of exercise, keep playing at “ Go Bang’— 
That’s funny! Very./—very, very funny, 

And down the stone-paved corridors incessant footsteps clang-- 
That’s funny! Very /—very, very funny. 

The witnesses, solicitors, and telegraphic boys 

Get jammed up in the doorways in a manner that annoys 

The barristers, and any chance of harmony destroys— 
It’sfunny! Ilery/—very, very funny. 


The draughts they blow our wigs awry and make us blow our noses— 
It’s funny! Very.’—very, very funny. 

A few more doses of them and we’ll all turn up our toeses— 
That’s funny! /cvy./--very, very funny. 

And how to make their voices heard the lawyers hardly know ; 

With Justice deaf as well as blind, ’t will be a pretty go, 

‘And after all the money spent upon this Gothic show— 
It’s funny! Very !—very, very funny. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY, 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 32.—A Sonc or INDIFFERENCE. 


Airn—“! Il’Aat does it matter to me ?”’ 


THE Wellington statue they ’re chipping around, 
And letting him down by degrees; 
The Empress Eugenie has recently foun: 
That she can’t visit Paris at ease; 
The Wimbledon Bobby with vigour intrigues 
To raise a perpetual smile— 
He takes a lame pony for several leagues 
To save him from walking a mile. 
But what does it matter to me? and what does it matter to you? 
And what does it matter to Tomkins or Brown whatever our neighbours 
may do? 


Or what does it matter to Smith—nay, what does it matter to FUN? 


And if it is true that there ’s doing to do, 
Let them do it, by Jove! and get done! 


There’s a talk about Healy and Davitt and Quinn 
(And there always was talk about //:m), 
There ’s a pleasing allusion to *‘ running ’em in,” 
And a nice little tale of condemn, 
There ’s a general look about Irish affairs, 
Of their ‘‘ cornering ” blackguards at last; 
And 2 gale has been round, ‘‘ which it gave itself airs,” 
And I’m glad it ’s a thing of the past. 
Though what it can matter to me, or what it can matter to vew, 
Or what it can matter to any one else I’m dashed if I'd tell if I knew: 
But what can it matter to paid? and what can it matter to owed ? 
And if it should show that it ’s blowing to blow, 
Why, let the thing blow and be blowec. 
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Sir Percy’s small theatre doesn’t quite win 
His neighbours’ approval, I find ; 
Ile catches the actresses toddle-ing in, 
And he gives them a bit of his mind. 
And they ’ve had an Ice Carnival out in the Wesi, 
And the Premier's getting on well, 
And soon Hackney Downs will appear at their best, 
And the picked-up balloon is a sell. 
But what can it matter to me? and what can it matter to you ? 
And what can it matter at all to the world whatever its populace do ? 
And what can it matter to them? and what can it matter to those ? 
And if a thing show that it’s going to go, 
Let it go it and go as it goes. 


log-signals at sea, there’s a sort of a hint, 
Are by no means effectual things ; 
There ’s want in the Lewis (we’ve read it in print), 
nit And a pitying shudder it brings. 
‘ ci There's a novel chess tournament going to he 
In Winchester Guildhall displayed, 
And the Suez Canal’s so successful, we see, 
There ’s another about to be made. 
But what can it matter to me? and what can it matter to us? 
And what can it signify so, may I ask? and what can it signify thus? 
And what can it matter for woe? and what can it matter for weal ? 
And what can it matter, 
However they chatter, 
Supposiog it matters a cleal ? 














THE greatest anxiety has been felt on account of our friend Tacka 
bout. 
his chambers, and has been standing off for a week past. lle was no- 
ticed to be tak’ing—(we couldn’t find out what he was tak’ing ; but it 
was generally warm)—down Pall Mall and the Strand, and he succeeded, 
with some difliculty, in putting into the club, with umbrella damaged 
and stove-pipe carried away. 

Having refitted with a chance deer-stalker from the hall, he weighed 
once more, all battened down, and headed N.W. by W. for his cham. 
bers, was driven down to the Gaiety, and compelled to run in for safety. 
Here he was unable to get beyond the bar, and (having met some cronies) 
continued ‘‘ standing” off and on for some time; but at length put out 
once more, and, losing the deer-stalker, made ‘Trafalgar Square under a 
bare pole and failed to get under sheets the whole of that night. Early 
next morning he again put into the club, rolling unsteadily, with watch 
and chain carried away and pin overboard, and was seen to be beating 
up (possibly aa egg in some tea), He then proceeded to make the oftice 
and hail his employer with his politest port; but the latter stood off 
under his bows and cut him down before the quarter, and he was sub- 
sequently toed out, 

a * * . * 

As a proof of the force of the wind on our coasts, our reporter states 
that a gale blew oft the Lizard Point a day or two ago. A sceptical 
friend says he believes that reporter is ‘‘ putting it on”’ again. 

+ a * * . 


I'ven the power of wind, however, occasionally fails. The gales, in 
spite of the extra-violent draughts they created in the passages of the 
Koyal Courts of Justice, have not succeeded in blowing the cobwebs out 
of the law. 

* * * 

Our friend Cleen Dowt declares that he has absolutely been unable to 
keep a roof over his head. The most absurd rumours have been blown 
about. It’s satisfactory to hear that the gale has swept up the streets 
round Covent Garden Market. 


+ © 





Who’s for the Bank ? 


THE other day post office savings banks on the English model were 
opened in all parts of Austria, when the number of deposits accepted in 
Vienna and the provincial towns is said to have been remarkable, the 
first depositor in the chief office in Vienna being the Emperor. There 
is no doubt the benefit of good example is incalculable, and if H.R.H, 
the Prince of Wales can only be induced to put by a little weekly, it may 
be the saving, or savings, of the English people. The account does not 
say how much the Emperor of Austria put in, but he could not help 
being a sovevezgn depositor. 


A Cutting Comment, f 


Tue Lancet, in remarking about the probable appointment of a lady 
doctor for the Post Office, says, ‘‘ We do not dispute the right of ladies 
to consult ladies, and if a majority of the emp/oydes are in favour of such 
an appointment, that would alter the case somewhat; but it is highly 
improbable that such is the feeling of the majority." Our contemporary 
evidently thinks that women are more partial to men than to their own 
sex. This is our experience, and we consider the Lancet has drawn 
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Owing to the violence of the gale he has been unable to make 
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SOCIAL SKETOHES. 





No, IV.—_WELLINGTON SOMERSET ORMOND. 
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THE ways of flirts and flirting are wild and mysterious, though per- 
haps this is a somewhat bold statement on our part, as we really do not 


| know much about the ‘‘ art,” having a somewhat practical mind, a sin- 
' gularly rotund body, and a habit of bursting into fits of laughter when 


| 


'anything strikes us as humorous or tdiotic, 





Of course these arrange- 
ments are not conducive to flirting, consequently we never try to flirt 
with anybody, and nobody ever tries to flirt with us; so we merely put 
it as an hypothesis that some people are born flirts, some become flirts, 
and others have their flirtiness thrust uponthem. We also have an idea 
that to some natures flirting is as necessary to peace of mind as partici- 
pating (morally or physically) in murder is to a true Irish ‘‘ patriot.” 
We have often wondered whether the male flirt is more to be dreaded 
than the female; this is a point we feel anything but sure about. If we 
had ever been able to be flirty, a dangerous game would have been our 
notion—a ‘‘mash” on Vera Sassulich, Louise Michel, or any other 
Socialist lady who might have suppressed us at any moment with dyna- 
mite, would have had charms for us. Ought not flirting to be encouraged 
by lawyers? Surely this ‘fart” is a source of great profit to them at 
times. Crabbed and dry a lawyer’s life is not when he is engaged in 
bringing a breach of promise case to a climax; the jokes in court, the 
gloating over the letters of both plaintiff and defendant, the titters and 
laughter at perjured vows, the famous fees, all tend to make the lawyer’s 
life on such occasions a happy one (luckily, the fees are sometimes not 


paid, though). Who effects all this pleasantry and profit? Flirts, 
male and female—at least we suggest so. 
* * © 
Wellington Somerset Ormond was undoubtedly a flirt. Ormond 


scorned work, and lived upon his aged mother, who was in receipt of a 
pension barely enough to keep them both; but she starved herself in 


der that Wellington should dress and marry well. 


In the course of his many flirtations Ormond came in contact with 
Ruth Selby. uth also was a flirt, and a rich one too. lustling of 
silk, glitter of diamonds, and scattering of delicate perfumes meandered 
round the rooms when Kuth entered. 

During a fit of moons and spoons Kuth and Wellington got engaged. 


During a fit of moons and spoons the happy pair were walking and 
flirting down Oxford Street (of course absorbed) when Wellington placed 
his patent leather shoe upon a piece of orange-peel, slipped, fell heavily 
on his face, and broke his aquiline nose. In the crowd that collected 
only one kept calm—Kuth Selby. She called a cab, and remarked, 
‘* Farewell, Wellington; I can never marry a man with a broken nose.” 
Then Ormond walked home to his ma. Mrs, Ormond advised him to 
bring an action for breach of promise. Sharkem and Sharper took up 
the case ‘‘on spec.” 

The gloomy court was lighted with merry faces when this case came 
on, ‘*Can | be expected to marry a man who looks as if putty had 
been thrown at the centre of his face?” asked the defendant; ‘‘it is he 
who has been cruel!” and she wept. The perspiration of sympathy stood 
’s forehead like soap-bubbl« S, and he took a sip of what 
irts is by courtesy called water. One farthing damages. 
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Hooray!!! (A broken nose not being pretty, 


THH GRHAT CHNTRAL ANXIBTY. 


New Law Courts, onday.—No proceedings have taken place to- 
day in Court No, 379. It appears that the usher of the court, having 
much experience of the buildings, discovered a way of reaching his court 
by climbing over the roofs and peeping down theskylights. Having (in 
less than three days) recognized his court, he descended into it and 
awaited the arrival of the judge, jury, and public. After awhile, weary 
of paring his nails, he set himself to the task of carving his name upon 
every panel of the wainscotting round the court. Several times he de- 
sisted for a moment, and laid his ear to the ground under the impression 
that he heard footsteps approaching, but the hope died away, and he! 
resumed his task. 

The pangs of hunger became severe, but the unhappy man feared to 
leave the court in search of food in view of the unlikelihood of his finding 
it again. Latest intelligences say that the usher is rapidly sinking, no 
one else having arrived at the court. We received the above intelli- 
gence through the agency of carrier-pigeons which the usher had the 
forethought to provide himself with before venturing in search. 

T7uesaay.—News has at length been heard of some of the other parties 
who should have turned up in Court No. 37 It seems that the judge, 
after wandering for the whole of Monday and the ensuing night, found 
himself at length in the housekeeper’s room in the north-north-west-by- 
south wing. Here he determined to remain, feeling that his exhausted | 
condition rendered it risky to attempt retracing his steps. In response 
to his signs of distress from the window, frantic efforts have been made | 
to convey food to him, but in vain. The counsel for the defence is stated | 
to have fallen down a well unintentionally constructed in one of the! 
lobbies. The counsel for the plaintiff, under the impression that he was | 
turning a door-handle, turned that of a ventilator, and was blown into the | 
smallest fragments by the draught that ensued, The draught, having | 
once been turned on, cannot be stopped; it is gaining in force every 
moment, and the utmost anxiety prevails. 

Wedn-sday.—We are happy to be able to give one cheering anecdote 
amid the tale of disaster connected with the Courts of Justice. 

A long time ago a young married man disappeared among the cor- 
ridors, and after long search, all hope of seeing him again was given 
up, and his sorrowing family had recourse to parochial relief. On Wed- 
nesday a white-haired and decrepit man was seen to emerge, with a be- 
wildered air, from the solicitors’ entrance in Carey Street. He was iden- 
tified as the lost man by certain marks upon him, and restored to his 
family. We are sorry, however, to record the fact that his mental 
powers have been undermined by protracted bewilderment, 

The draught is working 

terrible havoc, walls being 
torn down, floors burst up, 
and the entire living con- 
tents of courts carried away 
and pulverized. We are 
grieved to say that the 
plaintiff who should have 
appeared in Court No. 379 
was roasted whole by an 
error in regulating the cur- 
rent of warm air ina lobby. 
The defendant, on the 
contrary, was frozen bya 
current of cold air intended 
for summer use. 

Thursday.— The draught 
has just blown the roof off 
the central hall, and a hint 
has been taken from the 
occurrence. It has been 
determined to remove the 
entire roof from the build- 
ings, and to station a man 
on the highest pinnacle 
(after the Hampton Court 
Maze plan) to direct the 
wanderers inside. Noone , 
has emerged from the 
Courts of Justice for three 
months (with the single ex- 
ception of the white-haired - 
man with the marks), and 
the building is pretty full. 

/vitay.—The scene on the removal of the roof is terrible, 

Saturaay.—The policeman lately stationed in the Strand to warn 
area of the insecurity of the clock will be buried in Westminster 
AObDey, 
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Storm and Stress. 


ALAS! o’er all the nation now are heard the sounds of woe, 

Through destruction done by wind and rain, by thunderstorm |‘ 
and snow; 

The swolien streams flood meadow-lands for miles and miles 
around, 

And on our coasts brave sailors in great numbers have beer. 
drowned, 





The farmers see their fields submerged, and all their toil made 
noughr, 

And struggling folks to poverty and homelessness are brovght ; 

For day by day the shrieking wind made havoc in its course, 

Afier wrecking poor ones’ dwellings with a dread releatless 
force. 


‘ 





| 


And many of our miners, too, who toil for daily bread 
In the bowels of the earth, wherein no light of day is shed, 
| Are by the floods deprived of work—of work at which, though 





stern, 
| Subsistence for their families with fearlessness they earn. 


| And now the wife and children of the man who, on the waves, 


For those he loves so dearly, death and danger daily braves, 
List in anguish to the angry storm, and pray to Him above 
| That He will shield the husband and the father whom they 

love. 


| But alas! too often, after it has braved the ocean foam, 
| The vess-1’s dashed to pieces on the rocks in sight of home, 
And faithful to their duty, battling with the wind and wave, 
Hus and, father, brother, lover sink into a watery grave, 





| But consoling, ‘mid the record of disaster and of ill, 
Is the thought that in our nation lives the old brave spirit still, 


| Shat true heroes, prompt to succour those in peril, we 

possess, 

Who, forgetting self, aid others placed in danger and dis- 
tress. 


| This very week a village girl, at Swansea, risked her life 

| To rescue some poor seamen tossed among the billows’ strife; | 

She li: ghed to scorn the seething surge, and in the waves she | 
leapt, 

And s:ved one helpless sailor, who had from the deck been 
swept. 


And Jenny Ace, the girl who dashed into the angry tide, 

To save a fellow-creature, will not Britain view with pride? 
But many a true courageous deed has been achieved of late 
Which prove that in our humblest class are heroes truly great. 


May He who e’er is ready to be gracious and to bless, 

Provide for those whom floods and gales have plunged in dire 
distress ; 

| And, doffing cap and bells awhile, the Jester humbly prays 

| That God will comfort the bereaved, and all the sutferers raise, 
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Benevolent Farty,—** GOOD MORNING, SIR. 
TRIBOTR YO OUR 
POOR BENIGHTED CHILIANS, SIR, 

Siock Exchange Sw UL, 
THRY 


HAVE—THEEE-QUARTERS AGAIN, 
B. P—'* THREE QUARTERS ? 
ENTIRELY INTO DAKKNESS AND DEGRADATION, 
THEM——”’ 
S. &. S.— Yes, I 
MUCH MORE I SHALL ‘SELL,’” 
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WHAT A FALL WAS THERE! 


WILL YOU KINDLY CON- 
THR ‘CIVILIZATION OF CHILI’? THESE 
HAVE FALLEN——”" 

—‘**CHILIANS’ FALLEN? YES, CONFOUND THEM, 
I sszE——” 
No, SIR—ENTIRELY: 


FUND FORK 


THRY’'VE FALLEN 
We PROPOSE TO RAISE 
HOPE 


THEY WILL 


SOON RISE. IF THEY FALL 


[Binivolent Party thinks Swell has sold—him, 


a ew ie in 





Our Hard-up Contributor 


| Is intensely indignant at some of the most recent swindles recorded in 
| the papers, The ease with which these swinalers gulled their victims 
| has made our H.U.C. quite morbidly miserable, for, as he plaintively 
puts it, Azs baker will not trust him a twopenny loaf. He forgets that 
| the people who were diddled by the swindlers he refers to did not know 
| the persons who swindled them, whereas we expect our H.U.C, is only 
| too well known to his baker. 
| Of course his letter contained the usual request for assistance, and the 
| usual long list of sufferings (how his tradesmen must suffer, by-the-bye !), 
declaring that the recent high tides in the Thames have completely 
ruined him; but as we know that he lives at Primrose Hill, we cannot 
| Understand how that can be, more especially as we have never known 
(him to be ¢idy under any circumstances. The following extract from 
| his autobiography, which he wants us to publish, is characteristic, and 
| we should say ‘‘correct,” in the sense that it is truth'ul, He says :— 
‘I seem to have lived in achronic state cf hard-up. Even in boy- 
hood my small weekly allowance was eaten long before it became due, 
| and on Sunday I was reduced to putting lozenges in the offertory bag. 
| How well I remember impecuniosity losing me my first bosom friend! 
r™ left school before me, obtained a situation, and wrote to me, en- 
closing six stamps, in order that I might constantly correspond with 
| him, Oh, why did the masters allow a sweetstuff-shop to be located 
ust outside the school gates? and why were stamps not refused as illegal 


t 
ender? The heartlessness of the world was shown me even then. H 





well I recollect the fawning proprietress, when my money was all gone, 
charging me with owing untold wealth for hardbake! She told the 
masters, and I thus realized at a very early age how ‘sweet(s) are the 
ways of adversity.’ 

‘‘ Later on in life I was given to ‘realizing,’ and this reminds me of a 
watch which I shall never see again. I had taken it—‘ Oh, my pro- 
phetic soul !’—times out of number to mine uncle's, when one day, 
while looking at its works in silent admiration, a piece of fluff fell in, 
was seized by the small but savage wheel, whirled round, and in spire 
of efforts worthy of a Royal Humane Society's medal, drawn into the 
terrible vortex, and swallowed in the works. Things then went wrong 
with that wicked watch ; in conscience-stricken grief it wrung tts hands, 
the large hand, in its daily stage of duty-running, caught its smaller and 
slower friend, and whirled him round in its own giddy dance’ Things 
likewise at this time went wrong with me, and [ naturally thought of 
the watch, which, between the hours of two and three, did not betray 
the eccen'ricity referred to, Setting it toa hair's-breadth, I wended my 
way round the corner, and, with a choky voice, asked the unpoetic 
pawnbroker to take particular care of the heirloom, Surlily he an- 
swered, ‘It will be all right when you come for it.’ ‘ What! will it go 
when I come for it?’ I asked. ‘Of course it will,’ was his reply. 
‘Then,’ said I to myself, ‘be happy, O pawnbroker, in the possession 
of a treasure that shall tell what’s o'clock when time shall be no 
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PAST AND GONE. 


Rustac (to Sportsman, thrown out),—‘' WHEER TH’ ’OUNDS ARE? WELL, LAST TIME I SEEN ’EM THEY WAS ARTER A FOX. 
HOUR AGO, JUST ’ERE!” 
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Most Int-heiress-ting. 


THERE has been an active search going on for some time for a ‘‘ lost 
heiress” who was left on a doorstep in infancy; it is half believed that 
the object of the search has been discovered in Miss Carey, a domestic 
We should think there can be no doubt that this is the right 


servant. 
party—-she was /¢/¢ on a doorstep, and credible witnesses, whose business 
led the house, have deposed to seeing her there every morning 


them past | 
for years, so that it is plain that she has remained on that step ever since, 
and should the property be awarded to any other claimant we shall never 


get rid of the feeling that there has been a great Miss-Carey-age of justice, 


ANXIOUS as we ever are for the punishment of offenders, we cannot help 
thinking that the law showed a certain amount of impertinent intrusiveness 
in meddling in a little family affair which took place the other day at 
Beaconsfield. We read that Lamb, a drover, was charged with stealing 
fourteen sheep on December 20th, and twenty others on January troth. 
Now, it is perfectly obvious that he was merely in search of his mother, 
and, being unable to identify her at the moment, helped himself toa 
number of mothers in order to sort out his own at leisure. There can be 
little doubt that he intended to return the mothers that were not his. 
Surely a fellow has a right to his own mother? We protest against this 


gross intrusion into family matters! 


Valentines. 


‘*\VHEN a man begins ta rite, ’tis ’mazin’ ’ow the words will grow; 
but a very littel book wull hold what mooast on us dew know.” So says 
somebody or other. For instance, we might write a column in praise of 
Hildesheimer and Rimmel’s valentines brought out this year, but as the 
public, or ‘*mooast on ’em, dew know” that Rimmel and Hildesheimer 
are always up to the mark, we merely remark that their new productions 
are as excellent as ever. 








UNbDER the heading ‘‘ Decorations for Gallantry” we find that the, 
(Jueen has bestowed the medal for distinguished service upon Pioneer 
Thomas Winnett, who was twice wounded at Tel-el-Kebir, but remained | 
with his company in the front line till ordered to fall out. As to what) 
we think of him—well, we can only say that he is the sort of fellow we 
should be proud to fall in with, but shouldn’t care to fall out with; and| 
as for his gaining the medal—why, just look at his name! How could | 
he help it? In the same connection, too, we perceive with satisfaction | 
that Colour-Sergeant Walkley refused to run; while Sergeant Gunn, 
though spiked, would zzo¢ be put out of action. | 





Actors have to ‘‘ make-up” for lost time when the ghost doesn’t walk. 
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to use 


Keckitts 





Cadbury's 











Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 
/ U ee lition of Starch, 
. bad | 
. PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!! 
I » (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 152 Fleet Street, E 


Sag neve abs 





Serene 


con 
as ] 
han 
cam 
; me; 
whe 
{ pap¢ 
i drin 
} proc 
c< 
| 
sho 
and 
and 
bete 
' han 
hiss¢ 
insti 
| * hi 
sayi 


bollj 


j ° 
him 
i (Try? 
& Vt 
( > 


| polig 


te ais, “aes 





s 





I 





ays 
a 
the 
ner 
ons 








the | 
reer 
ined 
yhat | 


i@) — 
p 
Es a 
a & o 


=) 
S) 
FP 


tion 


walk. 


oo oe wee 

















FeuruaAry 14 1883 























Zo JENNY (aced nie), 


‘*Lo! obeisantly I greet you, 
Little maid of tender years ; 
Still be merry, I entreat you, 
One so young should ne'er know tears. 
May you find Life’s blessings many, 
As the world you travel through ; 
So, joyous little Jenny, 
There’s a valentine for you /” 





THREE VALENTINES. 


Zo ISABEL (aged sixteen). 


Most respectfully the Poet, 
Sends you greeting, Isabel, 

You are charming, and you know it, 
3y your manner he can tell. 

When, anon, O maiden queenly ! 
Some admirer comes to woo, 

May your courtship glide serenely— 
There ’s a valentine for you / 
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Zo MARGARET (aged nineteen). 


‘* Now fain would I address you, 
Winsome maiden whom I love; 
May God protect and bless you, 
Watching o’er you from above. 
And if trouble e’er come snarling, 
May your faith be ever true ;— 
So Maggie, little darling, 
Theve’s a valentine for you ! 














Something New about Valentines. 


THERE was once an editor of a paper who took on a new hand, and 
| commissioned from him something smart and original about valentines, 
(as he said he could do ‘‘almose ennythink.” The first thing that new 

hand did was to go out and buy a lot of penny papers, and when he 

came in with them he pulled off his coat, and it really looked as if he 
; meant business. In a little while he went out again for a drink, and 
| when he came back sat down and put ona pipe, and studied his penny 
| Papers till he fell fast asleep. When he awoke he went out for another 
i drink ; and after repeating these processes several times he eventually 
, produced the following as his first effort : 

‘“*The man who wroat to Miss Smith on Valentyne’s Day, saying he 
shouldn’t be hoam to dinner as he was goin’ to work late in the Sitty, 
and encloased a babi’s cap; and who sent his whife a pare o’ blew garters 
and a hankecher with a naim in the kawnur, Ida, which Aur naime was 
betcy, with an appintment for cicks that eaverning folded up in the 
hankecher, was a leet!e bit abcent-minded like. He didn’t kanow it 
hisself tho till he kep the appintment, and found his whi‘e’s phather— 
| Instid of Miss Smith—a wating for him with a cowhide, which sed he ’d 
| ‘hida’ him and so he did tew, yew bet. That man is now going around 

sayin Vallentines is emty snairz and delooshuns as awt to have been 
bollishe ] long ago,” 

_Whea the editor read this effusion, which the new hand passed up to 
him and stood calmly awaiting his verdict—when the chief, I say, had 
6 —when the 








got to the end of this amazing production, he arose, and 
| policeman on the beat came by he saw the street-door wide open anda 


y 


| ‘arge boot lying on the side-walk. 





} 


MoRAL.—When you’re going to write something new fora paper it’s 
best to make sure first that the editor isn’t a much bigger man than 
yourself, and even then it’s saf-r to put the copy in the post, and keep 
on the other side of the way if you ’re passing the office in the next few 
days. 
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February 14th, 1883. 


SUN, sun, where art thou shining? 

Wrapped in cloud curtains, or over the sea? 
Sad, sad mortals are pining, 

Flow'rets and birds are weeping for thee. 


Love, light, hast thou departed? 
Lost like a vapour in infinite air? 
Gone, gone, gay and light-hearted? 
Deaf to the pleadings of love and of prayer? 


Come, come, earth is awaking! 

Sunlight and love in sweet unity shine; 
Shade, shade absence is making— 

Fly! she is coming, my sweet valentine. 


Thou art so Near and yet so Far, 








A NEW comet has been discovered at the Puebla Observatory, de- 
scribed as ‘‘mear [upiter.’’ On account of its position it ought to be | 
called *‘ By Jupiter.” 
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AMONG THE FAIRIES, 
A VALENTINE. 


‘* You know the fairies are not dead,’ 
The kindly manager has said. 

Then come such wonders at his call 
As prove him greatest of them all: 
He waves his wand, and in atrice, 
Alert and open-eyed as mice, 

Four thousand eager girls and boys 
(Not often burdened with such joys!) 
All pleased and happy, find themselves 
Among the fairies and the elves. 
Again he waves his magic wand, 

And fairies round about respond 
With ready hands and willing hearts, 
And willingness to do their parts. 
First come the merry corps of sprit s 
Who gaily do his will o’ nights, 

And Sindéad’s wonders they unfurl 
To happy boy and happy girl ; 

Then Fairy Lennard brings some verse 
For Fairy Harris to rehearse ; 

And Fairies Grey and eke Surtees 

So well exert their arts to please 
That soon, with wonder, it is found 
That oranges are coming round! 
And Fairy Buzzard's brought again 
The Poet Pun(n) to Drury Lane ; 
While Fairy Moore, in rapid flight, 
Is here ind there to see all right. 


And as in all the throng we trace 

The rapture in each little face, 

The huppy laugh and childish cheers, 
With pleasure that's akin to tears, 

We envy him his quiet bliss 

Who gives, with kindliness like this, 

A joy, the thought of which survives 

A golden thread through sombre lives, 
And sweetens with a happy hour 

Some heart that else were black and sour. 
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THEORY OF THB EVOLUTION OF 
VALENTINES. 


Our Special Lunatic maintains 
(And says he’s proved by demonstration 
With long and unremitting pains) 
The theory of transmigration, 
And holds the same to be the fate 
Of objects quite inanivzaze. 


To bits of paper he assigns 
This aptitude for transmigration, 
And stoutly holds that valentines 
Are just the happy consummation— 
The perfect form for which they sigh; 
The full completed butterfly. 


Possessing leisure to devote 
To proving all the things he’d stated, 
He got a scrap of super. note, 
And locked it up, and sat and waited ; 
And in a month, by lying still, 
It had become a butcher's bill! 


Again he locked it up, and sat 
In glad and patient expectation ; 
And in another month from that 
Effected re-examination : 
The bill, as he’s prepared to vow, 
Was, strange to say, receipted now! 


Repeatedly he tried this strange 
Experiment, he tells the writer, — 
The scrap at each successive change 
Becoming pleasanter and brighter: 
Transforming, i‘er alia, to 
A dinner card and billet doux, 


At length one day that patient chap, 
That indefatigable diver, 
Within the box beheld the scrap 
Transmuted to a brand-new “‘ fiver.” 
(Such trifles truly fall not thick 
Around our Special Luna/ézc /) 
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The scrap appearing near the end 
Of its protracted transmigration, 
The owner showed it to a friend 
(Desiring full investigation) 
Who took it round the corner, quite 
Convinced he’d get a better light. 


Sincerely grieved, that friend explained, 
That friend extremely well-intentioned, 
That on the instant when he gained 
The favourable corner mentioned, 
The note—to his surprise and pain— 
Became a simple scrap again! 


He very frankly showed a scrap 
(Which proved the truth of what he stated) ; 
Our Special Lunatic, poor chap, 
Has found his hopes are dissipated, — 
And with the scrap within a line 
Of turning out a valentine! 


SOCIAL SKNTCHHES. 
No, V.—NICODEMUS CRAWLEY. 


* 


OnE of the most cheering signs of the onward march of civilization is 
the delicious and steady improvement in valentines, at least ladies say 
so, and they are always right. Valentines get more costly every year— 
dull as all men are. We personally do not revel in the knowledge of 
this fact; but the ladies do, so it is enough. Our notion about sending 
a valentine is that it is well to be able to judge your time correctly—the 
time, we mean, when the gift arrives. Surely it is pleasant to gaze on the 
galopshus delight you give to the lady recipient, and eventually accept- 
ing the reward of your generosity in a practical manner. 

+ + * . . 

Miss Ida Greyson, to whom Nicodemus Crawley happened to be en- 
gaged, was a stately girl, whose exquisite beauty was perhaps her least 
charm, for she was devout and High Church, consequently loved and 
respected. Yes !—a brave tender spirit flashed from her eyes, while her 
dead bronze hair surrounded her magnificent head like a glory. 

Nicodemus’s stout Aunt Maria was an elderly wealthy spinster, whose 
round happy face reminded one of a ripe golden pippin. Strange to 
say, Aunt Maria loved humorous valentines, and Nicodemus, though he 
liked it not (for he was staid and severe in nature), used to send her a 
batch every Valentine’s Day regularly ; for was she not his only relative, 
and had promised to leave him all her fortune? 

On St. Valentine’s evening Crawley would call, and find his chubby 
relative wreathed in smiles as she read aloud her valentine verses— 

** Here comes auntie, drunk again, 

The gin goes down her neck like rain ;" 
or gazing with mirthful rapture at the picture of a cheerful spinster with 
a red nose, and a wash-tub, and a line of clothes drying gracefully in the 
background, Then auntie perhaps remarked, ‘* You sad dog, Nico- 
demus, you sent these, you know you did.’”’ On these occasions a vacant 
smile pervaded Crawley’s countenance, and a faint blush mounted to the 
roots of his sandy hair as he acknowledged his frivol. 

One Valentine’s morn early, Nicodemus posted three packets: a batch 

of comic sheets for Aunt Maria, a gold lever hunting watch for Ida care- 
fully packed in a chocolate cream box, and a box of chocolate creams 
for the barmaid at the restaurant he dined at. That selfsame evening 
Crawley called on Ida, who received him with flashing eyes and com- 
pressed lips. ‘‘ Quit my presence!” she uttered, in a gasping sort of 
hiss ; ‘‘ wicked man, you have sent me chocolate creams in Lent!” He 
quitted. That selfsame evening he called on Aunt Maria, who received 
him with a stony glare. She was not alone! A ne ages gentleman 
sat opposite to her reading a comic valentine—‘‘Catch me marrying 
under a thousand a year!” the picture being an elderly lady powdering 
her nose. 
The Stigginslike one warbled gently, “‘ Young man, your aunt is going 
to marry me; it is Js who have sent this giddy idle trash to her. She 
and I thoroughly disapprove of your discreditable conduct. Leave the 
house! become converted, and try to lead a better life!” 

Aunt Maria nodded a sanctimonious assent. He left. On his way 
home he called in at the Albany Restaurant bar, and saw the presiding 
young lady there showing a group of admirers a gold lever hunting watch, 
and heard her say, “‘ Ain’t it kind of him?” 
Then Nicodemus Crawley rushed madly down to Charing Cross pier, 





intending to throw himself into the river; but it looked too cold—so he 


| went home to bed and wept. That’s all. 
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said the Business Man, *‘ 7 see who delays my important letters ! 
of love-letters, and Father Christma 
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It's those lazy hulks St. Valentine with h’s tons of flowery rubbish, and Cupid with his bales 
s with his sackfuls of trumpery cards! I’ll just see to this—business first, and pleasure—pooh! at any time.’ 
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ne sent off to a reformatory, and Cupid to an industrial school (as his mother wouldn't undertake to keep him under control), 
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1 he went into his office and kept muttering “ Business first,” as he built up for himself a Demon out of ledgers and rulers. 
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HOMB, SWHET HOME, 


(See Cartoon.) 


GAILY the Grand Old Man 
Sat in the car 

As he was hastening 
Home from afar, 

Singing “ From Carnival 
Frolics I come; 

Lady Britannia, 
Welcome me home!” 


She to her newspaper 
Anxiously turnd, 
How he’d been revelling 
Gratefully learn’d ; 
Singing, ‘‘ To Parliament 
Needs thou must come ; 
Ouitting Cannes, Grand Old Man, 
Hasten' thee home!’ 


Blithely the Grand Old Man, 
Ailing no more, 

Stepp'd from the Channel boat 
On to the shore, 

Singing, “ Thy Valentine 
Hither has come; 

Lady Britannia, 

Welcome me home!” 
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A RETROSPECT. 


WE oft sent each other a valentine, 
Less noted for sense than show ; 
For we both were then in the “ swectheart ” line, 
And worshipped devotedly at the shrine 
Of the Boy with the quiver and bow. 
Yes, I was enacting the wooer’s part, 
For you had ensnared my youthful heart 
Two or three years ago. 


Those valentine-tokens were rather neat, 
And they set our young hearts aglow ; 

They were redolent, too, of a perfume sweet, 

And their verses (though “ shaky,” perhaps, on their feet 
Had quite a romantic flow ; 

And very profusely decked with flowers, 

With “loves” and ‘‘ doves,” and “leafy bowers,” 
Were our valentines years ago. 


How joyous we were each St. Valentine’s Day, 
And we eagerly looked, I trow, 
For those lace-paper trifles so bright and gay 
That came to our doors in the usual way, 
That is, by the G.P.O. 
And we gazed with delight on their “ Cupids” and “ cots,’ 
On their pansies and roses, and true-love knots, 
When we courted some years ago. 


? 


Ah, yes, in those days we were very “‘ green” 
(Most sweethearts are that, you know), 

I frequently called you “ my heart’s own queen,” 

And deemed //at expression was all too mean— 
Yes, much too sedate and slow. 

To each other we spooney epistles penned, 

Both vowing our love would never end, 
When we courted some years ago. 


And what’s the result? In these after years 
Have we kept so romantic? No! 

We are married o0zv—one in hopes and fears, 

One in gladness, in sorrow, in smiles and 
And our love hasn’t so much show ; 

But, please God, wee wife, our atfection will last, 

For tis much more earnest than ’t was in the past, 
In our “ spooneyhood ” years ago. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 
New Serigs. No. 33.—A Sonc or JeERKINESS, 


Air—‘“‘ Of, Mary!” 


HAVE you read the papers? 
Have you heard the news? 
Early hours for drapers 
(Nobody should refuse). 
Mr. Booth in Switzerland 
Tries ‘‘ converting” it out of hand; 
But the populace 
Grows ob-strop-s/ace 
At his comic capers. 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Bradford juries teem with wit ! 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Pretty sort of verdict! 


Folks a-volunteering 
(As perhaps you knew) 
Had a useful, cheering, 
Terrible nice review. 
Soon they'll ope St. James’s Park 
(Extra guardiog it) after dark; 
Gladstone, veteran, 
Seems a better ‘un; 
Valentine’s appearing ; 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
**Woman’s Rights” have grown so strong— 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Sancta Valentina! 


Crews of Cam and Isis 
Getting into swing ; 
France is ‘‘on the crisis” 
(Regular kind of thing). 
Oh! that burglar’s baffled rage 
At the pistol of brave Miss Page, 
For she, luckily, 
Used it pluckily, 
Which extremely nice is. 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Agri-cultur-looral Hall— 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Sportsman’s Exhibition. 





_ surance at once.” ‘*Eh?” said Smith. ‘‘Oh—all right—can’t bother 








eens 











| the despatch !”’ said the Premier; ‘‘ war or no war, I have to lead that 


| geon, and the war broke out. Beginning to despair, poor Common 
| about that anti-disestablishment scheme; you know if it isn’t carried 


| out promptly there is most imminent danger of — 


the Ballet-and-Buffoonery Army and the Music-Hall-Masher Army—be 
off.” And the Primate rigged himself as a clown, filled his pocket with 














Vandals talk of running 
Trains through Borrowdale. 
(Wouldn't it be stunning 
Seeing the boobies fail ?) 
At last they’re going to crown the Czar 
(At least, officially say they are; 
But irritational 
International 
People wii/ be funning); 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Sarah’s jewels had to go, 
(Oh! oh! oh! oh!) 
Isn't it a pity? 


big stones, and made off ; and the Church of England was disestablished. | 
home and hide her head; but wherever she turned she was buffeted by 
a yelling ‘‘ army,” and had narrow escapes of getting between two 
- armies and being killed. For wherever any army met any other a fight 
was sure to ensue, until half England had its heads broken. 


Common Sense on the breast of Fon. ‘* Gone mad,” he said. 


what things are coming to. 


AND THAT’S HOW IT WILL BB. 


COMMON SENSE one morning prepared to start on her rounds. ‘ Let 
me see,’’ thought she, turning over her memorandum-book: ‘‘I have 
to say a word to Jones about those shares of his, and touch up Smith 
about his insurance, and jog Brown’s memory about the wedding.” 
So first she went to seek Jones in his office; but he wasn't there, Bat 
just going out of his house-door, and his appearance gave Common 
Sense a shock, for he had a great blue scarf, and a blue hat, and blue 
ties to his shces, and a blue handkerchief. 

**T called to remind you to sell those shares in the treacle mine,” said 
she, *‘ you are aware that the concern is quite——”’ 

** All right, I know,” replied Jones hurriedly ; ‘* but I can't attend to 
them now; I’ve to attend a meeting of the Blue Ribbon Army.” And 
off he rushed, and lost all his money. ‘‘ Such a practical man he used 
to be, too!” mused Common Sense, and went to find Smith. 














//e wasn't at his place of business either, but she found him, clad en- 
tirely in yellow, making a speech against total abstinence in a room at 
the *‘Gnat and Thunderbolt.” She pulled his coat-tail and whispered, 
**Don’t forget that your lease will be forfeited if you don’t pay that in- 


now—let it be forfeited. This isa most important meeting of the Yellow 
Ribbon Army.” And he went on speaking, and forfeited his lease. 
‘** Such a very sensible man Smith was, too !’’ said Common Sense; and 
off she went to find Brown, and remind him that he had better take a 
cab, as his intended, with the five thousand a year, was waiting at the 
church. But Brown (who was got up in a cocked hat, and tinsel epau- 
lettes, and a brigand’s belt, and top-boots, and a breastplate), said, 
“ Hang it! can’t you see I have to lead a company of the Salvation | 
Army? Be off—bother my intended!” And Brown went off, howling 
at the head of his company, and lost his heiress. ‘* What can have 
come over them?” sobbed Common Sense, and went to find the Prime 
Minister (not the Grand Old Man; this is an impersonal narrative). 
**Don’t forget about that despatch to the Czar,” said she; ‘‘ you know 
there will certainly be a war unless the despatch is sent.” ‘* Pooh !—hang 


procession of the Gin and Skittles Army, and that’s all about it;” and 
the Premier dressed himself up in spangles, armed himself with a blud- 


Sense called on the Archbishop of Canterbury. ‘‘I called to remind you 


‘* Jigger the danyer, and the scheme too!” yelled the Primate (not 
the present one; see previous note) ; ‘‘ I’ve got to goto a fight between 


Then poor Common Sense gave it up as a bad job, and tried to get 


What is the matter with what used to be my native land?” sobbed 


“Is there not cn left unconnected with any insane army ?’”’ asked she. 
‘*The Royal Family and myself—that ’s all,” said Fun. 
And if you don’t believe it, read your papers and judge for yourself 





THE MOST ORSTINATE Form oF Grier.—‘' Mule”-tears. 
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VALENTINES I HAVE SENT; OR, THE SEVEN L 




















“ Te, a 4 


“oa: 











YBARS, years ago, when I was young, 
Fre yet I'd learned to wag a tongue, 
To me one woman seemed divine, 

All other women far above; 
She was my first, my truest love— 
My mother was my valentine 


‘Then time rolled on, another came, 
And I was scorched by Cupid's flame 
(She was my school chum'’s baby sister). 
| She promised, nestling to my side, 
| That in ten years she'd be my bride 
As ‘neath the garden wall I kissed her. 


OVES OF A SEPTUAGENARIAN. 
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‘Tl was but a childish passion. —Then 


Came one who ’slaved the hearts of men, 
Though far my senior, I confess; 

A learned maid of thirty four 

Was she. Ah me! I did adore 
My little brother's governess. 
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I wiser grew as I grew old, 
For beauty 's nought compared with gold, 
And wealth was what I held most dear. 
My valentine this time was plain 
But rich. Alas! I failed again! 
She wedded with a gouty peer 
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‘Then came a most expensive freak: 
I loved a fairy, pink of cheek, 
Who capered nightly on the stage ; 
Sut valentines of diamond rings 
I found were far too costly things 
For one who earned a humble wage. 
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| Next came the fairest of the fair, 
With whom I fondly hoped to pair; 

I thought such beauty aust be true— 
With stolen glance, with meaning smile, 
With whispered word to hearts beguile. 

She jilted me !—A good job too! 
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So years sped on, and Cupid’s dart 

No more had power to wound my heart; 
I cared for none, none cared for me, 

Till, blessed with years above threescore, 

I fell o'er head and ears once more, 





The victim of a child of three! 


| And as she lifts her eyes to mine, 
| I see once more my valentine, 
And in her face recall the past; 
And as she nestles to my breast 
(I feel the fact must be confest), 
| My true loves were my first and last. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE Epiror oF ‘* Fun.” 

DgaAR SiR,—I trust you won’t be hurt if, for a moment, I revert to 
previous remarks of mine in my vaticinating line about the well-known 
Coursing Cup, whose winning dog and runner-up upon the plains of 
famed Altcar most clearly indicated are in—what, in fact, I said before 
(in which I hope I donot bore). To those remarks I have to add I ’ve 
thought it out again, my lad, and having got it in my grip, next week 
I’ll give another tip. My tip this week will be, old chap, 


Tue Four OaKs HurRpDLE HANDICAP, 


There may be hope, there may be joy 
In Mr. Howard’s Fontenoy; 

The guerdon of success may be 

In Mr. Jones’s Policy, 

Or Mr. Moore's The Barbican ; 
And some will raise exultant toons 
To chances such as poor Quadroon’s ; 
\od some will ** plant their quids” again 
In hopes King Arcl y may rei 





But here the Prophet winks his eye 
And tells the Sibyl not to lie, 
And warns the Fates to back his choice, 
And listen to his awful voice 
(He’s husky with a harsh catarrh). 
And then aside his face he twists— 
| **T see Dutch Organ in the lists, 
| I see Ridotto do his best, 
I see Attaché and the rest, 


With Theodora first! Hoorah!” 


Here let the Prophet pause awhile, with satisfaction in his smile and 


sweet contentment in his heart, and call on all his friends to ‘‘ part ” in | 


recognition of his claims as one of most exalted aims, who beats his rivals 
stiff and stark (cheques should be crossed, I may remark). Next week 
I have in store for you a very useful hint or two (in hopes you’ll kindly 


*‘keep them dark”) about a race at Sandown Park; and that, Sir, in | 


addition to my tip about the Waterloo. Good bye. 








Y ours (on another plan), 
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VALENTINE FANCIES. 
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3rown, having a very Pretty Daughter, adopts precau- 
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7. The Wiggle-Waggle Walentine. 


8. Decorative Treatment of the Subject by 


our own Heartist. 














¢. rriurn ” pay jor Contributions 
pcd and divectéed envelope 


t. The Seven Ages ofa Valentine. | 5. r Da 

2. Visions of Plenty. | tionary measures for Va'entine’s Morning. — 

3. A Pretty Veil and Tye-in. 6. Valentines, Twenty a Penny (like Christwas Cards). 
4. The Fourteenth. 

; ge | RRESPONDENTS.—TZhe Editor does not bind himsei/ t 


ln no casé will they be returned 
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4) 
: Fi MIXED. 
a. Vung Lady (with ugly * Val.”).—‘*Goop Gracious, AUNTIE! I’M AFRAID THERE MUST BE SOME MISTAKE IN THESE VALEN- 
> TINES. LISTEN: 
~ ‘ My scorn for you is very hearty, you ugly, mischief-making party.’” 
Elderly Spinster (with pretly one).—** MISTAKE? DEAR ME, NO, CHILD, MINE IS EVIDENTLY ALL RIGHT : 
7 ‘O dearest one, whose beauty is divine, accept this token as a valentine.’ 
| 4 I DON’T SEE HOW THERE CAN BE ANY MISTAKE IN THAT, BESIDES, THIS BRACELET IS JUST MY SIZE.” 
| " [N.R.—/t is very awkward sometimes to have the same Christian and surname as one of your rela‘ives. 
ii — — — — — 
6 ale ” a 
} The Value of “ Vals. DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 
‘ (By Our Growler.) y the Author of “MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 
Tue valentines, all ‘* hearts” and ‘‘ wings,” “ A very amusing story of old coaching times."—Reynolds’s. 
That lovers buy with such avidity, LIFE IN LODGINGS. 
Are foolish, ay, and (d)artful things By TOM HOOD. With One Hundred Illustrations by FREDERICK BARNARD. 
; To undermine the mind's solidity. A cay ttle book, full of clever illustrations from the versatile pencil of Frederick Bai 1, 
z And that rude undressed boy, fors oth, MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. An Tila trated Novelette. 
z Is but an (n)arrow-minded youth sca selina hs dni thes al. sacle taille: @h tec ta ahieeaie Waa,“ dtadadd Witainkd, 
‘|. Who always inculcates Cupid-ity. 
isi -_ , a J. F. SULLIVAN'S WORKS. JDoards, 2s. 62. ; post-/ree, 3s. each. 
ii An In-new-man Suggestion. | THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 
ia THE correspondent of a daily paper states that Mr. Gladstone has so | AND OTHER SKETCHES. 
q grea'ly benefised by his holiday at Cannes that he is ‘‘quite a new man.” i. cee ee ee 5 Gashasdiin hem mncican Clonee siete 
Is it possible that he is to be styled the Grard New Man in the future ? j 
4 | al ei i a sleet THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches, 
2 
. w= on an . INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 
| ‘ VALENTINES,— hose produced | rv Mr. Alfred Gray, from designs by j tterpress is as funny as are his drawings. We ha, with real pleasure his volume ‘— cg 
i an himself and Mr. W. G. Bax'er, display a fine perception of character aan 4 Wintehall Review. ee 
3 and caricature—a rich vein of humour and great simplicity of style. “UN” OFFICE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. = 
i The Original and only 
3 | Genuine produces delicious 
i Custards without Eggs, at 
F t, 4 31 me D S half the cost and trouble 
af Established 1837. 
Sold every- 
where 44 4 : 
ie IRCULAR 
¢ Boxes 
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NEARING THE END. 


Farmer (saraonically).—**’OW AM I GETTIN’ ON? FustT-RATE! IT’S A AGE O’PROGRESS, IS THIS ’ERE. GITS NEARER 1HE 
WoORKUOS EVERY YEAR!” 
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‘* But though the Fleecer’s certain chance the Prophet ves applaud, 
And though he does anticipate success for Pious Fraud, 

And though he eyes Destruction with anticipative glee, 

And though he’s gone and laid a mag on Lady Maggie— s:e? 

And though that Dry Remark is pretty sure to leave a sting, 

And though that Royal Sovereign has quite the proper ring, 

And Herty Beard is sure to gain some countenance, he sees— 

He means to make his 4ets upon RKhodora, if you please.” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
WATERLOO CUP AND SANDOWN PARK. 
To THE EpITorR OF ‘‘ FUN.” 


DEAR SIR,—I’m sending you to-day the very /ast I have to say (till 
Time next year my elbow jogs) about the Derby of the dogs; and 
though my tip be but a guess, I feel I shall secure success—at least I 
— to have a try (of course you ’ll understand that I am in these words 
alluding to the Cup they call ‘‘ the Waterloo”)—although I can’t asseve- Tt ; ! ' . 
rate san iecsthocenmaae nominate, Lord Ueddingten’s and Stockens® | __ 40d now I'll make _—— a the eS Park, 
choice and Mr. Hilliard’s have my voice, nor should I be surprised to and first and foremost oe ee ee OF Wales's Steeprocanse j 
see the winning two among the three ; but other claims I must rehearse, | in point of fact, in comes 90 pat that 5 wn eer tip for that, and that 
and that were better done in verse, that I may have them on the hip, so alone, if you'll permit, and this, I beg to say, is it: ~On Vou der Tann 
pray accept this I'd place the pot, or look for something from the Scot, and something 
ini) : opened up should be with Solver, boys, or else Latchkey ; and, pr’ythee, 
turn not up the nose at Chancellor or Golden Rose, and trot the School- 
| girl out you may, or yield to magic of the Fay; but Corky should be 
| backed by you, and then you will be corky too, and say the nicest 
| things you can. 


FINAL TIP. 


The Prophet slowly knits his brow and gathers all his wit 
(His brow’s the only thing he ever knew the way to kni), 
He draws his figure proudly up until he’s nearly strait— 
His way before indulging in a grand vaticinate ; TropHoni's (the Grand Oid Man), 
And then you ‘ll see that Grand Old Man proceed to dceply think, _er a 
And then you ’ll see him execute his customary wink, 

Archbishop Croke 


And then you ’ll see his glassy gaze at visions far away, 
And the Bloated Yoke, 


And then you’ll hear him clear his throat, and then you'll hear him 
say : — 
7 ARCHBISHOP CROKE is reported to say, in reply {0 a letter, that he 
is ‘more than ever thoroughly (!) convinced that until the Irish people 
get into their own hands the management of their own affairs, and shake 
off a bloated and useless yoke, they,” andso on. Th:re’s a nice Croke 
for you ! 





‘‘A many think Brynhilda fair is pretty sure to win, 

A many say that Stormy Night will sweep away the tin, 

A many hold Edwina Balfe will make us change our tune, 
A many swear Vendetta’s sure to startle the commune, Tf 
A many feel that Hunting Horn’s unlikely to be blown, 
A many hint that they ’d be rich were Beauty all their own, 
A many hope that Wightman is the right man and no less, 
A many wish to get upon the Rota for success. 





Tue Free Church Presbytery at Nairn have adopted an address to the 
General Assembly denouncing the ‘‘ unscriptural and sinful” introduc- 
tion of organs and other musical instruments into churches, This being 
so, it seems at least unsuitable, if not ‘‘ unscriptural and sinful,” for them 
to style their address an ‘‘ overture.” 


It should be Mr. S. by right —the rhythm makes me impoli 
nune, } meal nmunzs3 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
IP VAN WIN- 


lune ¢ EDY 


some points of view, than it merits. 
good from the first, that the mellowing pro- 
cess of time has added little to its excellence 
beyond the ease of assured success; in its 
consistency of conception, perfect grasp and 
delicate handling, it is a piece of acting which 
deserves to be remembered side by side with 
the best triumphs of the art: hypercriticism 
(and your ‘‘comic’’ noticer is nothing with- 
out hypercriticism) may suggest doubts as to 
the Dutch or German, or even Irish, origin 
of the dialect, and suspicion may light upon 
one word used—‘‘ hame’’—as being of Scotch 
extraction; but in the face of such a fine 
natural touch (among others) as the senile 
triumph with which the old man in the last 
act, hollow-voiced and trembling, sings the 
at last remembered tune, swamps all minor 
considerations, and forces honest and hearty 
admiration, 





Several changes have been made since the 
first representation of the piece, to the in- 
crease of its attractions on the whole. Miss 
Ada Wilson, who appears as heretofore as 
the Khine Fay, has a new dance in the first 
act, in which she exhibits all the easy grace 


A ProtTgecToR FROM THE Low Co 





UNTRIFS, 


THe Co 


IE DY.- 
DRAUGHT PREPARED |! 


KLE, as an in- 
genuous con- 
temporary puts 
it, has entered 
its second cen- 
tury, which, as 
even in these 
days of long 
runs, no one 
will believe the 
piece to have 
really run for a 
hundred years, 
we may take to 
be our friend’s 
way of saying 
that it has run 
for a hundred 
nights, That 
is so; and if it 
were to run for 
another two 
hundred, _ it 
would be no 
more, from 


Mr, Leslie's performance was so 





and nonchalant neatness which is the peculiar charm of her very original 





style; Miss 
Camille Dubois 
appears as Kat- 
rina vice Miss 
Sadie Martinot, 
which is vocally 
an improve- 
ment, though 
not strikingly 
so, and Miss 
Dubois isa little 
too anxious to 
make her points 
to be quite suc- 
cessful, though 
she is a very 
pleasant figure 
in the picture, 
costumed in a 
pretty combi- 
nation of black 
and_—_— yellow; 
Mr. Rowland 
Buckstone is 
now the Knic! 


~ 


(He Farry BARMAID TEMPTS RIP WITH THE 
’ THE DEMON ADULTERATOR. 


Little Ifans, and Miss Ros: Moncrieff, th ugh retaining her place as 
| Tom-tit the 
| Bugler, leaves 

the army in the 

last act to be- 
come Vedder's 
potboy—ah! 
and without 
growing a day 
older, either, in 
twenty years, 

Mr.  Brough’s 

American Citi- 

zen is better 

than his Dutch 

Settler, but both 

are very droll ; 

and he _ has 








added to the at- 
tractions of the 
former a funny 
bit of business 
with his cigar. 





A second eéx- 
perience of the 
music does not 


alter theopinion | 
that it is not what might have heen expected of the author of Les Cloch.s | 


de Corneville, but the touch of the master- | 
hand is obvious in Rip’s first song, the song 
with the children, which Mr. Leslie gives 
with such truthful sentiment (although nearly 
spoilt by the rather purposeless and incon- 
gruous kneeling of the children), and the 
now-famous Letter Song. The scenery is 
exceptionally beautiful. 


THe Comgpy.—A Goop Catcu witi A Bacca-ROLt. 
Fumer DO IT. 


Morning performances, or, to be technical, 
matinces, are assuming portentous and alarm- 
ing proportions. An overwhelming majority 
of afternoons (morning performances are al- 
ways held in the afternoon) during a recent 
forinight were devoted to this strange growth 
of modern times, and the climax was reached 
on the 13th, when we were treated to a couple 
simultaneously. To see the critics dodging 
about from one house to another was a beau- 
tiful and instructive sight ; by an adroit divi- 
sion of myself into two I was enabled to see 
both pieces throughout. 





Thanks to a very efficient cast and a very 
friendly audience, Mr. Hamilton may be 
credited with a decided success with Our 
Aegiment, a success which may even be confirmed bya general audience 
when some very 
necessary com- 
pression is 
made, some 
quite unneces- 
sary eguivogues, 
and some el- 
derly and not 
very refined or 
humorous allu- 
sions to a place 
of torment and 
the wardrobe of 
our first parents 
are elimiated. 
The plot is 
trivial, and 
abounds in cru- 
dities, but there 
is much clever- 
ness in the dia- 
logue, and some 
display of know- 
ledge in the 


constr 


14 








LANCER. 





1a a 


564 = 











$ 
Ae] 
fi % 

















FEBRUARY 21, 1883. 








of the success obtained was due to his efforts, the subtler ex- | 
cellence of Mr. Glenny’s acting as the curate, and Miss 
Fanny Brough’s earnest work in a not very admirable part— 
her touch of emotion in the last act had the true ring. Mrs. 
Leigh was very good in a conventional part, and Miss Maggie 
Hunt, whose art is maturing rapidly, and Miss Goldney, 
merit some praise. NESTOR, 








Crowned at Last. 
(THE CzAR’s ADDRESS BETWEEN THE LINES.) 


PEOPLE, your faithful sovereign calls 
Upon you from his iron-clad halls, 
Where he’s been able to give balls 
That ‘‘ went off” without killing ; 
Of late he’s found his regal lot 
Unchequered by a single shot ; 
The subjects don’t seem fit ‘‘to pot” 
Their sovereign, though they ’re willing ; 





And so your Little Father sends 
A greeting to tax-paying friends, 
And begs to state that he intends 
To crown your aspiration. 
I won’t remit your taxes, no ! 
Nor give you parliaments, they ‘re low ; 
But one great all-consoling show, 
My tardy coronation. 





They ’ll whimper no more for free land 
Who see their Czar sublimely stand, 
And crown him with his own right hand ; 
They ll pule for no poor progress, 
When dazed, dumbfoundered, overawed 
By orb and crown, by cross and gaud ; 
They ’]] vote equality a fraud, 
And Liberty an ogress, 


And that they may enjoy the more 

The crowning, block each Kremlin dow’, 

Prop up the ceiling, sound the floor, 
Have guns in each street pointed, 

So that my loving people may, 

When out I come that festive day 

And meet my fate, for comfort say 
** At least he died anointed.” 


Weather or No. 
A MosT welcome piece of news is conveyed in the short 
sentence, ‘‘ The Bishop of Peterborough has left the palace, 
and taken up his residence at Stoke Dry.” It is comforting 


to know that there is a Dry place in England during the pre- 
sent moist management. 





Farm Laa.—‘' HkV A DRINK O' WATTER, MUSTER MuGFORD? It's 
NICE AND FRESH; DO YRW GOOD AFTER LAST NIGHT.” 

Mr. Mugford.—‘' AH, WILLIAM, OF COURSE YOU ARE THE LAD WHO 
KINDLY ASSISTED ME HOME, DID I SEEM VERY FAINT?” 

Farm Lad.—‘' WELL, YEW DID SEEM STRANGE LOIKE. WHEN [ Fost 
SERD YER, YEW WAS A-SITTIN' IN A PUDDLE BY THE SIDE OF THR ROAD 
YONDER, A-MAKIN’ GRABS AT THE FOIVE-BAR GATE, AND A-SHOUTIN’ 
YOU ’D BE BLOWED IF YOU WOULDN'T KETCH THET THEER BED OF YOURN 
THE NEXT TIME IT CAME ROUND.” 
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RATHER A SHARP ATTACK, 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE WAR EXHIBITION. 


WHEN you originally engaged me to do piece work for you, Sir, I 
little thought you would ever send me to do a War Exhibition. But I 
did not refuse to undertake your commission last Wednesday, for all 
that; and I wish, by the way, you had sent along your uniform with 
your commission, for then I could have gone in half-price. I madea 
try as it was. ‘'Mr. Doorkeeper,” I said on arriving at Humphrey's 
Hall, Knightsbridge, and putting down my money, ‘‘you admit the 
public at an uniform rate, I think?” 

‘* Certainly, sir,” replied the official. ; 

‘* Well, then,” I rejoined, ‘‘as I see you announce that men in uni- 
form are to go in at half-price, perhaps you will give me some more 
change.”’ 

But the only further change I saw wes that which passed over his ex- 
pansive countenance. 

I went in, however, and was just in time to find H.R.H.the Duke of 
Cambridge declaring the War Exhitition open; so I was too late to ask 
why a Lheatre of War had nct been hired tor the occasion. In fact, as 
the Duke had a very large staff with him, I did not think it worth while 
to raise the point, nor, in fact, to ask him whether he could not even yet 
give appropriate local colour to a War Exhibition by moving it to the 
Albert Hall, thus associating it with the Gore just outside. 

H.R.H. did not allude to the fact that the Exhibition had taken place 
during a season when many churchmen might object to patronize it; but 
I am in a position to state that the promoters, finding that well-nigh 
every exhibit was furnished by way of a loan, thought it only meet (or 
should I say salt fish?) and right to make it a Lent Exhibition. 





One of the most prominent articles in the hall was Aral.’s Tent. 





| gestion is carried out, and a set of ambu-/ancers be danced to the Guards’ 





| without any extra charge. I say fortunately, because one of them burst 


| believed, the muzzle-loaders, which proved too much for the Muzzle- 


Tents are made to be sat-in, as a rule, but this is chiefly of silk. It is 
lavishly embroidered, but I could not find in it the tent-er-hooks on 
which Arabi is said to have been kept. By the way, it was in this tent 
that Arabi, hitherto a Pasha, turned to Bey! The tent did not turn, 
however, or it would have become a “‘ baize” one, would it not? 


The bombshells lent by the Prince of Wales are fortunately shown 


even with the original charge. But all charges have now been with- 
drawn, and the shells left the court, or rather Marlborough House, 
without any further stain upon their a-bomb-inable character. 


The army ambulances will be found most interesting, and if my sug- 


band, I am sure this will prove a popular feature of the show. 

I wanted to draw Toulba l’asha’s sword, thinking it would make an 
interesting ‘‘cut” for your paper, Sir. But the committee objected, and 
perhaps it was as well they did, for after all, Sir, you would scarcely 
like your E.-S, to degenerate into amere *‘ paper-cutter,’”’ now, would you? 

The various kinds of guns—the Norden/¢/t, which must be seen to be 


mans in Egypt, the Gatlings, &c.,—may be studied with much interest. 

One I saw loaded byelectricity. 1 suppose they will load them with 
a loadstone next. Even whilst I stood looking I distinctly remarked a 
partisan of breechloading guns ma an Armstrong with abuse. 

But my space is gone, Sir, though I must just allude to the excellent 
music discoursed by the military bands, who couldn’t play their parts 
better if they were really at the Theatre of War. And now, to adopt 
a military phraseology, let me say ‘‘ Halt! Right about face!” or rather, 
I must not write about anything ¢/is week, for I have no more room left. 
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TE L . PHONIC STATESM ANSHIP: A SUGGESTION. 


ED WILLIAM MIGHT GIVE THE HOUSE THE BIELNEFIT OF HIS ELOQUENCE WHILE 
ENJOYING THE BREEZES OF CANNES. 
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SCENE—MR. GLADSTONE 7x the Chateau Scott at Cannes, standing before a telephone 


TELEPHONIC STATESMANSHIP. 


(See Cartoon.) 


apparatus laid on to the London House of Commniois. 


Lorp HARTINGTON’S voice. Hi! Gladstone! All the questions are got through, 


MR. GLADSTONE, 


We’re waiting : are you ready to explain 
The full intentions of the Ministry? 
Ready? Ofcourse! The monster telephone 
Switch on. Here goes, then.—“ Mr. Speaker, sir, 
I rise with the permission of the House.” (Cheers)— 
Ha, ha! applause. I wonder what old Brand 
Would say if he but knew I wore my hat ?— 
“ To tell in merely half a dozen words 
The present purpose of the Government. 
For brevity, it shall be classified 
Under some twenty heads.” (Laughter.)—Hark, Kitty, hark! 
Already does the Opposition jeer. 
Bring me a flagon of ripe Burgundy; 
I'll let them have it.—‘‘ They who love to scoff 
At absent men, oft sing a diff’rent tune 
When meeting their opponents face to face.” (Loua cheers.)— 
I think I have the better of them, both 
In point of argument and atmosphere.— 
“But to resume.” (Hear, hear.)\—And, oh, the luxury 
Of making speeches thus at perfect ease 
In holiday attire !—“ Beyond a doubt 
The times are ticklish, and I therefore beg 
Your very best attention.” (C/Aeers.)—Kitty, dear, 
Just try to make the French cook understand 
That dinner can be served up two hours hence. 
(And so on ad 116.) 
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DITTIES OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. 34.—A SonG or OsservaTION, 
Arr—** The Day J Marry Luce.” 


THE Ponte Vecchio, we hear, 
Will probably come down— 
If not by water-wearing pier, 
By order of the town. 
Blackfriars Bridge they ’ll wider make 
(The railway bridge, I mean) ; 
But that’s a thing that’s sure to take 
Some time, as will be seen. 
Oh, won’t they have a bully time, those engineering people ? 
The bill may be a little one or long as any steeple, 
ut, if they prop the former up and fitly build the latter, 
We'll only say 
‘Hip! Hip! Hooray! 
It doesn’t greatly matter.” 
The Frenchmen still are on the bore, 
| And anxious to intrude 
(It is the channel from their shore 
To which we now allude) ; 
With persevering energee 
They ’re working from their side, 
Which, after all, may prove to be 
Supremely misapplied. 
Suppose the British Parliament decree that we must drop it ? 
The enterprising Frenchmen then will also have to stop it : 
We wouldn't say a word that might be taken in a chaff war, 
Sut we don't care 
Supposing they ’re 
Compelled to stop it Aa/f-way. 























The Malagasy Envoy folks 
Will shortly say ‘‘ good bye ;” 
In Zululand they ’re having jokes 
(Partition ’s all our eye) ; 
The floods are out in all the lands, 
And folks are sore distrest ; 
And now’s the time for helping hands 
To do their *‘ level best ;” 
But won’t there be a ‘‘ bully ” time if Ireland gets the chance to? 
They ’ll bully England off the seas (or else encourage France to) ; 
But as that time is not as yet approaching in the distance, 
We'll sit us down 
Without a frown, 
And offer no resistance. 


Some say they can’t (and loudly scofi), 
While others say they can 
Obtain the "Lothian speeches of 
Old England’s Grand Old Man. 
Another crisis France's land 
Is very busy at; 
They will not have Miss Booth and band 
The Swiss have told her flat. 
It must have been a ‘* bully” time, and anything but barmy, 
That made Damala leave the stage and go and join the army ; 








And now they re going a-fishing for Sir Francis Drake his coffin, | 


And so [ think 
I'll take a drink, 
And watch ’em from the o‘fin’. 


<= 
; ‘4 Md} i, 
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Ir was the midnight which followed Wednesday, February 7th. A 
laden vessel arrived in the docks. Cautiously, and glancing hurriedly 
on every side as if in deadly apprehension, the reporter crept to the 
vessel’s side and scribbled hastily in his notebook :—‘‘ The steamship 
Sorrenio, from New Zealand, with a car .’ Then the reporter fled 
hastily towards the swift steed that waited for him round the corner, for 
he was pursued by a mufiled figure with a blue apron, wielding a long 
knife. ‘The unhappy reporter has not been heard of since. 


« ~ = . » 


But somehow the tidings of truth sped on; for, seated in his most 
secluded chamber, and protected by his most heavily-barred door, the 
editor nervously penned the glad report for ay Yes, the editor 
himself; for none other on the paper dared to face the dangerous task, 
The writing ran thus :—‘‘ The steamship Svrren/o, from New Zealand, 
with a cargo of fro——.” ‘Then he looked up nervously, for a swift 
chopper was hewing its way through the wall, and in another instant he 
was confronted bya figure with adark blue serge apron, light blue cotton 
sleeves, and agleaming knife. . . . All subsequent inquiries for the 
unfortunate editor have proved vain. 

* ” * * * 


Yet the truth crept on. Under the cover of darkness, in the highest 
and most inaccessible composing-room, a daring compositor was appre- 
hensively setting up type. He had already set up the words :—‘* The 
steamship Sorrento, from New Zealand, with a —— of frozen P 
when the figure with the dark blue serge apron, light blue cotton sleeves, 
sharpening steel, and gleaming knife, stood behind him. . . . The 











report as to the missing compositor having gone on a visit to his aunt at 
the Miilstriim is feared to be without foundation, 
a 7 La aa 7 


Still the good news sped on its way. The newsboy cautiously 
hurried along, ever and anon glancing to right and left inanxiety. His 
face was pale, yet he nobly sought to fulfil hisduty. Warily he unveiled 
to the gentle reader a paragraph inthe newspaper. It ranthus :—** The 
steamship Sorrento, from New Zealand, with a cargo of frozen mu——.” 
But the figure with the dark blue apron, light blue sleeves, sharpening 
steel hung from a leather thong, hatchet, and gleaming knife, stood be- 
hind him. No hope of recovering the newsboy is entertained, 


* a # * + 


Yet the message sped on until it reached the right hands, And here 
it 1s :— 

‘* The steamship Sorrento, from New Zealand, with a cargo of frozen 
mutton amounting to 5,838 carcases, arrived in London on Wednesday, 
7th February. ‘The average rate at which the meat was purchased by 
the butchers was 7d. per pound.” 

And now—aha !—let the figure in the blue apron come and do his 
worst! We have told it, and we are prepared to die in the execution of 
our duty. And this is what the newspaper (which seems equally devoted 
with ourself) says about it:—‘‘ The general consumer is not likely, 
therefore, to benefit in the slightest degree by this welcome shipment ; 
but he will gain indirectly, since every successful arrival of frozen meat 
from the antipodes brings nearer the day when he will be able to pur- 
chase it direct, and free from the intervention of the ubiquitous middle- 
man.” Ah, yes! let us hope so. 





Meanwhile you—you needn’t, don’t you know—tell the ubiquitous 
middleman—unless he asks you--that we helped to circulate the news. 
He’s a powerful person, and there ’s no knowing what awful punishment 

s the ‘‘ Custom of the Trade”’ may legalize. 
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AN IMPROVED WAY OF BHGGING. 


Wuo’s this has set himself to shout 

To all the people round about, 

With such malicious, acrid glee, 

The most insulting things of me? 

He seems to think it’s not enough 

To dub me “ Cannibal” and ‘‘ Rough,’ 
But swears, without the slightest stint 
Of language, that I’m lame and squint! 


And now he rudely points me out 

To all the boys, and bids ’em shout, 

And, glaring, teaches them to say 

The most insulting sobriguets. 

And now he venomously hints 

That ‘‘ windows can be smashed with flints 
Which hurt when lighting on the eye’ — 
And now the little boys let fly. 


Anon that man collects a crowd 
And, much grimacing, yells aloud 

A string of deeds of such a kind 

As perfectly revolts the mind; 

A string of crimes that would befit 
Your downright demon to commit ; 
And now that man proceeds to name 
Myself as author of the same, 


I now observe that person fall 

To breaking down my garden wal] ; 
And now he is, with bitter hate, 
Engaged in tearing down the gate; 

And now, with malice-nurtured grin, 
He’s caught a glimpse of me within ; 
And now he writhes with rage and fate, 
And seems about to suffocate, 


He gasps and chatters, flushes, pales, 
And tears himself with all his nails; 
He yells with his collected strength 
A string of curses miles in length; 
He brings himself to such a pass, 
He falls exhausted on the grass, 

And feebly, his complexion grey 
With wasting frenzy, crawls away. 


Ah! now he’s back. With much celight 
He hugs a can of dynamite, 

And gaily places this before 

And close against my outer door. 

Anon, retiring to the road, 

He makes that dynamite explode ; 

And then, with gay exultant grio, 
Politely asks if I’m within. 


‘** This little call,” says he, ‘‘1’ve made 
To beg your charitable aid ; 
You ever ’’—(here he breathed a curse)— 
** Relieve the wretched with your purse, 
And you are ever—curse you! yes— 
The first to mitigate distress.’’ 

te e . * 











SOCIAL SKETOHES. 
No. VI.—MAGGIE TREVOR. 





\ 
\ 


In Liebig’s ‘‘ Chemistry of Food ”’ we note that he says, ‘‘ Among al] | 
the arts known to man there is none which enjoys a juster appreciation, 
and the products of which are more universally admired, than that 
which is concerned in the preparation of our food.” 

Cooking is a fine art. Even Lord Wolseley, of Cairo, recently said 
something in a speech insinuating that if he had been borm a tinker he 
would have tried to make better pots and pans than any other tinker. 
The great little General, for once in his life, fell into a slight error. 
The usual idea is that tinkers are not in the habit of making pots and 
pans; but the sentiment was laudable, and the General was no doubt 
thinking of cooking at the time—not cooking reports, nor puffs, of 
course. What have pots and pans to do with these? We may here re- 
mark that puffs should never be overdone, ani reports are better eaten 
raw. No! thegallant lord was probably thinking of how well he cooked 
the Egyptian’s goose. If you do a thing at all try to do it well, particu- 
larly anvthing connected with the culinary department. 

Maggie Trevor was the only daughter of the vicar of Splashton-super- 
Mare, a pretty little picturesque town. Maggie spent her time in making 
improvements in the flower-beds of the rectory, and dispensing such 
charity as the rector could afford to the impecunious sick and poverty- 
stricken inhabitants of Splashton, for the rector had but a poor living. 

The summer sun was beaming pleasantly at nature, while Maggie in 
a pensive mood gazed tenderly at a favourite geranium, when the rubicund 
face of Brigadier-General Peyton Smith almost eclipsed the sun by 
appearing suddenly over the rectory hedge, while a sound percolated 
through the mouth of the same face indicative of good morning, ‘‘ Good 
morning,’ returned Maggie; ‘‘won’t you come in? you are dearly 
welcome ” (which was forward, considering that Peyton Smith was only 
a new arrival in the neighbourhood; but, being about sixty, perhaps she 
looked upon him as a father). ‘‘ I accept the welcome,”’ said the General, 
and he continued, ‘* You are aware that I refused to subscribe to the fund 
for sending toasting-forks to the natives of Antigua, tinned tripe to the 
inhabitants of the Caribbees, also that I did not look with favour at the 
scheme for presenting the aborigines of Central Africa with copies of 
Carlyle’s works?” ‘‘I know! I know!” sobbed Maggie, and charming 
she looked in her sun bonnet and loose ‘‘ Lazenby Liberty” handkerchief 
tied over her shoulders peasant-like; ‘‘I know,” she sobbed. ‘*I wish 
to make amends,” said the Brigadier. ‘*I will subscribe to the local 
school of cookery if you will join.” She did! he did! 

Whatever Maggie took in hand she did thoroughly: her ‘‘ mulliga- 
tawny’ was incomparable; the Brigadier said so (he used to go and 
taste all the dishes the ladies made). Her ‘‘devilled bones’’ were 
engrossing; the Brigadier said so. Her ‘‘curried lobster” was a donne 
bouche almost too grand; the Brigadier said so. But her tarts! jam 
tarts finished the Brigadier. He could not live without her and her 
tarts, he announced after a hearty feed one afternoon. 

‘‘Marry him, my daughter,” said the benevolent rector. ‘* Poor 
fellow, he will not live long, I fear. Take care of him: give him plenty 
of tarts and curried lobster, and perhaps he likes buttered crab; sugges! 
them after you are tnarried. Should he die suddenly, you will have the 
pase ap of knowing that you made his last days bright and happy on 
this earth, [hen M 


ggie, like a dutiful daughter, did as she was bid, 
- e } “ » . 
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edience and industry. She is now | 
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A Blighted Being. 


METHINKS my life has ever been 
Beneath some bitter ban, 
For seldom has our planet seen 
As evil-starred a man, 
The Fates, they say, are never slow 
FG At paying off a score ; 
. And yet, although all this I know, 
y I know I know no more. 
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5 | It seems to me a little hard 
a That one as meek as I 
a | Should suffer like the present bard 
ye | Without his guessing why. 
This wicked world—a vale of woe— 
Has ills enough in store ; 
And yet, although all this I know, 
I know I know no more, 
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In early days my very name 

| Disgraced my early school, 
| And when I wooed an early flame, 

I proved an early fool. 
My love I breathed in whisper low, 

And constancy I swore; 
And yet, although all this I know, 

I know I know no more. 
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While yet a boy I owned a set 
Of young and friendly friends 

(I grieve to state that many met 
With quite untimely ends). 

Not three in twenty-five or so, 
I cling to as of yore ; 

And yet, although all this I know, 
I know I know no more. 
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| Since every hope, no more to bloom, 
Was nipped within the bud 
Of youthful fancies, in my gloom me | 
I chew the bitter cud. | |F Z ; dae 
So dark my path begins to grow, Zz OO LEE IIIA 
I wish my journey o’er; 
And yet, although all this I know, | 
I know I know no more. Waiter.—** BRG PARDON, GENTs, BUT—BUT——’ 
Funior Gent (sharply).—‘‘ WHAT'S THE MATTER, WAITER? CAN'T 
| YOU SEE WE’RE BOSY TALKING? SHUT UP, DO!” 
A DAILY PAPER asserts that electricity will become ournew | Waiter, —Y ESS1R ; CRRTAINLY, SIR, THAT'S JUST WHAT I’M WAITING 
“ domestic servant.” It certainly resembles a ‘‘slavey” in TO DO, SIR, IF YOU'LL ONLY PLEASE TO GO. IT’S STRIKING 'ALF-PAST 


one respect—it has plenty of ‘‘ followers,” NOW, SiR.” : 














AGREEING—WITH A DIFFERENCE. 
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WHOLESALE MANUFACTURING JEWEL 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. | We read that, during a performance by Mrs. Langtry at the Olympic 


, . Theatre, St. Louis, the editor of a local paper contrived to circulate 

‘Non, mon ami,” I have say to ze Grand Old Man. France and among the audience cards whereon was the following :—‘‘ The Local 
Angleterre must make exchange. I return to St. Estephen "’ “< MM. | Dustpan Langtry Catechism. 1. Is she beautiful? 2. Her style of 
ict & Cannes. fe 6.0.0. beauty? 3. Describe her appearance. 4. What do you think of her 
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say he er gor oy he | acting? 5. Your opinion of Freddie.”’ Spaces were left for the mem- \ 
se oe Veumiaaaane "Hate, | bers of the audience to fill up; and the results were published next day i 
‘2? | in the paper. Hf 

. ge ee a itaiicen, | How and when we received, if we did receive, the following ‘‘cate- Hi 
pa a nf : aa 0 erie | chism "—if it actually exist—with a request—which we may have He 
nhean for ze log and ze Hives OF | dreamed—to fill it up, we are utterly unable to say. Anyhow, we have ie 


oaks Seanth inte | filled it up, and here it is :— | 
voice and not nozzink more,” | The Certain- Type-of-Minor- Yankee-Editor Catechism. 

plenty of espeech, but no 1. Is he enterprising? Answer.—Obtrusively. 

Qveen. Vehavetoomuchof | 92 His style of enterprise? A.—A system of ignorance of good 
ze von. too leetle of ze ozzare. | taste and decency, mingled with brutal carelessness as to the feelings of 
Ve adjourn at 2.30, ve meet | others, 

again at 4. Zare is great | 3. Describehis appearance, 4.—Seldom appears, Too many boots 
salutation. L’affaire Brad- | and horsewhips about. 

laugh again, gue/ bonheur. Ze 4. What do you think of his acts? 4.—Low. 

two Membares for Norze- 5. Your opinion of a Yankee audience? A,—Koughs. 

hampton are here, —ze Labby Membare, and ze vat I call lobby Mem- 


' d 
bare, Ln response to ze formare, Milor Hartington say ze General- | xt 4 
| We think a word of warning is necessary to ‘‘ those about to” market, 
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CELEBRATED “ERA” TANKARD. | 
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Attorney vill soon bring in a Bill relating to affirmation. Up jump Sir | sary %0 

Cross—ven it came in he vill try chuck it out. Ze loudest Opposition | We read, under ‘‘ Produce Markets :— Sugar.—This market was 

cheer for ze last tree years, Like ze man who insure, at last zey have got | without change to-day.” Ah! we daresay—very old trick this, eh? 
Joking apart, though, it’s a scandalous thing—scandalous |! 

















| a policy. Mr. Parnell, like ze Jack of ze yarn, sing ‘‘ Healy, Healy, 
, . . 
t Healy, ho!” I leave ze House like ze poulet, sitting. a ee ee ree 
= | One of the claimants to the throne of France is only a Cham-bord, 
A MILLI-ToRY Bani The ‘* Fourth” Party. certain others are real bores. 
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THE SPORTIVE SAVANT. 
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Ove friend tere had a notion that he d study orait! ZY; Then in terror letting tall his gun, just alter he had loaded it, 
So after useful! pecimens he wandered with his gu He like a shot Sped rapidly, in aZony ind shame ; 
Popping here and there about the fields, without the least apology “hen the monster touched the trigger of the weapon and exploded 
When soon a feathered biped caused the human one t he gun went off, and so did Ae, much quicker than he came, 
For the monster with his coat-tails was inclined to} And the terror caused the feathered fiend bad languige to exclain 
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Anon, fondly yearning to learn entomology, | On went the figure (t was that of a kangaro»), Lo—true perseverance was ever victorlous— 
Many a moth did he seek for his case ; Jumping and leaping with marvellous skill. Soon did our savant succeed in the chase. 
When a figure, that seemed more allied to zoology, | ‘‘Ah!” said our savant, “he yet shall his anger rue, **Aha!” he said, panting, ‘‘this specimen glorious 
Carght his attention, and made him give chase I'll with my net soon ennesh him, T will! Shall go, with a pin through him, into my case!” 








Two men have been fined for throwing mud into the Thames! What 
a train of reflections such a piece of news suggests. First we find ourselves 
lost in a reverie about the absurd waste of human energy involved in 
adding one more mite to an already boundless, superabundant, over- 
flowing wealth of supply; then we turn off down another muse about the 
fussy supererogation of the authorities in taking notice of an offence 
which, if committed fifty times every day in the year by every inhabitant 
of the metropolis for fifty million years, and having for its object a 
perceptible increase in the dirtiness of the river, would fail ignominiously 
in its purpose. Why, ‘‘ carrying coals to Newcastle” is a sensible act 
by the side of throwing mud in the Thames. 


AN armed band in Bombay has been riotous of late—the insurrection 
is called the ‘‘ Bheel rising.” We trust it will not Bheelong ere the 
outbreak is subdued. 





DOTS BY THH WAY. 


FEBRUARY 15, PARLIAMENT OPENS. 
THE Parliament gathered in right good time, 

The Members came trooping in one by one, 
The clock it struck two by St. Stephen’s chime, 

When greetings and shaking of hands were done. 
Then Bradlaugh he went to Trafalgar Square, 

The delegates crowds in their ‘‘ thousands” to meet ; 
He mounted his tub, and addressing them there, 

Said he didn’c intend to take his seat 
Till Government showed how the thing could be done, 
For fighting and noise was the poorest of fun, 





How’s THAT FOR HIGH ?—Mr. Gladstone’s tall collar and hat. 
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ELEGANT! CLEAN! DURABLE! 
INK AND RUST DEFYING. 





In 1s. Boxes, of all Stationers. 


ex 


es geaie” GOLDEN (iT 
COATED PENS. Equse 








| CAUTION. —If 


pt pros thea Gocoa 
cup, it proves the ad- 








PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING !!! 


Cadbury's 











| 
| 
| 


| 


j 
| 








6 





























TT 

Spay 

“ tp 

. Hie , 

tate Mee aT} 

wo here wee by 

) i / Lint iif ' 
a if coded 
| prdy 
WLU damnay’ 


unin 
i 
ay 
Ni 


ibn 
Pit 








SUNDAY,” 


Herbert,—** OH, YES, SHE IS, 
MUCH.” 


IS DECIDEDLY ‘ HIGH.’” 


RECTOR AND COR-RECTOR. 
Rector. —** WELL, GOOD MORNING, Mrs. MARKHAM; I HOPE WE SIIALL HaVe THE 


Llerbert (shielding himself behint Mammna),—‘*1¥ YOU PLEASE, Mr. MINISTER, MA’s A DISSRENTRR.” 
Rector. —** INDEED? YOU SURPRISE MR, YOUNG GENTLEMAN; I WAS NOT AWARE OF II.” 


KONALD AND I WANTED HER TO ASK PA TO BUY Us A PONY EACH, AND MA DISSENTED VERY 


Rector,—** WELL, EVIDENTLY YOU DON’T FOLLOW IN YOUR MA’s Foorsrers, Master Heruerrs; FOR A YOUNG LAD, YOUR TONE 
| Herbert inwardly vows he'll hav: revenge mext Sunday by going to sleep during the sermon, 
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rLREASORE OF SERING YOU AT CHURCH ON 








FACT-FANCIES. 


Four or five Railway Bills are in the House, in which, by special clauses, it is sought 
to dispense with some of the most important provisions of the Lands Clauses Act, by 
which owners of property are alone protected from the schemes of railway projectors, 
MR. JOBSON wasaretired grocer. Ile had been an honest tradesman. 
He thrived, made money, bought an acre of ground, and built a villa on it. 
‘*T’ve now got a refuge for my old age,” he said. ‘*I can do my 
snooze after dinner when I likes, and can blow my ’bacca in my shirt- 
sleeves in the garding like a free-born Briton, and nobody can look at me.”’ 
So Mr. Jobson lived a happy rural life. But his happiness was not 
to last for ever. A lively director, who had a good many friends who 
were contractors, proposed that the Slocum-Podger and West-FKast 
Railway should have an extension line running to Chawbaconley. 

‘* We must do this extension cheap,” he said to his brother directors ; 
**so let’s bring in a few special clauses in the Hill that we shall only 
have to compensate for what land or premises we directly take, and not 
for the whole value of any property. The Bill will slip through the 
House as easily as possible, and then we can take sights at the people 
who will want us to pay for their houses because we take their back 
gardens, and run railway arches within three feet of their windows.” 
Mr. Jobson, when he heard that the new line was coming, only said, 
‘* Well, there’s the Lands Clauses Hacts, and if they take anythink, 
they ll have to buy the whole show.”’ 

Then the surveyors came and stuck pegs and things within four feet 
of his back windows. Then he had a letter from the solicitor to the 
Slocum-Podger and East-West Railway Company. Ile was offered 
/ 500 for the land taken. 

‘* But what about the ’ouse?” said Mr. Jobson; ‘*it won't be worth 


he 
Ail 





ything if you bring the arches close up agin it. You’ll have to 
uy that, or I'll bring a action,” 





The solicitor only smiled, and showed him the Slocum-Podger Kai’. 
way Extension Act. 

‘*We can take just as much of your property as we like,’’ he said ; 
‘we've got a special clause, and we shall only pay for what we 
take,” 

So Mr. Jobson’s property was ruined. Strange to say, the Hicklebury 
and Slocum-Podger Extension Act was soon after passed on the same 
terms, and a line run in front of Mr. Jobson’s house. They too only 
paid for the land they used. ‘Then two more lines were run which came 
on each side of Mr. Jobson’s house, so that he was a close prisoner be- 
tween four embankments. Before the last line was constructed a ‘‘Co.'s"’ 
surveyor said to him, 

**Look ye here, my friend, we're going to hem you in altogether. 
What ’s more, you won't be allowed to go anywhere out of your own 
house, because then you'll have to cross the railway embankments, and 
that will be a trespass which we won't think of allowing. Lay in a stock 
of tinned nthe and meats that will last you the rest of your life. 
The money you 've received for compensation you had better yive to me, 
for you 'll never be allowed to spend it, as you'll be a close prisoner. If 
invested carefully, there would be enough to give an annual lunch to our 
directors.” 

And now the trains run all round old Jobson’s house, and the pas- 
sengers going by sometimes see a white-bearded old man standing at the 
window devouring potted prawns. And when the trains slacken speed, 
he sometimes throws open the window and shouts out that he’s the Pope 
of Rome, and that he’s going to marry Mr. Bradlaugh’s aunt; for he's 
gone raving mad, 

This is not meant to bea joke; and any of you, kind friends, who have 
got suburban properties had better keep an eye on the Railway Bills this 
S¢ n, or you'll know ‘‘ what for.” 
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| laughable; this play, unfortunately, affords no such refuge, 
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wearisome. 








FUN. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
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the 


is fairly good, and the 


the test of years. 
From the circum 
tance that the hero 
played by theauthor) 
roes blind from grief 
whereat the mind 
peculates on possi- 
jilities), the piece 
should have been 
called, with pleasant 
reference to the tales 
of our youth, Ze 
tory of Laurent who 
isurped his Brother's 
place, and of Sale 
on’s wunerateful 
Daughter Helen; con- 
faiming the Adven- 
‘ures of the Fourth 
Callend:r who was 








PACE running short last week prevented my 
recording my valuable opinion of JZy Dar- 
ling, a piece produced at one of the multi- 
tudinous morning performances the Gaiety 
has been indulging in lately. Under its ori- 
ginal title, Z*gh¢ (it has been re-christened 
for copyright reasons, and (possibly) because 
its extreme heaviness rendered that title a 
misnomer) it has been played for some time at 
the Sheffield Theatre, of which Mr. Romaine 
Callender, the author, is the less-e. It seems 
almost a pity it didn’t Komaine there alto- 
gether. A domestic drama of the humblest 
and crudest school, characterized by thread- 
bare conventionality of phrase, incident, and 
character, affords little internal reason for its 
presentation toa London audience: theremay 
be (probably are) other reasons, which, how- 
ever, it is not my business to guess. It would 
be unfair not to mention that the construction 

situations dramatic; most of them have stood 





THe Gaigty.—M MikA AND HER ADMYRAS. 


lind, This would look well on a poster in cre f ot letters. 





The ex- 
periment met with all 
the success it de- 
erved, which was not 
much. A fine piece 
if acting in one part 
of such a play is not 
excuse enough for its 
resuscitation from the 


‘limbo of the minor 


Operatic stage, which 
is its proper sphere, 


Miss Ward's ren 
dering of Meg Merri- 
lies was certainly very 

¢ } she f } 


/ 
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Mr. Callender played his part with a great 
deal of earnestness, but with painful staginess 
and unreality ; the art of Miss Myra Holme 
and Mr, Ilarry Monkhouse was apparent 
through even such poor materials; and Miss 
Rosie May, as a new-comer with some appa- 
rent pride (and quite justifiable pride, mind 
you) in a pretty figure, is worthy of welcome as 
inoffensive and promising. 








It was a bold experiment of Miss Genevieve 
Ward to present before a London audience 
that extraordinary monument of incapacity, 
Daniel Terry’s acting version of Guy Manzer- 
tm.", shorn of its usual musical accompaniments. 
The stilted bathos of that immortal specimen 
of insincerity has perhaps been equalled by an 
opera-book here and there, but has never been 
excelled in any way, I should say: there is 
such a thing as feeble childishness which is 
it is only 
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sympathetic ; and, except that she was never an o/d woman, and seldom 
a Scotch one, played throughout with a subdued power that justly com- 
pelled admiration. 


Her acting from the moment Meg received her 
death-shot was cha- 
racterized with an in- 
tense force and ima- 
gination fully worthy 
of the compliment 
contained in the dead 
silence which fell 
upon the house; but 
Meg is too incidental 
a character, and ap- 
pears too late in the 
play, to galvanize into 
vitality the rubbish 
with which she is sur- 
rounded. Her per- 
sonal success, how- 
ever, suggests the idea 
that a new play on 
the same subject by 
a capable hand might be a project worthy consideration. 
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THE OLyMpic.—BERTRAM AND ROBE-ARTS, OR THE 
CoLONEL’S INTOXICATION. 


Miss Ward’s company is not of conspicuous strength ; but Mr. W. H. 
Vernon, excellent actor as he is known to be, revealed unexpected re- 
sources of drollery and character as Dandie Dinmont; Mr. Edmund 
Lyons was unexaggeratedly good as Glossin ; and Mr. Hatton was quite 
at home as the truculent Dirck Hatteraik ; Mr. Beck made no very dis- 
tinct impression as Guy Mannering, but what impression caz a man 
make who, after hearing a flute beneath his sister’s window, finding that 
window open, and ‘‘a strange 
boat” beneath it, retires to bed 
after a few questions, with the 
cheerful remark that he will leave 
the further prosecution of the 
search *‘till opportunity shall lead 
to discovery”! Miss Lucy Buck- 
stone was a very efficient Lucy Ber- 
tram, and Miss Achurch a smiling 
Julia, Mr. A, T. Hilton remorse- 
lessly misconceived the character 
of Dominie Sampson. 

I must see Miss Lingard in some 
more wholesome play than Alex- 
ander Dumas’ Camille (which, 
like other things of doubtful cha- 
racter, seems fond of aliases) be- 
fore I quite decide whether I think 
we are to boast of the revelation 
of another actress of high mark 
worthy by-and-bye to rank side by 
side with a Modjeska, a Mrs. Vezin, or an Ellen Terry; but I havea 
strong feeling that we are. That she is a practised actress and a win- 
ning and graceful lady there can be no doubt. Up to the third act of 
the piece one could not be sure that she was more, but the command of 
truthful emotional expression which she displayed in the interview with 
the elder Duval, and (more especially) in her parting with Armand, give 
hope that the over-care and artificiality of her earlier and later scenes 
were due to the arti- 
ficiality and sickly 
sentimentality of the 
part ; her accomplish- 
ments are, in any 
case, sufficient to 
wake us feel proud 
that she is an English 
actress (although she 
has passed most of her 
stage-life in America 
and Australia), and, 
in spite of my matured 
dislike of the play, I 
Lingard to the end, 

t is not necessary to 
comment at length 
upon the rest of the 
cast; but Mr. Barnes 
was a very effective 
Armand, Mrs. Leigh very droll as Madame Prudence, and Miss Con 
tance Gilchrist (‘‘ grown up” now, and no longer ‘* Connie”) gave 





THe Otympic.—ACHURCH AND A 
‘SSTEEPLE.” 





Tie O_ymperc.—More BERTRAM AND ROBBERS—A 
DANDIE TAKING A LITTLE REFRESHMENT. 
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Libellous, 


I THINK no clever club on earth 
Excels the one that I belong to, 
Much less in malice than in mirth 

My club I send this little song to. 
Not mine to criticize or judge 

The ways and habits of the members, 
’'T is known I never bear a grudge, 

Or stir a quarrel in its embers. 


But I confess one fellow there, 

No matter what his name or nation, 
Appears to me to taint the air 

Of our select association : 
He gives himself so many airs 

That few, if any, venture near him ; 














He rants, he swaggers, and he swears, 
Until it seems a sin to hear him. 


Conceit and ignorance intense 
Could hardly paint his nature fully: 
With folks who never mean offence 
He plays the braggart and the bully. 
If one associate in the lot 





This pretty creature’s clack opposes, 
IIe fiercely threatens on the spct 
Black eyes and sanguinary noses. 


Alas! will nobody suggest 

A fit and proper way of dealing 
With one so loathed, and such a pest, 

And so bereft of proper feeling ? 
Our gratitude would be as great 

As our acknowledgments were hearty. 
One little fact remains to state — 

I chance myse/f to be the p:rty! 








A Mis-‘‘stake.” 


THE gentleman who had a “‘stake in the country’ has 
cided that he much prefers, as a matter of taste, to have 
chop in town” from the grill at his own club. 
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A PARADOX.—A perfect vacuum cannot exist, as if it did 
it would be no(w)air. 
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XT ine th f ek h hat j First Sweep.—*'NO; AND WE AINT LIKELY TO GET IN UNDER ‘AKI 

\ ae a} » ur roy Bile ) es ce , a bh . ’ ’ 

Pia EO mor We OWREr age gto "maar iy me — at 1s AN HOUR, I KNOW THIS ’OUSE WELL. THe Cook's A RRG'LER Hoy- | 
AWUUL to run again,— iy Kingdom for a 10rse . STER, SHE =? oa ona Swees |, mm § & A TIOVSITER, Bu hg 


First Sweep.—* YES; PARTICKLAR FOND OF HER ‘BED,’ AND NOT 
OVER-PLEASED AT B8IN’ TOOK OUT OF IT. 


SwR-E-E-p !"” | 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


FRIDAYS, 16.—Ah! yes, ve are back, ce n'est fas reve! Ve are at ze 
same old games. Balforr and Sir Lawson are espeaking by ze mile. 
Zey explain zey vart to amend ze Address. I ask if zey amend a dress 

always by taking 


. it to ze pieces. 
= Henri Kichard say 
: en 2 to me it is not ze 


pices, but ze vars 

he object to. Ze 
Government are hit 

all round. Ze 

, Tories sink zey 
fight too late, ze 
Kadicals zat zay 
sould not have fight 
atall, Mr. O’Don- 
nell is as nice, 
gentil, and gentle- 
mans-like as—as 
usua’s, Aftare so 
many hole have 
been pick, ze Ad- 
dress it is not 
amend at all. I put 
© on my hat: I have 
not been so much 
asleep since ze last 

I vill make track, je dormirai bien. In ze lobby I meet 
Have I hear how he have vipe down Salisbury? I 
He say he have tickel—no, 
i] and on Egypt. 





Session. 
4 ° ‘ *?7 
Milor Granville. 
have not ; to-morrow I vill, vit plaisir. 
tackel—him on Ireland. I say, ‘' Bon seir, milor ; 








Sacré! Wefore he have say more I am in my hansom cab. oray! | 


Je dors! 
Monday, 19.—I go and listen to the Lords; vraiment, «ey do zeir 
business vit more folt’csse and less rows zan ve. Milor Mount-Temple | 
vant to know vare ze statue of ze Duke of Vellington sall go. Ze sub- 
ject, like ze statue, vas drop. | 

In ze Commons zey are still on ze Address. Happy Grand Old Man! | 
Ze General-Attorncy have leave to bring in his tarnation—ah! no— 
Affirmation Bill. Sir Norsecote tuck up ze esleeve. 

Tuesday, 20.—Ze Lords drop in at half-past four, zey chat about 
Tunis, and zey drop out at half-past tive. I sink J must ask for a 
peerage, and, as your poet say, go home to tea alvays. It is all ve can 
do in the ‘‘ ozzare place’ to return to breakfast. 

In ze Commons ze Address debate goes on, some of ze Members go 
on at each ozzares. Mr. tsorst make ver checky espeech, but Sir Har- 
court siton him. Greek meets Greek—Mr. Milner Gibson meets Sir 
Harcourt. Milor Kandy is up. Ze Grand Old Man is not zare to slap | 
him, so ze cheeky boy carry on. Ze House is count out at 12.30. 1 
vish it had counted time for a drink. | 

Vennisday, 22.—Sir Maxvell continue ze debate. He try draw out 
Mr. Parnell, but ze cork—zat is, ze Cork Membare—vill not come out | 
of his bottel. MWéanmoins, Mr. O'Brien, ze new Membare for Mallow, he | 
is ‘up’ like ze cork of beer of gingare. Some von tell me his style is | 
Mallow dramatigue. Puntot, ve have more beer of gingare——-Mr. 
O'Donnell, but he no go fizz bang—he go flat. ‘* Assez ya, si trop n'ya.” 
Aftare so much of leetle small beer, ve have some portaire— zat is, ze | 
General-Attorney for Ireland; exfin ve adjourn. 

Sursday, 23.—In ze Lords it is ask by Lord Brabourne vezzare ze 
Soers are using dynamite comtre les nalifs. 1 semble que out. Ze 
Transvaal is civilizing itself. 

In ze Commons Mr. Forster spik ver plain, Mr. Parnell ver ugly, Mr. 
O'Kelly also ; ze latter is chuck. Mr. Forster then said zat ze Land 


League vas illeaguels. 
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A VALUABLE RIGHT. 


A deputation from the Pawnbrokers’ Association lately waited upon the Home 
Secretary, to urge the adoption of certain modifications of the Stolen Property Bill. 
The trade take special exception to the section in the Bill empowering a police con- 
stable, in:tead of the owner, to obtain a warrant to search premises for a stolen article. 


By Jove! they’ve been and brought to light 
A very valuable right; 

I'll—hang it all! I'll tell you what— 

I'll get a warrant on the spot! 


Oh, bother! I shall have to say 

I’ve lost some trifle by the way; 
Now, let me see, suppose I said— 

Of course—I ’ll say I’ve lost my head. 


Ill tell you why I claim my right 
With such amazing appetite : 

I’ve queer suspicions, which I’d die 
To comfortably verify. 


I half suspect—(and I’m acute)— 
That Tomkins ‘‘ pops” his ev’niny suit, 
That suit he seems so proud to don 

It looks so creasy when it’s on! 


Jetween ourselves, I’d almost swear 
That Mrs. Tomkins ‘‘ pops” her hair; 
Her little week-day wisp, I dmoz, 
Could never make that Sunday show. 


Then Jone: —that tale he w7// unfur! 
About his cousin who’s an earl ; 

/'ve never seen him, morn nor eve— 
He pawns him; that’s what / believe. 


I've heard from Binks and Bunter both, 
That Jinks assures them on his oath 

That Crimper swears that Skimper's plate 
Has been invisible of late! 


And then those tales of Twigger’s flights, 
With clocks and things, between the light 
(old Groodle says there’s not a doubt— 
That ’s what_I want to ferret out. 


And then, you know, one hears a crop 
Of funny tales of Blenkinsop; 

And hints are all about the place 
Anent the Countess and her lace. 


I'll get a warrant and appear 
At all the ** Uncles’” places near; 


And as I search and rout about 
I'm sure of finding something out; 

















I'm sure to find, before I've dcne, 





Some prime domestic skele-tun: 
I want to see the ravelled ends, 
The seamy side, of all my friencs ! 


It will be fun to hurry with 
The tale of Ton $$ seams to S; ith, 





And then, in confidential tons 


Mesciibe tne tter 





SOCIAL SKETCHES. 
No, VIIL—BIRKETT DRAWLATCH, 


Ke Lal 
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How frequently the idea has been put forward, by kindly intentioned 
persons of ‘‘superior information,” that each citizen of this world ought 
to try to further, advance, and watch over the general well-being of | 
society, in the same way that the young mother watches over her only 
litle one during an attack of measles, nettle-rash, or cutting the first 
tooth. But the paths that philanthropists have to tread often prove | 
sufficiently rough and slippery to trip the benevolent beings up, and | 
occasionally they riseno more. . . . 

Violet Maine was a paragon of sweet simplicity. She longed to im- 
prove her fellow-man. Violet once clasped her hands, and refused to 
ever speak again to Birkett Drawlatch until he had proved himself a 
philanthropist by reclaiming some one. ‘‘ Reclaim a thief,” she said, 
making a kind of mesmeric pass over his head, ‘*and I will be thine.” 
Drawlatch being, in the language of the impenitent, ‘‘ spoons,” made a 
sharp start for reclaiming. . . . 

Ona gloomy November afternoon Birkett splashed his feet in the 
puddles of the Mint. He inquired of a yellow-faced cat’s-meat man, 
chopping sticks of firewood at the back of his shop, if he knew a thief. 

‘* Yes!” replied the yellow-faced party; ‘‘’im wot sells meat lower 
down;” adding, ‘‘If you wants a genuine cheap meal, my best beef’s 
on’y twopence a pound.” 

A barber, in answer to [)rawlatch, remarked that he knew a many 
‘*clyfakers,” ‘‘rampers,” in fact, all sorts; but trade was bad, and 
no one hadnt brought him nuffen to sell lately, and they didn’t, in 
general, like their addresses given; but, if on the square, the old lady, 
as was a coal, coke, and charcoal contractor, round the corner, might 
put ‘im on the right *‘ lay,” 

‘*Madam,” sad Birkett, to an unwashed old dame seated in a dingy 
coal-shed, ‘‘to tind a thief in the Mint is like trying to find a needle in | 
a bundle of hay,’’ 

‘* Lie down in the bundle of hay, the needle ‘ull soon find you. Lean 
against that shutter, close yer eyes, you ’ll soon ketch a thief.” 

Birkett took her advice; captured a small clyfaker, bore him home, 
and reclaimed him vigorously. 

While being reclaimed the boy fascinated Birkett by showing him 
the various tricks by which property is annexed, and Drawlatch soon 
found that his own fingers itched to imitate the boy’s tricks. 

At last Kleptomania fairly attacked him. His first day’s madness 
made him the possessor of a silver violin, built in Central Africa about 
the year 1500, a copy of Foxe’s Book of Martyrs, a diamond pin, a pair 
of black pearl earrings, five pounds of mixed biscuits, and two pounds 
of cheese. Birkett carried on his eccentricity till the ‘‘ reclaimed” boy 
left him in disgust, and obtained a lucrative situation. 

Meanwhile consternation reigned among the ‘‘ Bodega” managers. 
The consumption of gratis biscuits and cheese was enormous. At last 
the cause was discovered. One bright May morn Birkett entered a 
‘* Bodega,” called for a glass of No. 6, then with the adroitress of a 
conjuror placed the contents of the biscuit-tray in one pocket, half the 
cheese in another. The tray being refilled, Birkett again tried his skill, 
and the bass voice of the manager rang out, ‘‘ at what you please, but 
pocket none. James, fetch the police!” 

» guel.— Discovery of a house-full of stolen property. Five years 





penal servitude. Though her portrait shows it not, Violet sorrows. 
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CAUGHT AT LAST, OR “JUSTICH FOR IRBLAND.” 
See Carto 


Loni - long in pitiful distress 

Foor Erin owned her helplessness, 

For reigning Terror held her down, 

And forced obeisance to its crown ; 
Whilst all unseen the bloody hand 

Dealt death and outrage through the land. 


In vain she strove to raise her head, 
For Justice lay discomfited ; 

In vain for mercy might she cry, 
The sole response was cruelty ; 

And Terror’s fiends, invisible, 

Still scathless did the work of hell. 


So Erin suffered, but at length 

The cause of right recovered strength, 
And Justice, springing to her feet, 
Resumed once more her judgment-seat, 
’lore which, in cowering appeal, 
Unmasked the fiends of Terror kneel. 


Can they who ne’er did mercy show 
Demand indulgence from their foe ? 
Shall they who set at nought the law 
IK scape unpunished from its claw? 
Great was the hazard, fierce the fight ; 
Justice has triumphed—-let her smite. 
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LAYS FROM LEMPRIERE. 


IPHIS AND ANAXARETE. 


A story of the power of love now claims your kind attention ; 
A more pathetic tale your classic bard has seldom heard. 
Besides, ’t is so romantic. If you list with condescension 
1’ll endeavour, in my humble way, to state how it occurred. 
In Salamis there lived a youth—a poor but honest lad, forsooth ! 
And Iphis his cognomen was, his age was twenty-one, 
And he wooed fair Anaxarete, who hated all vulgarity ; 
Of Iphis and his proffered love she made most cruel fun. 
He had a heart to offer her ; she’d evidently none. 


To Salamis “ society” sie always had admission ; 
He “ busked” about the city with a “ Punch and Judy” show, 
Outside her dwelling ev’ry day he’d take up his position, 
Though they often sent him coppers out, and ordered him to go. 
“Take back your lucre,” he would say, “ ’t is bliss indeed near “er to stay.” 
gut still the dulcet tones of Punch on her had no effect ; 1 
And he’d cry, “ O Anaxarete, don't heed our great disparity.” | A 
Sut, ah! his birth was humble, so what else could he expect? e 
In love affairs ’tis often thus—Zoor wooers’ hopes get wrecked ! 


His passion so o’ermastered him, it changed his entertainment, 
And Punch, instead of beating folks, was always making love, 
Which change of programme was, it seems, to win her (though in vain) 
meant, 
And still she’d sit and mock him from her window up above ; 
And the youngsters, who were wont to laugh, began at Punch to rudely chaff, 
Inquiring, “‘ What was up with him?” and “ Why he didn’t fight ?” 
And lo! Miss Anaxarete still showed intense barbarity, 
And said the yearning Iphis was a lunatic, a “ fright ;” 
(Ah! you smile, but yow’d have suffered had you been in Iphis’ plight.) 








At length this classic Ruy Blas got very much excited, 
And sent Miss A. a letter—(it was rather badly spelt; 
But, oh ! what is orthography to bosoms that are blighted ?) 
It really was enough, I ’m sure, a heart of stone to melt. 
It said, “Oh, crooil damsle, lo! if you refews my luv, I’ll go 
_And leave the clarsic drammer ; yus, I’ll batter in my drum; 
Yus, hartless Hanecksarety, wot ain’t got not no charrity, | | 
[’le turn up the ‘legitimit’ and try berlesk, by gum!” i 
A classic adjuration, which is still in vogue with some.) 





But Melpomene, who’d overheard this awful adjuration, 
Resolved she would assist him, for the honour of her art ; 
On that “ Punch and Judy” tragedy she’d staked her reputation | 
_ And with such a skilful showman she could not afford to part. 
50, paying Cupid two-and-six, he promised he would soon transfix 
The heart of that proud damsel with an arrow from his bow: 
Then artful Anaxarete repented her hilarity, 
And married the proprietor of the “ Punch and Judy” show. 
So ’tis now the thing for “ Fashion’s pets” upon the stage to go. 
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DITTIBS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. 35.—A Sonc or Sicus. 


Air—“‘ Ho! Hi! Ho!” 


Exclaim for local justices to try their local cases, 
Which seems to us (if we may give a little word in season) 
An attitude sufficiently within the bounds of reason. 
The Conference (Danubian) has set some folks demurring ; 
They say it is unpractical and only keeps conferring; 
But that is a proceeding it is childish to resent, for 
What in all the world beside are conferences meant for? 
Ho! Hi! Ho! 
The world is slow 
To get within the latitude 
O! satisfaction’s attitude— 
Ho! Hi! Ho! 


The Epping Forest Railway Bill will meet with opposition 

(Let ’s hope it will be strong enough to send it to perdition) ; 
Some foot-and-mouth disease has come from Erin, if you pleases, 
(A place that’s rather subject to a// kinds of mouth diseases) ; 


In combatting columbacide at stony-hearted Belper, 
Where picking out a pigeon’s eyes is looked upon as sportive, 
And punishment by magistrate is pretty well abortive. 

Ho! Hi! Ho! 


We only know 

That we’d revive the rack again, 

And stretch them till they crack again— 
Ho! 


Hi! Ho! 











A ‘* Ribbonite” who bangs a drum is wof a street musician 
(The law declares it), so he makes the most of his position, 
Parading streets and banging drums, inhabitants defying 
(He takes a street for preference where folks are ill or dying). 
Since Carey, the ‘‘ Invincible,” upon his pals has rounded, 
Each loyal-hearted subject of the Queen (although astounded) 
Is eaten up with selfishness (including Mr. FON, sir), 
For every one in Britain’s looking out for ‘‘ No. 1,’’ sir! 
Ho! Hi! Ho! 
When caught, I know, 
They ’re sure to show him lenience, 
And study his convenience— 
Ho! Heigho! 


| From Bilsdale (that ’s in Yorkshire) some complaints arrive, I see, from 


The Quaker whom Lord Faversham has harshly ta’en a key from; 
The radius for London cabs they talk about extending — 
Though ‘‘ cabby ” to the matter his assistance zs#’¢ lending: 
The Connaught Prince is christened, as I hear from Mrs. Harris; 
They ’re going to have an ‘‘ underground” beneath the streets of Paris; 
But worst of all, and awful thing that horrifies us mort'ly, 
They say a lot of stcrms and things are coming on us shortly! 

Ho! Hi! Ho! 

There they go! 
I think that chills our blcod enough,— 








As if we hadn’t floods enough !— 
Ho! Hi! Hol! 








THERE ’s Manchester, there ’s Liverpool (there'll soon be other places) 


The Princess (handsome is and does!) will scarcely find them help her | 

















ARg& the railways iotended for the convenience of our teeming popu- 


lation, or are they not? We have always understood that they were; 
| but it seems that passengers are subjected, even on the best lines, toa 


| system of annoyance, consisting of attempts to induce the passenger to 


—<—— — 





pay for his journey; and, to add to the monstrosity of the thing, the 
companies appear to fancy themselves justified in making such a demand. 
Look at this :— 

‘* The chairman of the North London Railway mentioned at the half- 
yearly meeting that no fewer than 10,549 passengers had been caught in 
attempting to defraud the company of their fares; while he personally 
had received a number of abusive letters from persons who felt themselves 
aygrieved at being expected to pay for their travelling accommodation.” 

Here are letters which we have received on the subject from persons 
of high respectability, which speak for themselves :— 

‘*To THE EpiTor oF ‘Fun,’ L.H.R.A.* 

**DEaAR S1r,—I think that a few words from me may serve as a use- 
ful warning to innocent travellers by our railways. It was necessary 
for me to proceed to London, and, finding a train about to depart for 
that place, I entered a first-class carriage and proceeded on my journey. 
I had been occasioned some little surprise on reaching the plaiform by 
a man in uniform—(presumably an official of the line)—who stood at 
a barrier and held out his hand as I passed; but, believing this to be 
some sort of joke, I took no notice. However, on the train stopping at 
a station near the end of my journey, I was again surprised by another 
man’s opening the door and asking me for something—a ‘ticket’ it 
sounded like. My reply was, of course, the very natural and sufficient 
one that I had no ticket, was not in the habit of having any, and did 
not understand him. 

‘* The decision of my demeanour on this occasion no doubt overawed 
the man, for he turned slightly red, muttered something which sounded 
like a confused apology, and retired ; and after this incident, no further 
annoyance occurred on that journey, for there is little doubt that those 
who attempt this form of extortion are sufficiently sharp to know when 
they are dealing with a person who will ‘stand no nonsense,’ Had I 
been a weak-minded lad, or a helpless widow or orphan, there is little 
doubt that the ends of the unscrupulous would have been gained. 

‘*IT am, dear Sir, truly yours, A SUBURBAN ARCHBISHOP,” 
. + * oa . 
‘ALL’ AMMIRABILISSIMO EDITORE DELLA ‘ Baja,’ 

(‘‘ Zi Signor Alto-Rettificatore delle Ingiurie.) 

‘*Dgar Sir,—I happened to be travelling on the Metropolitan Rail- 
way once when a man in uniform had the effrontery to enter the car- 
riage and ask for my ‘ticket,’or something. I put the fellow down, and 
he retreated hastily. I have written to Harcourt about it, and expect 
he will bring in a Bill on the subject. I will always defend the rights 
of the public. 

‘* Alla perpetuazione dei moccoli, ed allo spegnimento dei moccoloni 
della fazione quarta ! ** Yours truly, W. E. G. 

‘* P.S.—Long residence in the vicinity of a foreign clime must be my 
excuse for partial loss of the practice of the English language.” 


+ + e * 


‘‘My very DgAR Fun,—Anxious to test the truth of the frequent | 


complaints from my subjects as to attempts to make them pay for tra- 
veiling by rail, I disguised myself and journeyed over several railways. 
I was disgusted to find that I was repeatedly requested to pay. 
‘*] am, yours very affectionately, 
““H*r M*yes*y Qu**n V*cTor*a.” 


* Lord High Rectifier of Abuses. 
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ON THE HIRE SYSTEM. 


Party looking for Lodgings.—‘‘ BUT THE ‘USE OF A PIANO’ IS NO USE 
TO ME. I CAN’T PLAY.” 

Landla‘y,—‘* Ou, SiR, BUT YOU’D ’AVE THE USE OF IT ALL THE 
SAMP. My DAUGHTERS IS ALWAYS A-PRACTISING !” 








Now that the statue of the Duke of Wellington has been 
removed from Hyde Park Corner, the First Commissioner of 
Works is said to be exercised as to its new destination. 
cannot be two opinions as to the proper place—Leicester 
Square—for there the Duke would be face to face with his 
old enemies the French. 





The “Innocent” Informer. 


THROUGH ev'ry heart a thrill of horror passed 

As Carey, in his tale of blood and crime, 
Described that deed, when, fighting to the last, 

Two helpless men were slaughtered in their prime: 
He told how those brave servants of the State 

Were by his ‘‘ brothers” foully hacked to death ; 
With fiendish coolness did he this relate, 

While all perused his tale with bated breath, 


That ‘innocent informer” also told 
How he and his co-murderers hidden lay 
(Paid for their hellish work by traitors’ gold) 
Until their chosen victims passed that way; 
He told of one struck down by many a knife, 
And of that nobleman who, staunch and brave, 
Unarmed attacked them, valuing not Ais life, 
And fell while struggling hard his friend to save. 


‘* Not an informer,”’ though, is he who late 
Bore in the councils of his town a share; 
The accusation makes him feel irate, 
He vaunts his innocence with injured air. 
Yet, link by link, has he the plot revealed, 
In which fe aided the assassin’s hand: 
He with the ‘‘ brotherhood ” lay there concealed, 
He sought more victims for his hellish band. 


And lo! that widow (whom Heav'n gave relief) 
Utters no wish for vengeance for her loss, 
But breathes, ’mid all her new-awakened grief, 
The prayer of Him who died upon the Cross: 
‘* Father, forgive them,” doth she cry to God. 
Now Retribution has its work begun, 
Waiting the time when with its mighty rod 
’Twill scourge the murderers hired by ‘‘Number One!” 








A Place for Everything. 


There 





A CAssE-Us BzeLii1.—The military chest. 
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A SUITABLH CONTRIBUTION. 


Tie Lord Mayor refused, in a sharply pertinent speech, to become the medium for 
Eng ish subscriptions to a fund for the relief of distress in Ireland to be administered 
by a certain section of Irish M.P.s.—Da/s/y Pafe?s. 





A PEAC&ABLE neighbour some Irishmcn had, 
And as he annoyed them (as decency would), 
They set about calling him all that was bad 
(Their skill in that way being strikingly good). 
upon, 
They keft on for years w:th this pleasant intrigue, 
But Fortune will frown on the veriest boor; 
They sent all their cash to the bank and the League, 
And so they were presently starving and poor. 


“i , 7a 
Let’s call on our neighbour,” they said with accord, 
‘‘ He's bound to assist us, the blagyard, it’s c'ear.” 


He gave them the most amy man should afford— 
He sent them away with a flea in the ear. 





he originally issued ten years ago. 
devoured with great zest, for Mr. H. is one of those men-u can depend 


** SWANS sing before they die,” but, lady fair, 
Before you sung to me you dyed—your hair. 














Not Hankey-Panky,. 
Mr. HANKgy has just republished a pamphlet on ‘‘ Dinners,” which 


These ‘‘dinners” will no doubt be 





A Dying Strain. 











A BitTer Dose FoR THE FRENCH CHAMBER.—“‘ Sena(te) tea.” | 
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ANOTHER USEFUL ACT. 


In August last a pub ican was fined forty shillings and costs for selling gin 40} per cent. under proof. But Mr. Justice Manisty has now quashed the conviction on 
the ground that the 40} adulteration is no offence under the Adulteration Act. 
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{ver so long the Temperance Lecturer had been holding up the Publican as a frightful example and an inciter to evil, But one day the Lectarer thought, ‘‘ I will ‘ 
go and get tipsy myself on that Example’s liquor, in order to bear personal testimony to the evil.” So he went and had a six, and waited for the result. sf Zz 
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But there was no result ; 90 he had a quart of gin neat, and waited again. But there was still no result; so he had up a barrel, and emptied it with a stick of peal 
maccaroni. But he was as sober as a judge. ro) 
or oomeipemaes| | ——— eee 
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| e e turer. falling ur the Put s wronged bosom, ‘‘I have misur lerstood you F orgive me! you are a true friend to the cause. 
‘*With the a tance of this gentleman,” said the Example. 
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Navvy.—‘*GoT &'#R A MATCH, MISTER?” 
Gentleman, —** l'’m SORRY TO SAY I HAVEN’T ONE. STAY A 
MOMENT, TAKE MY CIGAR.” 


Navvy.—‘** RIGHT YER ARB, GUV'NoR. THANK YER.” 
Pause—pufis. 


MORE THAN A MATCH. 

















Gentleman (glancing up from his paper, annoyed ).—'‘ EXCUSE 
ME, MY FRIEND, YOU ARE SMOKING MY CIGAR,” 

Navvy.—'* We_L? YeR SAID ‘TAKE IT,’ DIDN’T YER?” 

Gentleman.—‘* YES, BUY THAT WAS TO LIGHT YOUR P IPR, 
NOT TO SAVE IT. IT’S LIKE YOUR CONFOUNDED CHEEK—A 
‘Henry Cray,’ Too.” 

Vavvy.—'' AH! WELL, CLAY’S MORE IN MY LINE THAN IN 
YOURN.” [Gentleman wishes he could roll him in some. 








NEW LBAVES. 


Macmillan's has its instalment of Mrs. Oliphant’s excellent story, 
**The Wizard's Son,” and several other articles both able and amusing. 
The Theatre,—The portraits this month are of Miss Marion Terry and 
Mr. F.C. Burnand, the latter accompanied by a short biography written 


the usual excellence. 

The Century begins with a very attractive article on ‘‘ American 
Etchers,”’ its other contents are of remarkable superiority ; both it and 
St. Nicholas are literally books of beauty. 

The Sguire is always good fer an entertaining confab. 

Longman’s.—Mr. Payn’s story, ‘‘ Thicker than Water,” deepens in 
interest ; the other contents are good. 

Houschold Words deserves honourable mention. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, Girl's Own 
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—_ and Friendly Greetings are all good for good purposes. 
Lifeboat is the quarterly record of the services rendered by the 


by himself, which will be read with interest ; the literary matter is of | 





agency of this noble institution—services which have unfortunately been 
too much needed during recent fatal storms. 

Murray's London Time Tables are most complete guides to suburban 5 
traffic, and the ‘‘ Miniature Map of London” clearly shows the ramifi- 
-ations of its internal and immediately outlying railways. 3 

Cook's Excursionist is, as ever, invaluable to tourists. [s 








The Latest from Jumbo. 

We rejoice to hear that the climate of America agrees remarkably 
well with Jumbo, and that the delicate little creature has grown seven 
inches in height. It is also said that buns, sweetmeats, and so on, con- 
tinue to be sent to him by the children of England. We think the buns, 
&c., would be better bestowed on certain poor children here. But 
perhaps, after all, the report is only a matter of ele-phant-cy. 








HARDLY (K)NIGHTLY TO HIS CriTICS.—The Nocturn(e)al Whistler. 








“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 


~—VIDE PRE 


JAMES’ GOLD MED 


| Successive awards “6 
for Excellence of 

Quality and 

| Cleanliness in use. ; 
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Cadbury's 
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Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 
lition of Starch. 
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Old Songs Reset, 
No. IX. 
Alr—‘* Mynheer Van Dunck,” 


ALDERMAN BLANK, though he certainly drank, 
Took nothing intoxi-ca-ting ; 
Beer, spirits, and wine he would always consign 
To the mouth of a sewer grating, 
Crying, ‘‘Shame! that a Christian’s throat 
should be 
A drain for ‘bitter’ or eau de zie!" 





To mingle water with liquor strong, 
| He considered was good drink spoiling ; 

The water was right, but the spirits wrong, 
| And even a taste 

To mix was waste, 
The water’s purity soiling ! 

For a Christian’s throat should ever be 
Kept clean from ‘‘ bitter” and eau de vie! 
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What is Photo-Filigrane ? 


‘© Bravo, Brown! benedictions on Barnes! 
and a beamish blessing on Bell! for ‘ Photo- 
Filigrane’ visiting cards,’ murmured Hlen- 
rietta de Bastren, as she gazed with a strange 
emotion in the monstrous egotism of her passion 
at Bluchington Montgrove’s amber moustache 
and nose. Bluchington had a pure and inno- 
cent mind; but a grave suspicion of distrust 
flitted over his somewhat austere and eccle- 
siastical face, as he replied, ‘* Are you a walk- 
ing advertisement for Photo-Filigrane?” ‘*‘No! 
on the contrary, I’m a ‘standing,’ though not 
a standing-still one,’’ returned Henrietta, as 
with inexpressible grandeur she struck her lover 
tothe earth. Bluchington and Henrietta have 
not met since this slightly unpleasant episode, 
but the’ mishap does not in any way alter the 
fact that Mr. Walter Woodbury’s invention, 
‘*Photo-Filigrane,” is a firm notion, Any 
readers sceptical on this point had better apply 
to Messrs. Brown, Barnes, and Bell, who hold 
the patent for the said invention, and are there- 
fore better able to explain its technicalities 
than we can. 





THOsek who are anxious to preserve their 
health by a judicious discrimination in articles 
of diet may rely implicitly on any information 
on the subject they may pick up in the run of 
political papers. A few days ago we read, with 
the faith of childhood, a most reassuring article 
on the groundlessness of the alarms as to the 
dangers of trichinosis from American pork ; and 
it was not until we had drunk in nearly every 
comforting word of the bit of letterpress and 
artlessly resolved to be guided by it entirely, 
and end our abstinence from the food men- 
tioned, that we suddenly discovered in the last 
three lines that the professedly dietetic article 
had a political tail. This was the tail: —‘‘ Free 
trade England admits the pork, and Protectionist 
France and Germany forbid its importation.” 
The subjects treated of—trichinosis and party 
politics—have so much connection, that such 
articles cannot fail to be of paramount utility. 
If Jones, Brown, or Robinson should happen 
to be taken horribly ill from the effects of 
trichinz, he will recollect that it is in the in- 
terests of the free trade party, and wont mind 
a bit. 





Her Majesty has sent for the portrait of 
Miss Jenny Ace, who so bravely rescued two 
sailors at Swansea during a great storm the 
other day. That Ace—who was indeed a trump, 
and ought to have belonged to Card-iff—must 





e highly delighted at this patronage from the 
. 7 
seen Of Hearts 
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PUT IN A LOGICAL WAY. 


Hard-up Party.—“‘ SOR, WOULD YRZ BR AFTHER GIVING A TROIFLE TO A RETOIRED 
OFFICER WHO'S SEEN BETTHER DAYS?” 

Brown.—‘* CONFOUND YOU, NO! You’RE ONE OF THOSE LAZY IRISH BEGGARS, 
HATE gM.” Hard-up Party.—“ IrisH, Sor? DIVixL A BIT. 

Brown.—** YOU WERE BORN IN IRELAND, I’LL BeT.” 

Hard up Party.—‘* LooK aT IT, NOW. HoW CAN THAT MAKE ME IRisH? No, 
Sor! IF I’D BEEN BORN IN A STABL&, DO YoU sUPPOSE I’D HAVE BEEN BORN A 
Horse?” [Gets a shilling. 


-—_— Se 


“AT a meeting of the Cockermouth, Keswick, and Penrith Railway Company the bill for the 
proposed Buttermere Railway was considered. The chairman (Colonel Spedding) said they had 
nothing to do with private views as to the invasion of the Lake District: what they had to con- 
sider was whether the new line would bring grist to their mill.’ And a nice hearty, outspoken, 
honest manifesto of Vandalism too! There can be no possible objection to the directors of the 
railway ‘having nothing to do with private views;” nay, it would be all the better if they would 
go just a step further and have nothing to do with public views—such as the Cumberland land 
scapes, for example, The operations of companies for the substitution of smoke for scenery are 
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seldom in harmony with the views of the public. 
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SLASHHS AND PUFFS. 


ISS LINGARD, encouraged by the ex- 
ceptional success of her first appear- 
ance, announces a second performance 
of Camille at the Gaiety on the after- 
noon of Tuesday the 13th instant. 
The performance is a genuinely artistic 
one, and has already established Miss 

ingard as a leading actress, so that 
she is pretty sure of a goodly following. 






































































Miss Genevieve Ward, who, in the 
fashion of the theatrical day, is lapsing 
into morning performances, gave a 
second representation of Meg Merri- 
lies on the 24th ult., preceded by a 
short one-act play of Mr. Charles 
Reade’s, called Nance Oldfield. This 
piece is a dramatization of one of the 
author’s short stories, and is a sort of 
upside-down version of Mr. Albery’s 
Dr. Davey, and Mr. Robertson’s 
David Garrick, all three being the 
outcome, in common with many com- 

Ten isu wha anions, English, French, and Ger- 
es oie 4 oe ae en, of a res original. Mr, 
Reade’s own piece has seen the foot- 
| lights before, I believe, and is a vigorously neat and crisply-told story, 
‘rich in wit in its widest sense. Miss Ward is not altogether physically 
| suited to the principal character, in my idea ; but her finished art gives 
her complete command over its varied phases, and the result is a very 
generous and enjoyable picture. Mr. W. H. Vernon’s study of the 
narrow-minded but good-hearted Warwickshire attorney was very ac- 
ceptable in its quiet force and appreciative humour; Mr. Philip Beck 
gave a very fair rendering of the ycunger Oldworthy ; and Miss Achurch 
may be credited with 
a touch of nature for 
the self - conscious 
giggle with which she 
embellishes her tale 
f a supposed ad- 
mirer, 





Mr. Toole has re- 
vived Uncle Dick's 
Darling with marked 
success. It is acapi- 
tal piece, and shows 
Mr. Byron at his best. 
It is, besides, fraught 
with some pleasant 
memories to play- 
goers who can date 
from fourteen years 
back, and So recall a cast including Messrs. Irving, Clayton, and Tees- 
dale, and Misses Neilson, Maria Elsworthy, and Marie Litton, in addi- 
tion to Mr. Toole himself. This cast looks more formidable nowadays 
than it did at the time, of course, but it was pretty strofig even then ; so 
it is not surprising, perhaps, that the company at Toole’s, though a very 
fair one, does not compare altogether favourably with it. In his por- 
traiture of the large-hearted, liberaleminded Dick, with his straightfor- 
ward shrewd- 
ness, native 
humour, and 
gentle self: 
abnegation 
(in which 
there is some- 
thing of the 
heroic), Mr, 
Toole seems 
on congenial 
ground, and 
smiles (not to 
say ‘‘roars’’) 
and tears are 
under his 
Sinpgap (4g.) COMmand 
Ls r throughout. 
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Tug Otymric.—A Ngew TRIUMPH IN AN OLDFIELD. 








| Drury Lans.—Enp or PANTOMIME SEASON. 
‘Wau, TA! TA! IF YoU must > [ALI AY A 





her performance, though somewhat colourless, was painstaking and not 
unpleasing; Mr. Billington was a not very striking Mr. Chevenix, ex- 
cept in respect of a somewhat portentous coat in the first and last aches 
Miss Eliza Johnstone 
brought out Mrs. 
Torrington’s points 
with care; Mr. E. D. 
Ward’s Joe Lennard 
was also careful; and 
Mr. H. Elmore made 
a very good swell. 


Mr. Guffin’s Elope- 
ment, with the singu- 
larly mirth-moving 
song, ‘*The Speaker's 
Eye,” sung by Mr. 
Toole, is the con- 
cluding item of the 
programme, which is 
opened by a new 
piece entitled Vame- 
sakes, from the pen of Mr, Horace Lennard, in which a good deal of 
very hearty fun is made out of some pretty familiar materials, The 
weakness of the female element—which is something the fault of Mr. 
Toole’s company generally—falls rather heavily here; but in spite of 
drawbacks, the piece goes briskly, laughter culminating in something 
like a continuous roar as the climax of misunderstanding approaches, 
The principal weight falls on the shoulders of Mr. E. W. Garden, who 
is distinctly able to cope with the situation, and who has the able assist 
ance of Messrs, H, Westland and W. Brunton for the task. 





Too.e’s.—SopHy SOPHYCATING ON THE Sopny. 


Ever first in the practical application of science, it is said that the 
Savoy management intend shortly to establish 4 Private Wire at their 
theatre in the inte- 
rests of their patrons. 
It is, however, not so 
scientific a matter as 
it might be, beingonly 
an operetta to take 
the place of Mas 
Tur tles, 


On Monday next 
Mr. Burnand’s Aue 
Beard, ‘‘a three-act 
burlesque drama,” 
will be produced at 
the Gaiety, regardless 
of expense, and ready 
for any trimming that 
may be its destiny. 





TOOLE’s,—GREAT-COAT AND SHIRT-SLEEVES—DIFFE- 
Mr. H. > will RENT IDEAS OF TEMPERATURE. 

produce Mr. Walter Frith’s Znsmared at the Gaiety, at an afternoon 
performance, on the Sth instant ; while, by a coincidence rendered sig- 
nificant by the titles, Mr. C, Calmour makes for the same afternoon the 
Bluebeard-like announcement that he will show his Wives at the Vaude- 
ville ! NESTOR. 
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Roadside Philosophy; or, How Hasy it is to Make 
Proverbs, 


I.—TuHE DEApD Cart. 


I was once a cared-for kitten, now I’m a cast-away cat; one time I 
used to eat the softest of sop and drink newest of cream—curaled milk’s 
neither lap mor chew, _Now I’m an outcast—I who used to pick the 
drumstick, used to sit with the family, now prowl unobserved, and 
starve, uncared-for, I was a well-to-do cat once, sleek and well fed. 
f had everything my heart could desire ; but there—you don’t know the 
thickness of the Plate-glass window till it’s broken. So I never knew what 
it was to want till in after life—a du// cat learns his way to the larder in 
one lesson. So it came with me. Now, where shall I rest? I shall have 
@ granite kerb for a bed and a wheel-tire for a coverlet ; and there’s no 
&4g like no food ; better rind than no cheese at all. They used to pet me, 
feed me—the mouth's the biggest beggar—and I used to purr and meow— 
of you want to please a fool play him the tom-tom ; but now who cates for 
me? Who'll take me in? Little children who used to pet, now shun 
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Danubian Puzzles. 


io - swimmingsin each schoolgirl’s prettilypomatumed | 

ea 

Where that nicest name of rivers is melodiously said ; | 

When they think they’re born in Brixton, poets wish that | 
they were dead. 


“7 are waltzes that proclaim you blue as heaven’s highest 
ue, 

Blue as Oxford and as Cambridge, e’en as Louise Michel blue; 
Never living thing, the waltz says, was a bit as blue as you. 





though vague, 
In a sort of dim connection with that pious fight of Prague, 
Until some churls without vagueness wished that Prague had | 
had the plague; | 


And you streamed through youthful fancies, vastly violent, | 


Wished that all your towers and steeples that are mirrored in | 
your flood 

Might incontinently tumble, and be buried in your mud; 

But your Buda-Pesth as yet seems but a pest within the bud; | 


| lor we have to learn your eddies as if they were holy fonts; 
| We must count upon your currents as so many Ilellesponts; 
And, what’s worse, we want to know what each Danubian 
landlord wants. 


'Is it Kaiser? is it Sultan who’s to fish your gudgeon free? 
Is the Muscovite to tell you in what way to reach the sea? 
May the Gaul for ever dam you, may the Austrian, may we ? 





Why should bold Bulgaria hold out tor a small wash of your , 
wave? 


Is it true they all need water (with some mop), as Jingoes rave? | 


These are questions which are puzzling e’en some men of 
common sense, 
For it isn’t only poets who ’re impenetrably dense, 





Why should rash Koumanian patriots the smallest eddy crave? = === 


| 
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Cease to bea ‘‘ question,” Danube, and remaina pretty waltz. 





BoaRD Scuoo. ‘‘Sires.”—Some of the poor ragged 
children who attend there. 


And to add to the confusion they appoint a Conference. ky : ™ 3 
~ _ = ad <- aid 
Oh! don’t think the green baize table your proverbial blue | f 4 Ps, a | 
exalts; 
a" _ of your chief beauties, that discovers all your | CAVE CANES! 
aults, 


Regi. —**GOING TO THE KENNEL, EH? BUT WHY WALKING THERE, 
OLD MAN?” 
as Algie.-—‘‘ BECAUSE I PREFRR TO. PERHAPS YOU OBJECT, OLD CHAPPIE?”’ 
Regit.—*' NOT AT ALL, MY DEAR ALGIE—NOT Al ALL, I'VE LONG 
NOTICED YOUR DETERMINATION TO GO TO THE DoGs YOUR OWN WAY,” 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT MOSCOW. 


In asking me to go to Moscow and act as an Extra-Special Director 
of the coming coronation proceedings, Sir, the Czar’s notion was that, 
as an outsider, I should be better able to detect the i#sideous plots of his 
Nihilistic subjects, who have vowed the ceremony shall not take place. 
These Nihilists are certainly raost persevering and ubiquitous fellows. 


lock and key by the Chief Archbishop, had been mixed with Greek fire. 


left of it but some small pieces of crackling. 

My suspicions being thus aroused, I determined to inspect the reserve 
stock of incense censers to be swung on the day of the coronation by 
extra acolytes. Well, Sir, if you'll believe me, fifty per cent. of them 
were nothing but loaded bombs, which would have gone ofi at the first 
swing. But the most extraordinary circumstance, 1 think, is the way 
that the imperial crown had been got at. It was literally studded with 
a profusion of large pearls, which proved on examination to be made 
of a very strong dynamite paste, whilst under the wadding inside the 
circlet was some panclastite which would have lighted when pressed down 
on the Czar’s forehead. ; 
These repeated discoveries made me still more suspicious, and having 
ordered a fire-engine to play on the new high altar which it is proposed 
to use for the ceremony, I had it examined by a chemist, who assured 
me there was enough nitro-glycerine in it to lay the Kremlin in ruins. 
Not an hour since the Chief of Police, who was by my directions 
bringing me the Archbishop’s best Sunday mitre to subject to a similar 
scrutiny, happened to stumble over a doormat. Up to the present time 
not even fragments enough of this zealous official have been discovered 
to justify the Czar in giving his widow a pension. 

Last night I resolved to try a ruse with my conspiring gentlemen, so 





lurriedly just before midnight I caused the Royal chapel within the 
a f t] Kremlin to be lighted up, and having dressed up six or 


LIgnie s 


—— — 














seven condemned murderers (lent me by the police authorities) to repre- 
sent the Czar and his suite, and arrayed several others in the elaborate 
robes worn by the popes of the Greek Church, I gave the signal to the 
organist to strike up a grand march. 

The effect was magical. Before the pseudo-Czar had got far down the 


| aisle, three monumental tombs opened (I was watching from a bomb- 


My first discovery was that the anointing oil, which has been kept under | proof post of observation) and the concealed Nihilists commenced a lively 


fire of bullets and hand-grenades. Almost simultaneously a vast mass 


A little was poured over a pig, and two minutes later there was nothing | of granite, half as big as a pyramid, Cathe amashing through the root on 


top of the altar, whilst the only unwounded member of the supposititious 


| suite disappeared bodily through a trap into the vaults beneath. An 


attempt was also made to spring a mine, but the powder having been 
fortunately obtained of a Birmingham Communist, failed to explode. 
But in spite of this, Sir, and though I in addition discovered that a 
Gatling gun concealed amongst the pipes of the organ had also failed to 
open fire, I had proved beyond question that the Nihilists were on the 
gui vive. Furious at my success, the Nihilists are now turning on me. 
My shaving water this morning looking somewhat creamy, I flung it out 
of window. The whole front garden was instantly one sheet of flame. 
Two dynamite eggs and a kidney, which, on being cut, exploded in ten 
thousand pieces, utterly wrecking the apartment and my trusty mayor 
domo, took away my appetite this morning; and in three days I have 
had to have the stomach-pump put down my throat five times. I now 
go about in armour with my helmet stuffed full of antidotes, But—— 
. * o * . 


This sudden break off was owing to the sudden explosion of my ink- 
bottle when I dipped my pen in too far. I have had most of the glass 
extracted from my face. I have been further delayed owing to the dis- 
covery of a portable mine in the centre of my bolster. 

Hullo! What’s that? Pardon my abruptness, Sir; but I see that 


the Winter Palace has disappeared since I began to write. I must go 
| and see after it, | 
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** Bless us!” said the Specialist Tradesman, peeping into our viene store. ‘* Sells everything |—cheese and jewellery, boots and bull’s-eyes, herrings and hair- 
brushes. How extremely primitive !’ 


~ 





\ is 





And the Specialist Tradesman returned tovhis business, and became so absorbed in it that he never once looked about him; but, had he done so, he would have 
inoticed®old Time busily sweeping away/certain matter whose hour had arrived. 
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LIKH A GIANT REFRESHBD ; 
OR, 


THE RETURN OF THE G. O. M. 
(See Cartoon.) 


HE has come, he has come 
From the sweet sunny South, 
And (though some may look glum 
When he opens his mouth) 
All descriptions of men 
Are rejoiced, it is clear, 
That he’s able again 
In the House to appear 
With the marvellous vigour of yore, 
And the health he was needing before. 


Now afresh to the fray 
Like a giant he hies, 
And it’s needless to say 
That the foe he defies ; 
With a whirl and a whizz 
He conducts his attacks, 
And each flourish of his 
M etaphorical axe 
Ought to make the most dense understand 
How besides being old he is grand. 
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DITTINS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MosiIc OF THE MOMENT. 
New Series. No, 36.—A Sone or Specunation. 


> ‘ P ae - 2 ° . ss 
AIR"! Lerhaps there ts something in that. 


EACH morning, no doubt, with your coffee and toast, 


Your paper you carefully scan 
(The public of Britain can probably boast 
A similar case, to a man), 
And so I should be rather puzzled to tell 
The use of my songs, and that’s flat ; 
It's true that they serve as reminders—and—well— 
Perhaps there is something in that. 
Then heyday! up and away! 
_ Every week I ostensibly say : 
I’ve nothing very new to introduce to you 


But I'll do the best I can, and do what I can do. 


There ’s a Cannon Street accident first on the list ; 
The game of the Land League is up; 

Trophonius showed himself quite in a mist 

_in his tip for the Waterloo Cup ; 

There’s not very much (that’s as far as we've seen) 
In what Tories have lately been at, 

But they ’ve just been and started a new magazine, 
And #:rhaps there is something in that ! 


(News, you ’re dreadful, /Aat you are! Oh, how very flat you are ') 














But heyday! hip and hooray ! 
Gladstone is back, and quite jolly, they say, 


When people meet him they most vul-gw-larly say, [are | 


‘You ‘re greatly altered, ‘hat you are; and, bless my soul, how fat you 
It ’s very satisfactory to think you went away.” 


Mr. Lowell’s ‘‘ reception ” on Washington’s day, 
O'Kelly’s suspension for ‘‘ cheek,”’ 
The Prince at the Savage Club ‘‘show” and soir:¢ 
Have been some ‘‘ events of the week.” 
The Eddystone keepers were treated oo ill, 
The Sarum Petition went flat ; 
3ut we haven’t yet passed ‘‘ Corrupt Practices Bill,” 
And perhaps there is something in that. 
jut heyday! what do you say? 
Morley’s M.P. for out Newcastle way ; 
And the Duke and the Duchess now possess a small Princess, 
And if you don’t know /Aaé, you are as blind as any bat, you are; 
But just you take my word for it, and shout ‘‘ Hooray!” 


The soldiers engaged most respectfully hint 
A desire for a Kassassin clasp ; 
And Hyland v. Biggar you ’ll notice in print, 
And the Go/os in tyranny’s grasp ; 
The Vandals which threaten High Keech make us doubt 
If they ’re sane or aware what they’re at ; 
Tho’ while there are ‘‘ pubs,” and directors about, 
Perhaps there is something in that. 
3ut heyday ! whatever we say, 
Sordidly selfish ones carry the day ; 
But if you do not plan, and oppose them all you can, 
a are a perfect flat, you are, and much to blame, now, //af you are, 
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The air is thick with denials. Mr. Parnell denies that he has encouraged assassi- 
nation, and states that Brennan has denied the writing of the incriminating letter. 
Che Freeman's Yournal denies that its article caused the assassinations ; the prisoners 

that they committed the murders; O'Donovan Rosia 


in the Dublin trials deny 
denies the existence of **No1;" and Mr. O'Kelly says it’s a lie. 


Ir’s very surprising, yet certain as fate, 

That all the suspicions we've harboured of late— 
Yes, all; in whatever direction they tend— 

Are wholly at fault from beginning to end ! 


We thought our detectives had mastered the knack 
Of getting at times on the genuine track ; 

But now it appears they are quite incorrect 

In the choice of the several folks they suspect. 


We fondly believed there was plenty of sous 


To be found in the ‘*‘Commons,” both sides of the House ; 


sut now the direction occurrences take 
Distinctly declares it was quite a mistake, 
We cherished the fancy—and drop it with pain— 
That Britons were gifted with adequate brain 

To faintly distinguish the black from the white ; 
Sut Jor! we were far as they make ’em from right, 


On hearing of various virulent crimes 

Committed at different places and times, 

We foolishly fancied (though sane and awake) 
That some one had done ’em—a dreadful mistake. 


We weakly suspected—oh, what were we at ?— 
That one had done this, and another one that ; 
But (proving our want of discriminant sense) 
Each person suspected denies the offence! 


We wildly imagined some persons of guile 
Committed the crimes in the Emerald Isle ; 
We blundered ; for every person accused 
Denies that he did it, appearing amused. 


We fancied the speeches of Irish M.P.s 
Decidedly fostered such doings as these ; 
But Mr. Parnell, with a shake of his head, 
Conclusively proves we were wholly misled, 


Our foolish suspicions, like castles of sand, 
Are fast disappearing on every hand ; 

For on our arresting a person to try, 

He bottles us up with the words ‘‘ It’s a lie,” 


Of course the inquiry one instantly shelves, 

Convinced that the crimes have committed themselves ; 
It fully and fairly convinces the sense, 

This new and original line of defence, 


No counsel in future will need to be by ; 

The prisoner merely will say ‘‘ It’s a lie;” 

And the evidence-chain will be shivered to scraps, 
And the case for the Crown will entirely collapse. 








eRIDAN’S ‘' Xivals,’’—Messrs. Carey, Xc. 
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DANCER’S LAND. 





In granting an injunction restraining ‘‘ Watson and others” rom depositing offen- 
sive matter on a piece of ground at Fulham, called Dancer’s Land, Mr. Justice Fry 
said that the Fuiham Local Board, having thought it consistent with their duty to 
allow the refuse of dustbins to be carted on to the land a large part of the 
matter so collected, consisting of decaying animal and vegetable matter known as 
** soft core,” had been allowed to remain uncovered for some time, and then placed 
under the earth for the purpose of forming foundations for the future residences of 
human beings. ‘The conduct of defendants was nothing short of horrible. . . and 
many a man had been found guilty of manslaughter for offences less morally criminal. 
After this, the defendant's counsel had the coolness to suppose that the order did 
** not require the removal of that which had been buried” ! 


DgATH and Disease with his sunken eyes 

Were stalking together in mournful wise : 

‘* Very few friends!” with a deep-drawn breath 

Said dismal Disease. ‘* ou are right,” said Death. 
And brooding and lonely, but hand in hand, 
They wandered and wandered about the land, 

‘* Why do they shun me? I have my worth,” 

Gsrumbled Disease; ‘‘to the folks of earth ; 

I show them how hollow are rank and wealth, 

I teach them to value the joys of health.” 
‘* They ’re difficult parties to understand,” 
Said Death, as they wandered about the land. 


‘* Surely,” said Death, ‘‘as you must agree, 
l’eople have reason to take to mr; 
Look at the service I often do— 
The service of setting them free from you: 
Yet I create, with my scythe and sand, 
(Juite an aversion throughout the land.” 
** No one to love us!” said poor Disease ; 
‘*Hated!” said Death, ‘‘ though we try to please ; ” 
‘*Shunned!” said Disease in a fretful tone; 
‘* Loathed!” said the other, ‘‘and left alone.” 
‘* Friendless,”’ they muttered ; ‘* proscribed and banned.” — 
Then they arrived upon Dancer's Land. 


Lo! as they stood on that friendly soil, 
Comfort appeared to ascend and coil 
(Gratefully soothing their deep distress) 
Kound any heart that they might possess ; 
Both of them feeling content to stand 
Simply for ever on Dancer's Land. 
** Matters appear,” said Disease, ‘‘ to mend ; 
Something assures me I 've found a friend,” 
**I have forgotten,” said Death, ‘‘I vow, 
What we were dismal about just now.” 
Merrily tripping went, hand in hand, 
Death and Disease upon Dancer’s Land. 


** See, he approaches,” said glad Disease ; 
‘* Well can they help us, such friends as these.” 
** Good,” said the other, *‘ the friend we need, 
Ready to kill for his selfish greed ; 
Instrument fashioned to suit our hand !” 
Then they salaamed upon Dancer's Land. 
** Bask,” said the patron, ‘‘in my regard ; 
Granting, in general, hearts are hard, 
Hardness in mine you shall not deplore— 


Happily revel in this Sorr Core!” 
Death a Disease, as they grasped his ha: 
Look up their quarters on Dancer’s Lar 











| are rife and republicans reside and congregate. 





| you are mooch please,” 








SOCIAL SKEHTOHES. 


No. VIII.—THE CASTLECOOTES, 


Wuat luxury an aristocrat can find in airing his or her communistic 
principles is an enigmatical problem we cannot solve; but such beings 
exist, and their minds teem with projects unpractical, and theories 
absurd, about classes of whom they know little or nothing. 

- e * * a 

Lady Ursuline Castlecoote, and her husband Lord Castlecoote, were 
rank republicans, at least they thought so. 

Castlecoote loved to expatiate on the equality of man while he smoked 
a few Flor de Tomas Gutierrez Impériales cigars, seven pounds ten shil- | 
lings the hundred, don’t you know; and Lady Castlecoote would fre- 
quently, while sipping chocolate, dwell with words of melancholy but 
ineffable sweetness on the downtrodden Communists. Castlecoote’s 
French chef having become deeply interested, after hearing several times 
milor’s and miladi’s views on communism and poverty, suggested that, 
under his guidance, they should visit a neighbourhood in which rags 
The chef’s suggestion 
was jumped at, and at two o’clock one winter’s afternoon the trio were 
seen leisurely strolling down a squalid poverty-stricken London street, the 
drizzling rain making even the firm whelks on the barrows look limp and 
miserable, and reducing the open-hearted cockles and mussels to pulp. 

‘* Z’ambition!” suddenly ejaculated the chef; ‘‘see now, milor, 
milady,” as he stopped them opposite a small public house with dirty 
windows. ‘‘See now, zat! and read ze placard in ze window zere, 
wis de deux gin-bottel on each side.” 

And the Castlecootes gazed at a dirty card with an ill-drawn crayon 
head sketched out, and the following words written on it :— 

‘* A new invention for dessining ; every on can dessin with the sistem, 
sold her for one shilling, &c. Lesins given gratus for sixpenny.”’ 


‘* Here, look you, milady, is not ze art long and ze life short? Voi/a! | 
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‘Yes, yes,”’ returned Miladi Castlecoote, and looked down at her 
mud-bespattered amber and purple esthetic silk socks, and thought of 
the Grosvenor Gallery. 

** Ma fot! milor, I introduce you now to a Hungarian patriot who 
‘aves one beautiful Damascus sabre from ze Prince Poniatowski’s collec- 
tion.” After a search round, the patriot was discovered, and Castlecoote 
duly ‘‘landed” by the Hungary person for the sabre—Birmingham or 
Damascus, 

‘* Quel affreux temps!” suddenly whispered the che. ‘‘ Look well 
now, milor; regard you zat grande old voman. Watch her feeble foots 
in ze carpet slippere; see her ragged plaids shawl ; but she still do ’aves 
ze voman vanitee, you see, by new bright red rose in her old bonnet. 
It is well and right zat she should still have ze vanitee, for did not her 
son cut throats of /vois aristocrats during ze times Commune? £f encore. 
He will do ze same; he is true patriot. Zey starve; milor vill give zem 
gold. Bah! C'est impossible milor refuse. Ciel! quel malheur !” 

A yelling, shouting crowd—a covered, huddled mass hurried by on @ 
police ambulance—a sturdy ruffian carried past, face downwards, by five 
constables, mud and stones flying round their heads. ‘* Inquire what it 
is about,” said the fainting Lady Castlecoote. ‘* Zout de suite, miladi. 

| homme pauvre. One Irish patriot have anger wis his wife, miladi.” 

go home,” said the Castlecootes. ‘I trust you ‘ave ’ 
remarked the cz 
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‘‘Patience, Justice, Sympathy.” 
(See Lady F, Cavendish’s Letter.) 


A woMAN’s kind hand pens the plea, 
Only a woman’s heart could guide it ; 
A plea for justice over the sea, 
Where Britain now and then denied it. — | 
Placemen have counselled ‘‘ Bend the knee,” | 
Some cry ‘‘ Coerce!” and others din it ; | 
But ‘‘ Patience, justice, sympathy,” | 
Perhaps might in the long run win it. 








Patience : no mere abuse brings back 

A child long dearth has reft of reason ; 
Attacking ’s mostly the wrong tack, 

And mere ill treatment tends to treason, 
Patience : the lout who seems perverse } 

Is very often but a thickhead ; 
Patience may now and then coerce 

Him even when he’s frankly wicked, 


Justice : and no pre-judging, please ; 
Let ’s sift assertion and denial, 
Despite the alien coat of frieze, 
As if it were an English trial. 
Let ’s watch it calmly to the end, 
Nor take the place of sentence-shapers, 
With cheek which would suffice to send 
To gaol] a dozen London papers, 


Sympathy—best of all; let ’s try 
To call a Celt a fellow-creature, 
Nor paint him hideous to the eye 
In garb and speech, in thought and feature. | 
Sympathy : let us treat him less 
As fool or hind to lay a tax on; 
And maybe, if we ’ve great success, 
He’ll end by pardoning the Saxon, 





Seed-ivant. 

MR. WILLIAM SEED, formerly superintendent 
of the Fiji police, has been given a similar ap- 
pointment in Gibraltar. We trust he will suc- 
seed in his new post, but he must not be Fiji-ty. 








PUTTING HIM UP TO A WRINKLE, 


Quaker (to Chop House Proprietor ),—*' PRAY, FRIEND, HOW MANY BARRELS OF ALE 
DOST THOU SELL A MONTH?” 

Proprietor.—‘* WELL, GENERALLY ABOUT RIGHT OR NINF,” 

Quaker.—** WOULDST THOU LIKE TO SRLL TEN?” 

Proprietor. —Y8S, 1 CERTAINLY WOULD.” 

Quaker. —‘* WELL, FRIEND, FILL THY GLASSES AND THOU CERTAINLY SHALL,” 
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THE INTELLIGENT FORZIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


VENDREDI, Fevrizr 24me,—Ir ze House of ze Lords ze Earl zat don’t 
know more, only I zink von espell him Doughnomore, have ze light 
spar vit Lord Vaveney afrofo: of his resolutions on ze Land Act et autres 
choses. Apres 
beaucoupde parler 
Lord Vaveney 
vill vizdraw his 
resolution, and 
vill someday 
bring in his Bill 
vich sall be also 
for zetenant-right 
in Ulster. Zat 
make me remem- 
bare my /awleur 
zat have brought 
in his bill for 
ulster long time 
ago. Zat bill 
have lie on ze 
table, chez moi, 
“Tite : Kir: In ze Com- 
Ltd ? x = mons Mr. Parnell 
< ————_ MN al is up. His es- 

ee &) peech is ze upside 
down of ze motto 
of your rifle volunteer, it is ‘* Defiance, not Defence.” Mr. Trevelyan 
say ver much ditto to Mr, Forster avoir sapfort @ Mr. Parnell. Ze de- 
bate is a leetle varm—Sir Currie is in it. Ve divide on ze amendment 
of Mr. Gorst c'est perdu—par 259, contre 176. Ve adjourn. 

Lundi, 26me,—Ze Lords are busy. Earl Granville annonce zat a com- 
mittee vill sit on ze Channel Tunnel. Milor Salisbury try to sit on it. 
Altogezzare it is a queer sitting ce/uie-ct. Zen Earl Selborne present his 
Bill for ze election of Scotch peers. Naturel/ement, from sea tunnels and 
peers ze Lords go on to lighthouses, zen zey adjourn. 














: 4 . : . . : 
Sir Maxwell in ze Commons ask ze Home Secretary if he have read | 
| 4 passage in ze cho régardant ze Irish afiairs. Sir Villiam, like /Varcisse, 
ae | RRESPONDENTS.—Zhe Editor does not bind Aimsel/ lo acknowledge, 





rriurn, JF hay Jor CLontridutions 
accompanitd by @ stamped and directed envelope 


have taken no notice of ze Echo. Mr. Edvards fass more remarks en 
defense of ze Echo. Mr. Parnell also vant to amend ze Address: ma foil 
by ze time ve have done vit zis von it vill be time for anozzare. Mr, 
Parnell complain avec colére of ze Crimes Act more zan he have of ze 
crimes! For his amendment are 15, against 118, Ve adjourn at von 
and a half. 

Mardi, 27me.—Ze Earl of Hollovay—I sall mean Gallovay—also have 
a Bill souchani ze election of Scotch peers. He declare his Bill is 
‘Number Von,” and zat his arguments are “Invincible.” Ze Bill is 
read /e premier temps. Mr. Morley take his seat for Newcastle ; zare is 
great hooray. Ze Opposition sink zat if ve do not send coal to New- 
castle, Newcastle have sent up a varm embare—zat is, Membare. Ze 
Committee of Selection is itself selected. Milor Hartington move for 
precedence for ze debate on ze Address ven Mr. Yorke bring up ze 
Kilmainham Treaty. Mr, Bartlett—pardon, 7'ai oudliée, ce Ashmead— 
try to be, @’adord, ver funny, and zen ¢rés terrible ; but it is his joke 
vich is terrible, and it is ven en sérieux zat he is most funny. Main- 
tenant, ve listen—any excuse for a forty vinks. Encore ze debate on ze 
Address; a présent it is ze amendment of Mr, O’Connor as to ze distress 
in Ireland. Ze debate adjourn. 

Mercredi, 28me.—Mr. Molloy—ze ‘‘I don’t know who,” I sink zey 
call him—and ozzares keep ze pot roasting. Mr. Richardson remind ze 
House zare are English and Scotch affairs, as vell as Irish, to attend to, 
Many ozzare Membare sink so neizzare, Ve shut up @ 5.30, Zis suit 
me, as you say, to a tea. 

Feudi, Mars ter.—Ze Lord who sell ze chance, I sink’ you call him, 
sit on ze bag of vool at four clocks. He do not get his vool out as you 
say, for aftare leetle chat from Milors Norton and Crambook—I mean 
Cranbrook—on high Board Schools (en passant, I sink you build 
école of board aussi haut) and in ze case of ze Florence ze Lord who sell 
ze chance get off ze voolbag, and zey all go home at guatre heures demi, 
In ze Lower House ze Vorm Baron take up ze gauntlet for General Gage, 
Mr. Ashley tell Mr. Cropper he have not heard vezzare ze Pongos, zat is 
Pondos, have come croppares. Colonel King-Harman is récu vit Aar- 
mony by ze Opposition, and ve set to vork to finish ze debate on ze 
Address. Zesecond early speakare to-night is a Sir Leighton. 








A SPEEDY ANTIDOTE FOR THE *‘ Baynes” or GIBRALTAR. —Dismissal. 
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For still he has a word to say— 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or ‘* Fon.” 


DEAR S1R,—I ’ve just a word to speak about the Croydon 
meet this week, and here my tip I beg to place :— 


UNITED KINGDOM STEEPLECHASE, 


Perpend what time the Prophet speaks! 
Perpend while Fortune plays her freaks! 
Stand forth and take your rightful place, 
United Kingdom Steeplechase! 


The Seer suggests (but scarcely durst) 
That Munster surely will be first ; 
Tho’ Magna Charta seems to be 

The hope of all who would be free ; 
Yet Albert Cecil’s seems a case 

Of something better than a place ; 
Though, finally, they all may yield 
To subtle might of Thorny-field, 


And shall the Prophet leave it here? 
The Prophet proudly cries, ‘* No fear!” 





** Ignition’s light shall show the way.” 


Last week but one I meant to say, ** Huzza! huzza! hip, 
hip, hooray!” You'll own I’d most sufficient cause for 
giving way to self-applause if you will turn attention to the 
number issued last but two, where on a tip your eyes you ’ll 
clayp—the Four Oaks Hurdle Handicap (which race you know 
disclosed to view, Ridotto one, Attaché few, Dutch Organ 
three)—in which you'll read this very clever tip indeed (quite 
clear of all Prophetic mists) :— 


‘*T see Dutch Organ in the lists, 
I see Ridotto do his best, 
I see Attaché and the rest, 
With Theodora first! Hoorah!” 


You point to Theodora? Bah! I’m not so quickly over- 
matched,—she would have won, ut she was scratched, And 
so I siy with modest glee, who was it sent the winning three? 
It was—deny it if you can— 

TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man). 
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ROASTING PARNELL. 








NEW LHAVES. 


‘¢ William I., Emperor of Germany and King of Prussia,” by Wm. 
Beatty Kingston (George noutevge and Sons),—This succinct account 
of the leading incidents in Kaiser William's somewhat remarkable career 
is told by one who had exceptional opportunities of obtaining an accu- 
rate knowledge of them, and has a happy Kings-ton(e) manner of con- 
veying them to the reader, 

‘*A Bad Boy’s Diary’’ (F. Wame and Co,)—This is a handy form 
edition of a very amusing and immensely popular book. 

‘* The Blunders of a Bashful Man,” by the author of ‘‘ The Bad Boy’s 
Diary” (Warne and Co.), is evidently a companion book to the other, 
It is a cleverly piled up (perhaps a little over-piled) collection of inci- 
dents likely to befall a bashful man. We naturally sympathize with the 
suffering hero, as we know what it is to be a bashful man ‘‘ ourself:’’ it 
is a book to be laughed over, and not to be laughed at. 

**World Life,” by Henry Wentworth Monk (Catty and Dobson), is 
the first of an intended series of papers on the ‘‘ future existence and de- 
velopment of the aggregate human mind in the light of modern science,” 
and is calculated to make people open their eyes and ‘' see the stars” in 
a very different light from that in which they have hitherto seen them. 

** The hasan i of Adserteing. by Henry Sell (Sell), contains so 
much advice and information valuable to advertisers, or intending adver- 
tisers, that it is a ‘‘Seil” they should ‘‘ buy.” The same advice to 
‘*buy” the **Sell’s” admirably elaborated ‘* Advertiser’s Map of the 
British Isles” may be freely given. 








THE Medical Officer of Health for Fulham wrote a letter to the news- 
paper with the object of exculpating the Fulham Local Board from any 
blame in the ‘‘ Dancer’s Land Scandal.” And the letter succeeded in 
showing that while the Local Board were resolving that the medical 
officer be instructed to prepare a written statement, and the case was 
being referred to the Sanitary Committee, and the latter were meeting 
and hearing his report, and giving instructions that Watson should dis- 
continue, and appointing a sub-committee for the purpose of visiting, 
and Watson was wo discontinuing, a private person took the matter into 
his own hands and settled it. But, of course, any infection arising from 
the refuse would have been considerate enough to suspend operations 
pending the multifarious preliminaries of the Local Board. The pre- 
liminaries may have been unavoidable, but this will not affect the ap- 
parent moral—that a Local Board is only useful when there’s no hurry. 


Unsettled Bills. 


THE arrangements for the introduction of private Bills in the House of 
Commons promise well, The dates are all filled up to August Ist, and 
on some of the days it is said the Bills will be ‘‘three and four deep.” 
We have known bills to be brought in that were too deep to be under- 
stood. There are certain M.P.s who are also too deep to get to the 
bottom of, alas! At least so this deep-onent sayeth. 














KINDNESS to animals is not always thrown away. A couple of months 
attention to a promising chick has resulted before this in a fine fat bird. 
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A Breach of Promise Song. 


March, 1883.) 


GILLIs was my only joy; 
Now he’s faithless and unkind. 
Ne’er, I thought, an Irish bhoy 
Would have vow’d, and changed his mind ! 


Harmless. 


WHERE Envy dwells and Malice reigns, 
And Hatred holds a place, 
The three conspire with triple stains 
To soil our erring race. 
What bliss if all on earth were born 
As pure and good as I !— 
Though ever sickly—sad—forlorn— 
I never harmed a fly. 


Though lost to sight, to mem’ry dear, 
The days of auld lang syne, 

I heave the sigh and shed the tear 
For friends no longer mine. 

A lovely lot they all became 
As years went flitting by. 

But not for me their faults to blame; 
I never harmed a fly. 





In youth I plunged, as many do, 
O’er head and ears in love; 
And sweet it was to bill and coo 
Like any turtle-dove. 
She played me false: it soon occurred— 
But rather let me die 
Than breathe a single bitter word ;— 
I never harmed a fly. 


By scribbling ballads half the day 
I strive to earn my bread; 

But very rarely find a way 
To get my ballads read. 

No print my efforts ever see, 
However hard I try. 

Vindictive other bards would be ;— 
I never harmed a fly. 


Some disappointed wretches grow 
Demented now and then, 

And utter threats of utter woe 
Against their fellow-men. 

Though Fate its agonies may pile, 
The direst I defy, 

And greet them with a sickly smile ;— 
I never harmed a fly. 


MR. BARRAOUD, the photographer, of Regent 


| Circus, went to Cannes, not to the Carnival, 


but to take the Grand Old Man’s portrait. It 
is a good one, even to the extent of showing 
that a Prime Minister can have a slightly frayed 
collar. It is creditable to the G. O. M. that 
he has a soul above fine linen, and to Mr. 
Barraud that he can come it so well with his 
came-ra. 


As You Wear! 


Let the cynics say what they will, the sym- 
pathizers with the Oxford and Cambridge 
crews will persist in wearing their colours. f 
course they will. It is only another instance 
of human “‘ per-varsity.” 








EVERY man among the Cantabs will doubt- 
less work hard to win, and will deserve the ap- 
pellation of a Cam-*' brick.” The Oxonians, 
on the other hand, may be expected to take 
things coolly, for they are used to Isis. 








THe First *‘Rows” oF Sprinc.—The 


Varsity trial ‘* spins.” 


‘Picked up near a certain Court on a day in 
































A BLUE-BELLE. 


Behold this charming blue-belle on the watch, 
Prepared to see the rival crews contest ; 
Our boating friend remarks, ‘‘ She should be 

Scotch, 
Because,” says he, ‘‘ she’s as a ‘Cam ’-belle 
dressed.” 


Some “Racy” Scraps, 
CERTAIN of Swann’s partisans at Cambridge wished him to be stroke, But this was wellnigh 


impossible. How could they turn a Swann into dux? 
Swann, by the weigh, scales 12 st. 13 lb. We should have thought that he had been more 
jut, at any rate, we can’t say anything against this 


of an electric-light weight than that. 
Swann’s ‘‘ feather.” 


Those who believe in omens find the result of the race in the fact that ‘‘ Hunt ” and ‘‘ Lyon” 
are the two ‘‘coxens.” Precedent and common sense demand that on the race day the ‘‘ Hunt” 
shall be after the ‘‘ Lyon”—in other words, OXFORD WILL WIN! 





With this young lady he has made a bet, 
That soon the Cantabs ‘neath defeat will 
smart, 
And though he hasn’t lost his bet as yet, 
’T is clear our boating friend has lost his— 
heart. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 








luk Otymeic.—JustT THE S&TCH FOR 


our Boat Raca NumBer., 


NING CREU-SA. 


Tue WIin- 


ISS GENEVIEVE WARD, 


whose reputation is established 
as an actress of exceptional 
power and ability, reveals, to any 
one who has carefully watched 
her short spell of ‘‘office” at the 
Olympic, almost fatal weakness 
as a manageress in her choice of 
plays and her choice of a com- 
pany. Medea, presented at a 
morning performance on the 3rd 
instant, is a piece, to begin 
with, quite out of the range of 
modern sympathies, and the cha- 
racters were for the most part 
quite out of the range of the 
powers of their representatives. 
Even Miss Ward’s own perform- 
ance was lacking in a very impor- 
tant item ; unless the audience is 
made to feel ‘‘the pity of it” 
amid Medea’s woes, thecharacter 
sinks into a mere vulgarly vio- 
lent woman, a passionate virago, 


of whom her husband is well rid, and whom her children may well run 


from in fear. 


She may presenta noble figure, her scorn may be grandly 
‘expressed, her sarcasm withering ; and Miss Ward brings out all these 


points with telling force and consummate art ; but lacking the touch of 
tenderness—and she does lack it, unfortunately—the sympathy of the 


audience is alienated, 
and as the too uni- 
formly gloomy and 
' somewhat harshly and 
| unimaginatively - told 
story provides no 
other refuge for it, it 
sails away altogether. 


The performance, 
however, was one of 
great insight and 


power, and obviously 
the outcome of the 
careful and and ear- 
nest study which is a 
characteristic of Miss 
Ward in all she does. 


Mr. W. H. Ver- 


' 
| 
’ 









Tue Ocvuric.—Orrugvus AND THE LIAR. 


non is not quite at home in sucha character as Jason, but he is too prac- 


tised an actor to make any mistakes, 


Mr. J. A. Rosier has a curious 


mode of expressing pathetic appeal or protest, which is to lean well for- 
ward, hold a clenched fist well backward, and indulge that and his head 
n a series of little paralytic jerks by way of emphasis ; the result is the 
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MS 
Cue Orveric—“* 


MY CHILDREN 
HAUSTED !" 


ARE 


For WEK 
TRAVELLED THUS FROM TOWN TO TOWN: 


WE HAVE 


WELUNICH &> 


reverse of impressive. Miss 
Lucy Buckstone was a very 
colourless Creusa. The rest of 
the cast calls for no comment. 
The Annual ‘Carnivals- 
Fest ” of the German Gymnastic 
Socicty was held with great 
Spirit at the society’s stronghold 
at King’s Cross on the 3rd. 
Mr. McQueen's amusing and 
novel acrobatic troupe, with 
that crack gymnast, Mr. Klein, 
at their head, and the comical 
clown Simons at their tail, was 
probably ‘Ae show of the even- 
ing ; but the Blue Flannel Army 
and the German and English 
Dramatic Companies ran them 
hard : to see Mr. Douglas Cox, 


characteristically got up as a | 


** Richardson’s showman,”’ pio- 
neering the latter among the 
anachronistically costumed 


crowd, was indeeda noble sight; | 


nor was Mr. 
tt injure ) k 


P. S. Levi, the 
nai . tte 1 








notice that the company was not only possessed of a highly impressive 
ghost, but that it “walked.” Other amusements of the evening con. 





GgsRMAN GYMNASIUM.— ENGLISH DRAMA- 
Tic COMPANY: THE ‘‘GuHoST"’ WALKS. 


room play, because it will be presented at Court. 


On the same evening the Avenue 
will come under the double-barrelled 
management of Messrs. Hollingshead 
and Gunn, when Offenbach’s Belle 
Lurette will be presented for the first 
time in Engiish. The belle may find 
the English public cold at first, but let 
her if she is a-Belle Lurette to her, 
and all will be well. 





To-night (Wednesday) Mr. Bu- 
chanan’s Storm Beaten is produced at 
the Adelphi. Let us hope it will meet 
with no storm (but a storm of ap- 

lause), and not be beaten at all; and 
et us further hope that the Adelphi 
will bea storm-centre for many months 
to come, 





The Easter novelties, in addition to 
those mentioned above, will be (on 
the Saturday) Carl Rosa’s English 
Opera Company at Drury Lane, with 
twonovelties— Co/oméaand Esmeralda 
—on the list, for which everybody will 


be eagerly ‘‘ onthe list too;” and 7he Merry Duchess (the music of which 
they say is very Clay-ver) at the 
Royalty ; and on the Monday Mr. 
Leader will commence his Voyage 40 
the Moon at Her Majesty’s (he has 
taken some advertising flights already); 
and Cymbia, a new opera bouffe by 
Messrs, Harry Paulton and Florian 
Paschal, willsee the light at the Strand. 
So bang the drums and clash the 
cymbials, there’s plenty of fun in store 
for the critics—and plenty of critiques 
in store for Fun. 


KRovat Victrorta Co: 
An M.D. (¢.¢., Mepicaz 
TRATOR.) DEMONSTRATING 


Fee Harti.— 
Denon 


Ensnared, produced at the Gaiety 
on Thursday last, is one of those pieces 
which, no matter how clever its dia- 
logue or skilled the acting brought to 
bear upon it, never make any °F 
success with an English audience ; and, 
except that Miss Alexes Leighton and 
Mr. Philip Beck played in the last} 
act better than I have ever seen cither| 
of them play before—and Mr. Beck, 
in particular, is rapidly becoming 4 
clever actor—I do not think there 15| 


sisted in admiring each other’s 
fancy costumes, ‘‘dancing on 
the monstre platform,” and dis. 
cussing the ‘‘ Bill of Lading ” in 
the ‘‘ Ober Saal.” 


The March programme of the 
Royal Victoria Coffee Hall is 
quite as attractive and indica. 
tive of energy and search after 
novelty as the previous one, A 
‘*Great Medical Temperance 
Demonstration” has a unique 
sound about it, and one was 
held on Friday last, with Dr, 
Norman Kerr, M.D. (Medical 
Demons'rator, of course), in the 
chair. 





Mr, Pinero’s play at the Court 
Theatre will put in a rather un- 
expectedly early (though none 
the less welcome) appearance on 
Saturday week. I presume it 
is not necessarily a drawing- 





THe GERMAN GyMNastus.—** ALL 
THE FUN OF THE FAIR. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
; THE BOAT RACE, 


To THE EDITOR oF ** Fun,” 


DEAR S1R,—The time when we must choose between the | 
crews of rival blues—that is, supposing that we share the in- | 
terest in this affair that servant girls, and City clerks, and 
ladies’-maids, and betting sharks, and members of the Four- 
in-Hand, the man who keeps the coffee-stand, Her Gracious | 
Majesty the Queen, and Miss De Vere and Mrs. Green, and 
touts and members of the Press, and dukes and duchesses pro- 
fess—I say the time when we must choose between the crews | 
of rival blues has now arrived, and you’ll no doubt discover | 
that I’ve worked it out with subtle brain and nervous pen, 
and all my wonted acumen. So here I place within your 


grip 





My QvuITE UNRIVALLED BOAT Race TIP. 


When the crew of the Cantabs has mustered its boats, 
And selected the one which (presumably) floats, 

And when every man has with care been got in, 

And there’s no one has fractured its delicate skin ; 
When the thwarts have been sat on without giving way, 
And when slides, urged to motion, consent to obey, 
When the gut on the rowlock is strong and unfrayed, 
When the oar that is used hasn’t split in the blade, 
When the rowlock is firm and the rudder will act, 
When the stretcher, though pressed on, continues intact, 
And the burden will bear (to the maker’s chagrin), 
Why, it’s just on the cards that the Cantabs will win. 


And it’s that, on their merits, is what they should do, 
And it’s time that Dame Fortune was kind to them too; 
But then Oxford is handy, and Oxford is good, 

And the Prophet ’s been truthful whenever he could 
Through the whole of his clever career, and his voice 

Is given for Oxford—for Oxford ’s his choice. 








I think you ’ll find this tip promote an interest in either 
boat, and fancy I can ‘‘fit it in,” whichever crew contrives 
to win; although in the result, perhaps, a lot of ill-condi- 
tioned chaps who ’ve misconceived my noble aims will deal 

















me out abusive names; but that has ever been the fate of 
people who vaticinate, and so I cannot well complain, but 
just contentedly remain (which is indeed the better plan), 
TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man). 








A Warm Member. 
As if it were not enough that dynamite was lately discovered 
in a post-office in Ireland, Mr. Kennard, M.P., recently gave 
notice that he would ‘‘ blow up” the P.O. Savings Bank De- 
partment authorities 7¢ the block of work therein. Good 
gracious, we Kennardly believe it ! 





A Cow-ARDLY TRICK.—Putting ‘‘ whey” on the boat. 


WAT-ER NOTION! 


First Aquatic One.—‘* WELL, I BELIEVE OXBRIDGE WILL WIN, By- 
THE-BYE, | SEE IT SAYS THAT NO, 5 IN THEIR BOAT ‘TOOK THE WATER 
WELL,’”’ 

Temperance Lurty (overhearing ).—‘‘ INDEED, YOUNG MAN! ITGLADDENS 
MY HEART TO HEAR YOU SAY THAT. I HOPE THE YOUNG ABSTAINER’S 
EXAMPLE WILL DO GOOD AMONG HIS COMPANIONS; AND I TRUST YOU 
GENTLEMEN WILL YET WEAR THE BLUE RIBBON,” 

Second Aquatic One.—‘*OH, YES, WE SHALL DO so——” 

Temperance One (gleefully ).—*‘ Y8S—YES—AND WHEN?” 

Second Aquatic One.—‘**‘OnN Boat Race DAY WE ALWAYS DO, YoU 
PTT eat. GY | KNOW. My FRIEND WEARS THE ‘ DARK,’ AND I THe ‘Licurt,’” 


[ Zemperance Party collapses. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


On Fridays ze 3, in ze House of Lords, ze Earl of Writesdale— 

















° ye oY oe I sall mean for 
, Write read Rede, 
DONT RECKON YOUR | \ ) Lag vich vill be right. 
H1C KEN ot ie Bien! I vas goto 

o>) ! to say his lord- 

BEFORE THEY ABS a> na ships he date ze 

aaa S figs—I sall mean 


fax ze date—after 
ven ze Private 
Bil's sall not be 
4 read, LordGran- 
is 543 ville he say he 
have r¢cu Lloyd’s 
—mnon, we de- 
spatch from ze 
Duffer in Egypt. 
Zat is vat at first 
I understand ; 
mats, bientét, je 
comprends que 
J’ avais mal- 
compris. Lord 


Granville espik of ze Lord Dufferin, who is ze reverse of duffer. 





ee 











In ze Commons ve hear viz regrets Doctare Playfair vill resign zc 
ship of ze Chairman of Vays and of Means. Zen ve go into Supply. 
I sought it vas somesink to eat ; it is not, malheureusement! 

Mondays, ze §.—Ze Lords are on ze motion of Lord Lansdowne for 
Commission to see how to give largare peasant proprietary. Ze motion 
iz vizdraw. 


In ze Commons ze General Postmaster is come back vell—encore, he | 


is velcome back. Mr. Baxter demand if ze American mails are more 
regular zan ours, and fastare. I say, ‘*Sare, I know nozzink of Ameri. 
can mails, but ze American females are ‘ regulare clippares.’”’ Every. 
body say ‘‘ Hear!” tvice. Suddenly zare is lots of hips and hoorays 
Voici! he iscome! It is, it is ze lost long Grand Old Man! Zey try 
to shake off his hand, ze Tories and ze V Lncore Supply. Randy 
vant to know if ze Boers blow up ze natifs vit dynamite. He is a bit 


_ of a bore himself, Ze G, O. M. blow up Randy. 


Tuesdays. —Bravo, milors! You vill not have ze vorking man made 
go to ze public house to receive his vages, and to leave too much of it zare. 

In ze Commons Mr. Sellar go in for reform of Private Bill legislation. 
It is his maiden espeech. Most cellar is undare ground ; but zis von vill 
rise in ze House. 

Vennisdays.—Mr. Anderson move ze twice reading of ze Cruelty to 
Animals Amendment Act. It is good to sink zare are so many voices to 
plead for ze innocent creatures. 

Lord Randolph do not believe in ze torment, I mean tournament, ¢’¢s/ 
la méme chose, of ze doves. Ze Bill is carry. 
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A LARGE ORDER. 
\ 


I TAKE the paper, and I trace 

The symptoms of the coming race, 

For in a par. the reader notes 

The Cambridge crew have ordered boats. 


The merest dunce, however thick, 
Admits the crews must take their pick ; 
- hand ’em 4oa/s—a fig for one 

ith aught important to be done. 
Now, what do all the papers say? 
There isn’t any news to-day ; 
Oh, yes! the ‘‘ Cambridge got afloat, 
Returned, and took another boat,”’ 


And now we notice that the crew 
Have ordered other boats—a few— 
Because they've had to fling away 
The few they ordered t’ other day. 
And later on we read the news 
About the all-important crews, 

And find the papers tell us how 
They ’ve ordered boats—a dozen now 


Then later still the news we con 

To see how Meyrick’s getting on, 
And find the crew have come ashore, 
Have ordered other boats—a score. 
Thereafter we consult the press 
Concerning how the crew progress, 
And find them ordering a dose 

Of other boats—about a gross. 


And now we set our minds to face 
The swearing crowds and see the race, 
Not dreaming Fulham could display 
So dense a forest on the way. 

It’s not a wood, at nearer sight, 

But cast-off ‘‘ vessels” set upright ; 
And now and then we have to stay 
And take an axe and hew our way. 


ao a 








‘ 4 


And here ’s a mountain, to the tips 
Built wholly of discarded “ships,” 
And by the time we ’ve scaled it, lo ! 
The race is finished days ago. 

And here’s a man with voice that grate 
Forlornly hawking rac g eights : ? 


gh a penny buy 
7 
| 





SOCIAL SKETOHSS. 


No. IX.—BOWDLER BOOLS. 


GUILE, trickery, and deceits of all kinds are probably not incom. 
patible with blushing. No reasonable being should ever seek to main- 
tain, however, that the operation of blushing proves either guilt or 
innocence on the part of the blushist.] écet 

Bowdler Bools was zesthetic and nervous. It may be questioned 
whether Christ Church, Oxford, ever possessed a more artistic and gentle 





student; his sympathetic tenderness to the scouts, his respect for proctors, } 


were somewhat touching. Happily he would spend the day paddling 


about the Isis, gazing on water-lilies, and beaming tenderly at the soft- } 


eyed cattle on the banks. How the rosy tints seemed to illume his 
pale green features when, at a wine party, he was asked to compound a 
‘¢ rumfustian.”’ 


‘* Jones,” he would warble, ‘‘ whisk me up the yolks of a dozen eggs. | 


Smith, mix a quart of old ale and a pint of gin together. Robinson, 
pour a bottle of sherry into a saucepan, with some cinnamon, nutmeg, 
lemon-peel, and sugar. Jackson, when it boils pour it upon the gin and 
beer, and let me taste it.” Then ruby flushes of modesty invariably 
mounted to his brow. 





Jack Taunt, strange to say, was Bowdler’s intimate friend. Jack wa 
stroke in the college boat, and his anatomy seemed to consist of a variety 
of granite-like bumps and mounds. Pleasantly Bowdler used to chat 
about Agostino Chigi, the friend of Raffaelle ; playfully he oft discoursed 
about the inebriated peasantry depicted by Jan Steen, and babbled anent 
Watteau’s panels. The athlete listened good-naturedly and smiled, while 
perhaps his own mind wandered towards training, diet, perpetual tub- 
bing, &c,, and sometimes, possibly, towards Mercy Wingate. 

Mercy Wingate was the daughter of an Oxford chemist, and was 
generally beloved by all undergraduates more or less. Mercy, being 
somewhat ambitious, aspired to eventually becoming a lady doctor, so 
consequently tried experiments with her father's drugs whenever she got 
an opportunity. She once fumigated the paternal rooftree with sul- | 
phur, and hastened the death of her grandmother ; she manufactured a 
blister for her elderly aunt which, being applied, brought on erysipelas ; 
she even anointed her father’s barren head with a concoction that abso- 
lutely scalped him. But she was beautiful, and had her idolaters. Taunt 
and Bowdler both loved her. 

Everything had gone well. Christ Church had bumped Trinity and 
Corpus, so their boat was the head of the river, and Taunt was jubilant. 
He acccrdingly matched himself against Snookins, of Corpus, for a quiet 
little pull at—well, well! we won’t say how much a side. Here was 4 
chance for Mercy, She made her admirer decoctions of coltsfoot, which 
he took ; and as she had found out that cockroaches were really con- 
vertible into a valuable tonic by being diluted in spirit, she prescribed 
this reviver, and Taunt took it. Bowdler also became enthusiastic, and 
assisted in making mixtures for the athlete. 

Duly the morning arrived. Before starting, Taunt called on Mercy 
with Bowdler. Mercy dropped her bottle of tonic in her nervousness 

**No matter! I have one you gave me last night, Miss Mercy, cried 
Bowdler. ‘*‘ Drink it, Jack.” 

He did, became giddy and groggy before he'd pulled twenty boat: 
lengths, and lost the race. 


Bowdler Bools certainly had betted heavily on Snookins, and he 
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‘ARRY ON THE RIVER. 


WHEN ’Arry goes out on the spree, 
There’s little cause for doubting 
That there most probably will be 
A deal of noise and shouting; 
Because it is his constant way 
To turn to very rowdy play 
In order to enjoy the day 
He’s chosen for an outing. 


But though the nuisances on land 
Of which he is the giver 

Are odious, you ’ll understand 
He’s worse upon the river; 

For then the conduct of this lad 

Is dangerous as well as bad, 

Enough to drive the nervous mad, 
And make the bold ones shiver. 


O ’Arry! mus?¢ your line of fun 
Be that of Punchinello? 
And can you think that ev’ry one 
Delights to hear you bellow? 
Must all your games contain a spice 
Of something not exactly nice? 
Come, take a bit of good advice, 
And bea better fellow. 
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THE “VARSITY BLUES. 
From Various Views ) 
THE CHAPPIES. 
YAAS, the Boat Wace is all vewy well, don’t you know, 
To bet on, or see fwom the shaw, 
But we can’t compwehend why those “undergwads” \ 
For all labour’s a deuce of a baw. 
Fancy having to undergo twaining, and that, 
And wowing for miles when wequired ‘ 
Not one of us “ chappies” would be such a flat ; 
Bai Jove! it would make us too tired, 
And spoil us for being admired ! 


THE ALSTHETI 

We protest ’gainst this fleshly Boat Racing aftair ; 
What is muscle compared to the mind ? 

We pity the Philistine beings who stare 
At sports of this horrible kind. 

No “blue” charmeth ws, save the blue so ‘ 
Which on certain old china we see ; 

We’re quite too “ consummate,”—too “ utter’’ in sense 
To aquatics to e’er bow the knee. 
No, to “cultchaw” devoted are wre .’ 


THE CHUCKLEHEADS, 
We make up our minds for a glorious day 
Whenever the ’Varsities row 
For, hiring some boats, we get right in the way, 
And the public admires us, you know. 
We flounder about, with our simpering smile, 
Iie’re so clever (who dares say we’re sot ? 
And nobody ever attempts to revile 
Our rowing— or wishes us shot 
Or calls us a lunatic lot! 
THE B.P.s IN GENERAL. 
A chance for an “ outing” we reckon the race, 
So we rush to the river with glee ; 
We don’t care who wins it, or who gets a place, 


So long as good rowing we see. 
Still we’d like to be told what these “ undergrads” mean 
By stopping the “ Saturday show ;” 
but, of course (we forgot), they all blush to be seen 
They fancy publicity’s low, 
And that’s why on Thursday they ’ll row. 
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Ye who in youth or age float Thames’s | First, Childhoed, age of pinafores and 


tide frocks, , 
In launches up or down, across in ferrys, With gladsome heart and eyes with 
On barges slowly glide, on steamers ride, pleasure brimming, 
Pull skiffs or outriggers, pole punts, | Devoid of boots, and destitute of socks, 
row wherries ; A toy boat in a placid streamlet swim- 


boating’s several | ming, ; 
| With hopes all centred on the tiny sail 
swells and fills with fairy breath- 
blown gale. 


List, while I sing of 
Stages, 

Apportioned, 
ages. 


like man’s life, in seven | Whi h 


’ 














the 





From youth to Manhood. Summer lea; But Aiper lea expand slender 
from spring, waist, 

And poorest buds reveal the blossom And ‘Time's a foe to muscular exertion, 

rarest ; Though river beauties still may please the 
Rowing to manhood is not every thing, taste, 


When she who's rowed is fairest of the , Rowing’'s a toil, and not a sweet diver- 
| fairest. sion. 
Heedless they float and drift in sunlit' Then when the happy pair would go 
weather, afloat, 
| Nothought, nocare,sothat they betogether. A hired waterman propels the boat 





ON THE RIVER; OR, THE SEVEN AGES OF BOATING. 
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Then Boy/vod, seen in the young school 
boy C ub, 
Eager toshow his strength in manly tussk 
Afloat, the first time, in a leaky tub, 
And straining ev'ry sinew, nerve, and | 
muscle; 
His sculls, like windmill sails, in circles 
twining, 
The boat's nose round the compass swiftly 
whirling. 


vext look on Youth, all spruce and spick 
and span, 
As in an outrigger he takes his station. 
His dearest longing—to be thought 
man, 
His dearest love—the love of admiration. 
He glides the stream on pleasure bent, not 
duty, 
| Close to the bank, and craves the smile 

















l — 





Last stage of all, the Age of Hisdow, sce 
front, Which faces chill Thames fogs withcut 
In sleepy bliss expectantly he dangles a shiver, 
A line with hook and worm from offapunt, |Nocares,notroubles, happy, blithe and fre 
And dozes, smokes, and drinks, yet } Roofed warm and dry in house-boat on 








Creeps A/:az/e .1ge with slow step to the 








thinks he angles. the river. 

The roaches, chubs, and jacks, the !While youth and beauty fill the creamirg 
breams and daces, j glasses, 

Deride his efforts with disdain’s gri- |The heated crew with straining sinews— 
inaces, passes. 











The Science of ‘‘ Cheek,” 


_“* Tur deputy-sheriffs have been unable to find the captain and mate of the White 
Star steamer Aepudiic, against whom the stowaway, Thomas Douse, has Liought an 
action Jor ilicgal detention on the arrival of the vessel at New York.” 

AND 

“Timothy Harrington, committed to Mullingar Jail as an ordinary convicted pri- 
soner, Aaving refused to obey the prison regulations, the Lord Lieutenant has directed 
his removal to Ga!way Prison, where the accommodation is better than at Mullingar 
Jail’ ('y 

The above are two interesting examples of the ‘‘ cheek” that van- 
quisheth and prevaileth. We beg to add the following pieces of intel- 
ligence, which, though not corroborated up to the time of going to press, 
will doubtless be so in a day or two :— 

Foote, Ramsey, and Kemp, the Frethinker convicts, having distinctly 





| 


stated their absolute objection to undergo the sentences of hard labour, 


it has been decided to treat them as first-class misdemeanants in the 
Clock Tower at Westminster. 


Stabby O’Bullet, a native of Ireland, has brought an action for da- 
mages under peculiar circumstances. It appears that during Mr. 
Forster's residence in Dublin O’B. got up alittle independent plot among 
himself, with the object of taking the Secretary’s life; and he now claims 
to be compensated for the time wasted in fruitlessly waiting for Mr. 
Forster, and for a large expenditure upon knives and revolvers, as well 
as for loss of reputation consequent upon failure to carry out his plan. 
He has also taken out a criminal information against the defendant fo: 
wilful annoyance by keeping out of the way. Under the circumstances, 
the authorities have felt themselves compelled to arrest Mr. Forster. 

The speculative builders have joined themselves into an association 
to prosecu'e all persons refusing to take villas built upon garbage-pits. 
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THE MISSING H-—|! 


| DISCOVERY OF AN ATROCIOUS AND ENTIRELY NON. 
| EXISTENT CONSPIRACY, INVOLVING WELL-KNOWN 
| PERSONAGES !! 





| 
' 
; 
' 
i 





| WE are proud to state that this paper has leen the means of bringing 
to light the existence of the wholly imaginary conspiracy against th: 
| lately-discovered h ss, and anticipate therefrom an enormous increase 
'in oursale. We are prepared to vouch for the untrustworthiness of the 
correspondent from whom we have received the following detai's : 
| Europr, March 14th.—Accident has enabled me to lay my finger 
‘upon the clue to, perhaps, the most Awful and Barbarous Conspiracy 
ever known to civilization, It appears that from the very first the de- 
| tails of the Search for the M*ss*ng H*ir*ss spread the utmost alarm and 
consternation in the ranks of a certain branch of the literary profession, 
-and that the members of it long ago entertained Plans for the Defence 
of their Interests. From incorrect Information now in my possession, I 
_ discover that as early as a year ago a preliminary meeting of the profes- 
/sion was held, on which occasion the conspirators wore CRAPE Masks, 
and were armed tothe teeth; but it was not until February last that the 
| meeting was held at which the FEARFUL PLANs were conceived and the 
| K&VOLTING RESOLUTIONS adopted. The following details, from the 
pen of one who was NOT PRESENT, are wholly unfounded in fact : — 

To ensure secresy, an obscure room, known to the initiated as 
‘*Ex*t*r H*ll,” had been secured for the meeting ; and, as the silent 
| hour of noon approached, the conspirators, disguised to the very eyes, 
cautiously entered the building. 

Grim and fearful determination sat upon each face around the tab!c, 
The aged chairman, one V°ct*r H**o, who spoke with a I’rench accent, 
arose with gleaming eyes. 

‘‘It is the crime of the Actual against the Inactual!” he whispered 
hoarsely. ‘* The Imaginative must take the weapon of the Keal to crush 
the Ac‘ual!”’ 

















; 
‘ 





A murmur of grim resolve made the silence more significant. 

‘*Is Fact to try its blundering hand at Fiction while 7 am here?” 
shouted Ch*ri*s Re*de; and an earthquake followed. 

‘‘ Suppose he actually finds her!” muttered a third voice; ‘‘ what ’s 
the use of writing a novel after that?” 

‘* Are our vested rights in Improbability to be snatched from us by 
mere fact ?’’ asked another. 

At this point a telegram arrived from Dublin. ‘' The worst is come!” 
hissed round the assembly. ‘‘ She is found—in a menial position—after 
twenty years cdd—doorsteps—workhouse—all, all here !”’ 

‘This thing must not get into the papers,’’ said the chairman. 

A dozen hands clutched a dozen bottles of poison, 

‘*Or the novel writer may as well give up his calling.” 

** Too late !”’ screamed a brother, producing an evening paper; ‘all 
.3 made public. Weare undone!” The assembly sobbed hysterically. 

‘** And I had worked out precisely that plot for my next novel,” groaned 
wenty baffled novelists. Then followed a long and heartrending silence. 

‘‘She must be got at,” said a husky voice, amid a general shudder ; 
‘one of us must marry her, and induce her to publish a denial of the 
vhole story.” A hundred devoted authors unselfishly offered themselves 
or the mission. 

‘It may suffice,” said another, ‘‘that we undertake to keep her tup- 

lied gratis with new novels on condition of the public denial.” 

‘‘ The editors,” said the first voice, ‘‘ must be got at too!” 

A hundred hands toyed with a hundred dinner menus. 

** And if they refuse !” And ten thousand index fingers pointed 

a sugar hogshead filled with dynamite, upon which the chairman sat. 
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it 
but the Goths 


DITTIHNS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MELODIES OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. 37.—A Sone or Severity. 
Atr—‘' /t’s all about nothing at all!” 


THOUGH many a matter of which I've to speak 
Is all about nothing at all, 
Some things which occur in the course of a week 
Are not about nothing at all. 
There ’s Waterloo Bridge giving way at the base 
With a future intention to fall; 
They ’re taking right measures for meeting“the case, 
But it shouldn’t have happened at all. 
No one can call bridges that fall 
(Or threaten it) nothing at all, 
Although the amount 
Of the ‘‘little account,"’ 
Of course, will be *‘ nothing at all!" 


When students in Germany duel all day 
(And all about nothing at all!) 
The ugly results which occur from the fray 
Are probably nothing at all 
(Except to the parties who have to submit 
To the slashes and slits that befall); 
And Kailways are driving us into a fit— 
Is ‘ha? about nothing at all ? 
Let us avenge threatened Stonehenge, 
Buttermere, Epping, and all ; 
Let’s scalp and dissect 
The ‘‘things” * that ‘* Direct "— 
But hang it! that’s mothing af al. 











iicre s drinking their health and good luck to the crews, 
(We ’d drink about nothing at all), 
Though they give us an annual fit of the blews, 
And all about nothing at all. 
There ’s some one’s invented electrical fans; 
From Pondoland threatenings fall; 
Some /reethinker creatures are balked in their plans— 
But this is all nothing at all, 
Nothing at all, nothing at all, 
Extradition seems nothing at all— 
The criminal’s chance in the West or in France 
Can mot be called nothing at all. 


We see Mr, Playfair has just had to walk— 
Was ¢hat about nothing at.all ? 
And Parliament nightly continues to talk, 
And all about nothing at all, 
A Drawing Koom held with an east wind around, 
The mansion at Wrotham Park’s fall, 
Are very good subjects for parties who're found 
To talk about nothing at all. 
But (though our pow’rs, reader of ours, 
You into question should call) 
'T would be very wrong 
To say of my song 
It ’s all about nothing at all. 
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Y Then trey both sulked, ait ditn't enjoy the» 
Bill an lary (wh than r) ry). —**KKFGLAR INSULTED BY TH’ LANDLORD OVER 1 
, ASK I (SL AS OH ALE, AN’ HE , “CHALK YER NAMES ON THE COUNTER, AN’ TAKE A ’ARF-HOUR STROLL, 
RE INTO WFR LRAC LERKSH 3 ] : YER.’ Diss;susiin’! SHAN’T STOP TO SEE THE BLESSID KA 











At the Holborn Restaurant DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND 
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SLASHES AND PUPFS 


HERE is something very pleasant to 
an old playgoer in the sight of 
Miss Amy Sedgwick’s face ; it is 
somewhat of a rarity nowadays 
(which enhances its value, of course), 
for Miss Sedgwick not unsuccess- 
fully courts eminence in another 
sphere than that in which her 
earlier triumphs were made; but 
there is a reminder in it, to some 
of us who shall be nameless, of 
those happy days—not so very far 
off, perhaps, but still far enough off 
to impress with the impossibility of 
their recall, and so gild them with 
the fictitious glory of the unattain- 
able—when we went to the theatre 
solely to enjoy ourselves, and not 
with the awful duty upon us of 
sitting in stern judgment upon 
author and actor, and slashing or 
puffing them according to the opi- 
nion or mood of the moment, and 
before the advent of that growing 
anxiety which is upon us not to re- 
move our hats in public places except upon extreme compulsion, for 
fear of revelations more interesting to hairdressers than satisfactory to 
ourselves. 








— —<— ~~» 

Str. Georce’s Hart.—Miss Sepc- 
wick as “ Buzruz” In HIS SERJBANT 
Arrgat To A Baitisn Jury. 





After a very extensive run in the provinces, where she has gained all 
sorts of good opi- 
nions and a goodly 
supply of press no- 
tices, the lady 
above alluded to 
gave a recital at 
St. George's Hall 
on the 8th instant. 
Although the se- 
lections involving 
the interpretation 
of more than one 
character suffered 
the usual diminu- 
tion of interest by 
being represented 
by a single person, 
Miss Sedgwick, by 
the exercise of a fine dramatic instinct and considerable powers of indi- 
vidualizing character, succeeded in reducing the objection (which is not 
a serious objection, perhaps) to a minimum, and in what may be called 
the single pieces, or recitations proper, left nothing to be desired. Eliza 
Couk’s much be-parodied ‘*Old Arm-Chair” assumed dignity, and not 
a little pathos, in her bands, and it would not be easy to surpass the un- 
foiced truth of her interpretation of ‘*‘ Pope’s Ode,” while her well- 
known celivery of the ‘Speech of Serjeant Buzfuz,” a piece of comic 
acting of the highest class, is sufficient evidence of her versatility. 





Tus Gaisty.—“' Beck! Back! stTanp Beck!” 


I gave a hurried note on Mr. Frith’s Anssared last week; this week 
“‘the young gentleman who illustrates these notes” gives a hurried 
sketch on the 
same subject— 
let us hope to 
the satisfaction 
of all parties. 





In spite of in- 
feriorstage-craft 
and occasional 
maive puerili- 
ties, Mr. A. C. 
Calmour’s 
Wives. produced 
at a Vaudeville 
afternoon 





per- 

= formance, con- 
Tue VaUprvitte.—Propasue APPEARANCE OF FLORENCE tains many 
HarGaave s “Goop Doc” naninp THe ScENRs. points of dis- 





tinct originality; 
the ; © appears, in fact, to have the faculty of calling up some good 
ideas Withowm possessing the power of successfully grappling with th. 


‘ter 





ness in it ; there is originality, truth, poetry 


thing’almost comic in the final treatment of the bad genius of the piece, 
Mrs. Thompson: after scheming to wreck the happiness of several lives 


in a particularly heinous manner, she is told by her intended victims 
that it was ‘*‘ un. 


friendly” of her 
(which seems rather 
a mild term) and 
there the matter 
rests! A more 
glaring fault is to 
be found in the cir- 
cumstance that the 
story finishes long 
before the fall of the 
curtain ; this, how- 
ever, is not beyond 
remedy. The cha- 
racter of Major 
Bolder is rough, 
objectionable, __re- 
dundant, and con. 
ventional, besides 
being untrue, and even Mr. Irish’s humour failed to make it anything 
buta nuisance. Lady Flirty is a faint reflection of Mrs. Candour in 74 
School for Scandal, and was not particularly well played. Florence, 
the heroine, whose attraction for all the unmarried male characters is a 
trifle suspicious, is a not very wise or a very prudent young lady, and 
more than deserves the slight punishment she receives, viz., about a 
couple of hours’ misunderstanding with her husband, 





Tue VAUDEVILLE.—A LITTLE Row IN WHICH THE 
SHORTER IS THE BOLDER. 





Harry Staunton is a good conception rather cavalierly treated by the 
author, and made the most of by Mr. Glenny, who possesses the true 
instincts of an actor ina marked degree; the small part of Lord Entail, 
too, contains a novel turn which is very welcome, and the character of 
Mrs, Thompson, whose affections can scarcely be said to resemble a 
railway ticket in the respect of being *‘ not transferable,” is a character 
possible and not 
uninteresting, 
and I am in- 
clined to con- 
sider reasonably 
well played by 
Miss Ellen Ed- 
miston. Toone 
strong scene she 








was quiteequal, Tue Vaupeviti.e.—Tue Prot or Wives—FReD AFTER THE 
but the lady ZuLu, FLo arteR Frep, Harry AFTER FLo, anp Har- 
has an unfor- RIET AFTER Harry. 

tunate _-voice, 


which has a disturbing influence upon the judgment at times. Mr. H. J. 
Lethcourt and Miss Maud Cathcart were hardly up to the full require- 
ments of Frederick and Florence; a kind of love scene in the first act 
was most solemnly colourless. Mr, W. C, Garthorne merits a word of | 
praise for a neat representation of a subordinate part, and Mr. Fred 
Thorne must have wondered what the individual he represented wanted 
in the piece at all. 





The principal piece was preceded by a new farce entitled 4 Remark- 
able Cure, a title dangerously suggestive of the author who could commit 
so tame an affair, although much of its tameness was no doubt due to its 
exposition. Miss Sophie Fane may be exempted from blame, however, 

and showed some 
(TA sprightliness and 
. ability as Bel. 
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The Silver King 
| reached the hun- 
Ws  dredth night of his 
{| /) reign on Thursday 
last, which is strong 
verification of the 
original (or rather 
vulgar) verdict 
passed upon it in 
its early days— 
‘*there’s money in 
it;” but there is 
more in it: there 
is heart and soul in 
it; there is earnest: | 
strength in it; and there 


THe VAUDEVILLE.—Lorp ENTAILS DIFFICULTY IN 
MAKING HEAD ENTAIL OF IT. Harry’S TAUNTON 
HIM AND FLO ACCUSING HIM OF FLO BEHAVIOUR 





ur... DD, e : “ed” 
Wilson Barrett and Miss Eastlake in 
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Review on the Brain. 
By A BRIGHTON Ipior. 


Ou, let me drop a volunéear, 

Since Easter Monday ’s coming near ; 
And sigh to think, with many frowns, 
Of camping on life’s ups and downs, 


For northern breezes, stiff as starch, 
Have made the Rifles think of march, 
And wildly eager to assault 

The lame and blind—but not the Aa/s. 


Assault, said I? 'T were no false flattery 
If I should say assault and dattery ; 

As cannon will be there to pound 
To—and with—powder all around. 


If all the news may be believed 

Which through the outfos¢ I’ve received, 
The gallant troops, in green or grey, 
Will come in umzform array, 











Of meat they won’t have any lack, 
For there shall be the Jeefouac ; 
And fruit they ’ll also get galore, 
Since every apple ’s with a corps. 


Then if this noble expedition 

Can’t turn the key of the position, ' 
They need but creep into the thicket, 
Seize the dead/ock, and simply fick zt. 


Civilians by the guns will tarry, 

Tom, Dick, and eke Martini- Harry ; 

And Mr. Gladstone they should ax, 
Since he so well wards off a ¢a.x. 


So to the field, fair ladies, come, 
And play beside the fife and drum ; 
Without a charge you'll get a seat, 
And quite enjoy the cool retreat. 





With telescopes, my worthy crew, 
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You all shall have a fine ve-view ; 
And though rain falls, it doesn’t boot— 
My corns, besides the troops, can shoot / 





RUBBING IT IN. 


Laundress.—‘' THis SHIRT, MOsSsOO, 1S TOO DIRTY AND GREASY TO 


THE LATEST OCCUPATION OF THE PARISIAN **LOAFER.” 
— Stealing loaves. ‘ 


WEAR, AND TOO RAGGED TO WASH!” 
Mossoo.—‘*' AH ! MADAME, IT IS, AS YOU HAVE IN YOUR ONE TIME AND 
ANODER GIVE HIM TOO MOOCH OF YOUR ELBOW GREASE,” 


“ 
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OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE WILD HORSES. 


‘* WELL, to be sure!” I remarked to my friend, after the Wild 
Broncho Horses of the Prairie had completed an elaborate military 
drill, and began to carry on in the most unequine-like way with their 
trainer's pocket-handkerchief. ‘* Well, to be sure! I really think Mr. 
Farini must have procured these quadrupeds from the land of the 
* Houynhms,’” wees 

‘‘ Yes,” returned my friend, ‘‘I thought there was a ‘Swift’ look 
about them when they galloped in.” ; ; 

‘*For my part,” I answered, feeling my Extra-Special reputation 


demanded prompt vindication, ‘‘I came here quite expecting, sceing it 
| is an Aquarium, to find sea-horses on view.” 


‘* And, instead of C horses, you find each one is a ‘gec,’ eh ?” queried 
my irrepressible friend, who will certainly not be taken out by me again. 

Meanwhile, two of the cleverly-trained steeds were opening a box and 
taking out a handkerchief with such neatness that I felt it incumbent on 
me—there’s nothing like keeping yourself er evidence, Sir—to publicly 
address Mr. Bob White, their owner and trainer, ‘‘ These skewbalds, I 
believe, Mr. White,” said I, ‘‘ were five years ago careering over the 
boundless plains of Colorado?” : : 

‘* They were, sir,” Mr. White politely replied; ‘‘all eight of ’em 
were caught the same day.” 

Then, Sir, my eyes flashed, for I saw my way to making a quip. 


**Oh! you collared eight, did you? I wonder, the circumstances, 
you did not Colora-dozen 1” 7 ; 
After this, Sir, everybody seemed to know me. ‘* Why, it's Fun’s 


Extra-Special !” I heard them whisper around me, And then I felt, 


Sir, Fg coruscate at any cost. aye tinot y 

‘Do you notice how ‘ Rarey-fied’ the atmos oe is 
exclaimed by way of commencement, as the mare called Piccannini 
waltzing about on her hind hoofs at a signal from her master. 


y ; ° -—. wt A . : steht 
‘* Not at all,” cried Mr. Farini, who is also a wag in his way, this 
s no mere ‘ Raree’ show.” 


— —oee-— 








Before I could think of a fitting repa:tee—it was not until I was io 
bed last night that I thought of the crushing rejoinder, ‘* Then you dons, 
consider each horse a ‘ Xarey avis,’ then?’’—another mare, so creamy 
white that her very whey of stepping suggested a milk-walk, was intro- 
duced for the purpose of rolling a barrel = plank. 8 erga 

‘* She don’t seem inclined to roll it, do she?” remarked a foolish indi- 
vidual at my side before the mare had even begun to try. 

** Of course she isn’t inclined,” I exclaimed, snappishly ; ‘* but the 
plank is, you see, and that answers the same purpose,” 

I was more impressed, however, by the agile way in which two horses 
played at see-saw, and was secking an opening to suggest that their 
motto ought to be ‘ Aut see-saw, aut nullus,’ when the hero of the occa: 
sion was introduced. ‘‘Gentlemen,” cried Mr. Bob White, ‘‘ this is 
Nettle,” which was not a judicious name to give him, because on hear- 
ing it we none of us cared to *‘ give him a hand.” . 

‘* I wonder what Ais little game is?’’ asked a weak-eyed man in a pipy 
voice, : 38 

‘You can, at all events, judge of his s/i/c from that,” said I, pointing 
to the five-barred gate which had been placed into Praia 

“*I must tell you, ” explained Mr. Bob that Nettle 


is not well this 

«Then why not send him to Nettley horse-pital?” I asked during the 
pause that ensued. 

Instead of me, Mr. White proceeded to station the horse: 
on the other side of the five-barred gate, on which, after a little coaxing, 
Nettle (who must have wanted physic badly) coolly took the lot ! 


It was indeed a wonderful feat, Sir, and moved me strangely—so 
rauch so, in fact, that I had scarcely got outside before, nerved to emu- 
lation by what I had seen, I qudies ed my ot pg into a run, and 
just by the corner of Parliament Street, Sir, took a ‘dus, 





A BENDING BEFORE THE ‘‘GagL.”—Mr. Gladstone’s promise to 
consider the claim of Scotland to a Cabinet Minister. 
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We simplify things more every day. Newspaper enterprise is rendering the detective obsolete. 
was settled by a contemporary weeks before the Government inquiry ! 
secrets to the representative of the Boston Union Argus! The fact is, that when the 
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Some editor just says 





to his meanest reporter, * 


A WEIRD INFLUENCE! 








enkinson, Chief of the Crim. Inves. Dept. in Dublin, 
tective Department give a thing up in despair, 


Look at Mr. 





~<" 


fe/ 
ui \ 
By the way, just step out and unravel that affair.” 
such being the weird power of the reporter that the guilty instantly confess all, 
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Look how the question of the innovence or otherwise of Mr. Byrne 


revealing all his closest 





A single interview with the suspected party is quite enough : 
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EASTER EGGS FOR BRIGHTON. 


IT WAS HER OWN FAULT THAT SHE DID NOT HAVE THEM LAST YEAR. 
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EASTER EGGS FOR BRIGHTON. 
(See Cartoon. ) 


[HERE is joy again in London-on-the-5ea, 
And its denizens are happy as can be, 

For they ’ll have a pretty sight on 

The extensive Downs of Brighton, 
Downs spelt with a big but highly proper D. 

















And to make the scene more lively and more gay, 
Swarms of visitors in holiday array 

Will come flocking in with dozens 

Of their sisters and their cousins, 
And their aunts, of course,—aunts with a little a. 





Oh, those denizens receive a nasty jar 

When you rob them of the charms of mimic war ; 
And they look on Easter Monday 
As their special sword-and-gun-day, 

Their Review Day——with a well-developed R. 





Which explains that there’s a simple recipe 
How to cheer the folk of London-on-the-Sea: 
If you wish their cares to lighten, 
Bring the Volunteers to brighten, 
With an e or o, and big or little B. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
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Alr—‘‘ Deary, deary me! 





} 
Out, ¢hzs is the way that this ditty begins: 
Deary, deary me! 
And so it proceeds to the end (for our sins), 
Deary, deary me! 
The French have been trying of late, if you please, 
‘To scare the unfortunate Malagasese 
(For ‘* Malagasese”’ they are called, or I err, 
Although ‘* Madagascans ” is what I'd prefer), 
Deary, deary me! 
Ob, deary, deary me! how odd it seems to be; 
Yet a Frenchman would probably try to squelsh 
A chap who dared to call hima ‘‘ Frelsh;”’ 
Oh, deary, deary me! 
The *‘ Forest of Epping ‘ Let’s Collar it’ Pill”. 
| Deary, deary me! 
IIas met with a thoroughly merited ‘‘spill;” 
Deary, deary me! 
It’s clear Mr. Forster is all that is bad, 
Ife once was a friend of Mazzini, by gad! 
The ‘‘ Leaguers” keep giving the bobbies the slip, 
And poor Mr. Biggar’s been missing his tip, 
Deary, deary me! 
Oh, deary, deary me! it’s such a jolly spree; 
’T was di’mond cut di’mond ’twixt ‘*‘ Fan and Joe,” 
He's lost, but then she’s won, you know; 
Oh, deary, deary me! 


Let ’s find a confessor who ’s very polite, 
Deary, deary me! 
And ask him to tell us if kissing is right ; 
Deary, deary me! 
‘*The workmen of Paris” are rather snuffed out; 
Some nice ‘‘ votes of censure’”’ are hanging about ; 
And Bordesley it seems very largely consists 
Of ruffanly rioting Kitu-a-lists ; 
Deary, deary me! 
Oh, deary, deary me! a pretty sight to see; 
| There’s one satisfaction—it ’s sure to place 
The other side in better case; 
Oh, deary, deary me! 





The Prince of Wales mentions the Crimean graves, 
Deary, deary me! 
They should long have received the attention he craves ; 
Deary, deary me! 
Smith’s in, and for Wycombe; and, isn’t it strange ? 
The dress of the soldier is threatened with change; 
And I'm off to reside in New York in a trice, 
Because Mrs, Langtry declares that it’s ‘‘nice;”’ 
Deary, deary me! 
Oh, deary, deary me! I think you will agree 
What very nice persons those Boers must be, 
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| CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 
| IF THAT BILL HAD PASSED. 
| ‘For the benefit of the Working Classes.” — Time-hononred War-cry of the 


Increasea-Dividend Hunter. 

Zime—Say Ten Years hence. 

| Bos (journeyman carpenter), Say, Sarah, Bank "Oliday to-day 
Ought to go some where—specially as the City Corporation ’s taken such 


pains to preserve the open spaces roun’ London for the injoyment of the | 


workin’ classes. Wot d’ye say to a run down to Eppin’ Forist ? 
SARAH (Ais wife). Why, certinly, Bob! I'll jest put a bit of some- 
thing to eat in a bag 





Bos. Eh? Ush, Sarah! whatever can you be thinkin’ of? You'll; 


offend the kind Corporation, that 's taken such pains to preserve the open 
spaces. It’s a understood thing, the big public ‘ouses in the Forist 


comes under the ’eading of ‘* Workin’ Classes,” and the Forist’s bin | 


preserved partly to support ’em. So we're supposed to patternise them, 
and git our yrub there—see? 

SARAH. Oh, very well, Bob. I’m sure I don’t want to do anybody | 
out of their rights. I ’Il jest put on the children’s ‘ats, and it'll jest be a 
nice walk for us all—— 

Bon. I say, don't git a-talkin’ in that way, Sarah—it ain't grateful. 
You ain’t expected to walk to Eppin’ Forist, 'cos the railway compnies 
comes under the ’eading of the ** Workin’ Classes,” and the Forist 's bin 
preserved mostly to support ‘em. You're expected to ride in a train to 
the Forist, and zz the Forist; and when you git tired of injoyin’ the 
Forist on one line o’ railway, you can change to another, 

SARAH. Well, I don't want to do anybody out but walkin’ would 
do us an’ the children more good than trains, wouldn’t it? 

son. P’r’aps it would; but we mustn’t be selfish, Sarah—we ‘ve got 
to consider the workin’ classes, as the Forist ’as been preserved for the 
injoyment of. Ready? Very well; now we can go through the Forist 
by any line o’ rail we like ('cos a// the railway compnies comes under the 
’eading of the ‘‘ Workin’ Classes”), So what d’ ye say to goin’ straight 
through the Forist by the Great Eastern, and then straight through it the 
other way by the Great Northern, and then round it by the Great Southern, 
and then windin’ about it in little curls by the Great Western? 

SARAH. But ain't the children to ‘ave jest a little run on the grass? 

Bor. On the WOT !? 

SARAH. Why, on the grass, Bob; ain’t they to set under the trees? 

Bor. Hunder the WOT!!?  Ain’t you ’eard wot I said? I said we 
was a-going to Eppin’ Forist—not Haustralia. There, ’ere we are. 
Now the children can put their mouths out o’ the carridge winder, and 
git a nice lungful o’ smoke from the ingin, Some folks think the smoke 
from the Great Southern ingins does yer more good than the (ireat 
Eastern’s ; but that’s all a matter of opinion. 























Litr_e Jim. But wen are we a-comin’ to the Forist, father ? 

Bor, The Forist? Why, you——oh ! of course, ’ee ain’t seen a forist 
before. This is the Forist, Jim; look wot a lot o’ semmyphores, and 
telegraft-poles, and coal-sidin’s, and stacks o’ sleepers —— 

Lirtie Jim. But I alwis thought there was green things in a forist ? 

Boz. Green things? Why, you ain't a-lookin’ out o’ your eyes! Ain’t 
that ingin green—an’ the guard’s flag—an’ some of the advertisin’ boards? 
Look at the nice pavement in the little bits of forist between the railway 
compnies’ property. Pavin’ compnies comes hunder the ‘eading of the 
‘* Workin’ Classes,” and it's for their good. Then look at them fine 
factry chimbleys—factry owners comes under the 'eading too; so does 
speciative builders, an’ dust contractors, Well, if you must walk, we'll 
git out here, and ——wot 's the matter, mister? 

WAY OFFICIAL. You can’t walk about ’ere—property of the 
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THE BEAUTY-BANISHHER. 


Fun had been out early, and caught one of them (an average speci- 
'men), and had him securely locked up in a room, 

Then Foun (who, it is needless to say, has existed through all ages) 
went back to ancient times and found a Goth very busy: first he knocked 
the ornaments off a Corinthian capital and threw them in a kiln; then 
he tried how a marble statue would look without a nose, and then without 
a head ; then he set himself to strip the ivory skin from a goddess ; and 
then he saw Fun observing him, 
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‘I fancy this'll startle your lovers of ‘ The Leautiful,’”’ said he. 

‘Oh, I don’t know. Your efforts are very feeble by the side of what 
|Il’ve seen. I should like you to come and have a chat with a specimen 
|I have at home.’”’ And Fun took the Goth to that room where the 
specimen was locked up, and sent him in. Within three minutes the 
Goth was thumping to be let out ; and when he came out he was quite 
pale, and said he felt sick. ‘‘Oh, Isay!”’ he gasped, ‘‘I thought 7 was 


I p a ‘ 
bad enough; I fancied my mental condition was sufficiently degraded ; 
but 4: ! Do let me get away; I feel faint.” And the Goth stag- 
gered | reformed, 


Then Fun went and found an Early Christian, also very busy. Ile 
could have yiven the Goth points in grovellingness of mind, and beaten 
him easily; for Ae had had some instruction, and lived among civiliza- 
tion; but there he was, hacking at the works of art which had escaped 
the Goth; there he was, pulling down the noblest buildings in his nar- 
| row-minded intolerance, and venting his blind frenzy upon the beauty 
which he confounded with evil. 

“\Vell, admit that you are pretty promising,” said Fon; *‘but I 
should like you to hear the sentiments of a specimen I have at home.” 

The Early Christian went into the locked room, and came out nearly 
as quickly as the Goth. ‘‘ Yes, he beats me, I admit,” said he, and 
went home to turn over a new (and more Christianlike) leaf, 

Then Fun turned his steps toward one of the most beautiful countries 
in the world—California; and he was just standing, filled with a peaceful 
joy by the loveliness of the sights and sounds of nature, when his ear was 
| saluted by a long string of horrible oaths and the chink of metal, and he 
| notice! a miner in search of gold. 
| ‘*Purty country, ain’t it, stranger?’’ swore the miner, 

laid on to do my level best to wake it up a bit.’’ 

‘‘Hum! Yes, you're tolerably successful in your line; but if you 
| could spare a moment——” And the miner was introduced into the 
'locked room. ‘* Here, catch me, stranger!” said he, rushing out. ‘‘I 
| did always reckon to have a roughish kind o’ mind, and sordid, and 
selish; but blame me if I don’t seem to be a poet after A4e’s said three 
words,”” And the miner was so honestly disgusted that he threw away 
that gold, and never went near a beautiful spot again. 

Then Fun found a builder cutting down fine old trees and spoiling 
| beautiful meadows. When he had put up a row of villas, he just 
| propped them up, and turned to FUN for applause. ‘‘ Look better than 
your tame meadows and things, eh?”’ said he. 
| ‘* Well,” said Fun, ‘I prefer the meadows, if you don’t mind my 
| Saying so. Still, you're a necessary evil, as people must have houses to 

live in, so we'll excuse you. But if you could spare a moment——” 
| And the builder went into the locked room, and came out again. 
| “© Well,” said he, ‘that’s a sickener for me. I had a sort of a notion 








**T’m ‘est 


that I wa rt o' greedy and kind o’ didn’t care how I spoilt decent 
ple’s pleasure when I could turn a penny—but Well, all I 
Id prefer to be as little like him as possible ; so I shall chuck 


SOCIAL SKHTOHHES. 


No. X.—BEN BOBBINGTON, 


IF human life is so particularly uncertain, how much more slippery is 
most of the friendship and affection which is contracted by a man or 
woman during a period of prosperity ! —* 

Ben Bobbington’s dinners were good, and his friends numerous, for 
Alderman Browning acted as Ben’s chief adviser in these matters, At 
no place in London were such cételettes aux pointes d ‘asperges to be eaten 
as at Ben’s; it was generally supposed that he kept a special messenger 
always ready to start for Algiers to procure things out of season, Ben 
occasionally postured as a wag, too. For instance, when the alderman 
refused to take a dip at Prighton, Ben remarked that pickle always 
disagreed with civic functionaries, though they were so often in one; 
whereat pretty Alice Browning, the alderman’s daughter, laughed, 

‘Keep this lucky sixpence, Ben,” said Alice, as they leant against 
a side of the pier. 

‘‘T will keep half, and you the other,” replied Ben, ‘‘as a tie between 
us,” 

So he broke the sixpence with his strong fingers, gave her half, and! 
counds of osculation disturbed the quiet of the evening. Then they 
talked of marriage, escaping from heavy dinners, revels on the Khine ; 
iced Moselle frap/:’, felt a happy man that | 








and Ben, as he sipped his 
night. 

Suddenly one 

} oY 





day the L’Argentique Silver Mining Company smashed, 
the Scorchester Bank (unlimited) stopped, and Ben Bobbington became 
. beggar. At first people were sympathetic, The alderman asked him 
twice to dinner, then sent him a note from his daughter, returning his 
presents, in which the lady said she had ‘‘ thrown the half-sixpence into 
the fire, as of course everything was off now.” 

As Len began to get shabby, friends began to find out how wanting 
in tact and prudence he had been, Gradually he sank lower and lower, 
never having been taught to do anything, and those who used to give 
him a cold nod now cut him completely, till at last he was lost sight of 
entirely. 

On a bright June morning much hushed commotion was visible among | 
the denizens of Rose Court, and they talked in muffled whispers, while 
their faces expressed dread, An inspector of police and aconstablehad 
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gone up the court, and entered the rusty brown doorway of one of the 
houses, so speculations were rife as to who was ‘‘ wanted.” But he who 
was wanted had gone! Upon a heap of straw and old sacks, in a den 
at the bottom of the house the inspector had entered, lay a man clothed 
(if his rags could be called clothes), who seemed asleep. 

‘Dead !”’ said the inspector, as he bent down and felt his pulse. 

‘‘ Dead !” echoed the landlady; ‘‘I knowed he were. And I s’pose 
he 'll ’ave to be inkwidged, ’ang ‘im! and, wot’s wuss, he ain’t paid no 
rent for a fortnit fur this back kitchen.” And she waved the flickering 
candle that dimly lighted the scene, ' 

‘‘Back kitchen!” said the inspector; ‘‘cellar, I call it. When did 
you find him like this?” 

‘‘Ten minits afore I sent fur you,” replied the woman, crustily. 

The inspector bent over him again, removed a broken lucky sixpence | 
from the clenched hand, and picked up an empty chloral-bottle. 

ST than sht so,” he muttered ; ‘poor wretch! Bring a better light, 
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NOT SO “GREEN” 
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Native (to Huntsman in distress). ‘‘ Ah, sor, an is it in the bog ye are, thin?’”’"—Huntsman. ‘ Yes, confound it! Just lend a hand here, my man, will you?” — 
NaTIVvE. ‘‘ Begorra, now, that bog yer honner’s pathrenoising the whoile isa moighty famous one in these parruts.’ —Huntsman. ‘ Yes, for filth, I should say — 
Native. ‘‘ An’ I said to meself, as | saw yer honner roiding along so fast, Sure his honner will be afther fallin’ in the bog ia a minnut."—Hunrsman,. “ Why didn't 
you shout and warn me, then? "_NatTive. ‘‘ Ah, sor, an’ was it for the loikes av me to be dictatin’ to yer honner which way to roide? Not at allatall! ['d not 
be so rewd anny way. An’ besoides, I thought if I lint yer honner anny assistance, I'd mebbe earn half a crown towarruds me rint, d’ ye see? An’ though ye ‘re 
a Saxin, an’ consiquintly an inimy to Ould Oireland, I wouldn’t be so onchristyan as to refuse to aid ye for that small sum, sor!”’ ; 


AS HIS NATION. 








| He got rt. 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Ze Lords on Sursday, ze March 9, zey vere busy. remicrement ze 
Lor Chancellor he present ze Bill to deal viz Contempt of Court. I sup- 


pose somevon have put to his fingare his nose, and call ze Judge ‘‘ ole 
Stick-in-ze-Muds.”’ Lord 


Stanley vant to know if 

Milor Derby have receive 

explosion of ze report, I 
| mean report of ze explo- 
sion of cave full of Kaftirs 
by ze Boers. Mr. Biddle 
in ze ‘‘ozzare place” ask 
of Mr. Kidder (I sall mean 
Childer, zare is not no kid 
about him) how much 
people brew zeir beer vi- 
zout no duty. I say zeir 
duty it is to drink ze beer. 
Zare are all sort of ozzare 
qvestion, zen ve go into 
Supply. On ze vote for 
ze Chief Secretary’s oftice 
Mr. O'Brien is up. His 
langvidge, his mannare, 
razzare his vant of mannares, vould get him chuck out of ze Hall of 
Cogares; mais, malheureusement! he is in ze House of Commons. Mr. 
Trevelyan reply to ze attack, He vat you call vipe down Mr. O'B, I 
say vat I sink of ze Membare for Mallow, but ze Espeakare say my 
langvidge is not Parliamentary. I say ‘‘considare ze subject.” 

Friday, ze 10.—Ze Lords are true esportmans. Zey like to see ze 
Darby ‘oujours. Adjourdhut, he is up to ansare ze qvestion of ze Earl 
of ze Var relating to ze affairs in Malta. He do no see how to make 
zem malta—zat is, alter. Lord Granville reply to Lord Temple re- 
garding ze claim of Portugal to Pongo—feste/ I mean ze Congo, He 
spare none of his (S)pains. 

Ze Commons are all alive. Ze Grand Old Man is rouse by Lord 
Cecil touching ze atrocities in ze Transvaal. But a frésent ze atrocities 
are in ze Transvaal au /ieu de Bulgaria, and ze miscreants are not Bashi 
Bazouks, but Boers. Zare is vare good debate on ze case of ze Florence. 
Lor Randolph show he is not so great fool as he sometime seem to try to 
look, and Corporal—pardon, I mean Serjeant—Simon, cvraiment! is 
not ze Simon vich is simple. Zey serve ze debate as your leetle boy ze 
bird—zey put Salt on its tail. Amcore Supply. 

Monday, ze 12/e.—Ze Earl of Milltown complain of ze ventilators of 
ze railvay on ze Embankment. Grand merci! milor, ze railvay vill not 
let ze public smoke in all its carriage. Pourquoi! sall ze railvay smoke 
in ze public road? 

In ze Commons, aussi, ve sit on ze railvay. Zis time it is ze Bill to 
make ze line to Epping, to bring ze smoke, ze orange-peel, ze bottel of 
beer of gingare, and ze owlin’ cad slap into ze Forest. Mr. Bryce say 
ze stations are deja vizin ze mile an half. Sir Chambers say zat is too 
| far, sans contresit, c'est trop loin—it is too far for ze rough, whose holi- 
| day is to get drunk at ze station ; mais, pour mot /—zat mile and half is 
| 80 charmant, it is two shorts. Ve have lot of qvestions. Zen ze result 
of ze Danube Conference, enjin ze Estimates. 
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panied by a stamped and directed envelope 


vaal atiair, He read ze Blue Book. Sings out zare seem ver much 
ue, 
Ze same tune is being play in ze Commons—™miazts, Aclas! ze Boers are 
not Turk, ze Kaffir not Bulgarian, Mr. Morley even regret ze Conven- 
tion vis ze Boers evare made, I say ve now reap ze harvest of ‘* Peace 
vis Dishonour.”’ 
On Sursday night ve have up Mr, Trevelyan, Mr, Dodds—not ze 
Tommy Dodds, e¢ au/res—vit motions regardant Irish business. ientée 
apres zare is great row outside. Ze Home Office have been nearly blow 
up. Is zis Irish business too? mais, ce n'est Pas sujet pour rire celui-ci, 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR oF ‘ Fon,” 





DEAR SIR,-—Again this week I, forced by fate, emphatically jubilate 
and so elate, indeed, am I that should I at this moment die, and you, or one 
at your request, should open wide my noble chest, and acting an eccen- 
tric part, should search for printing on my heart, this striking legend you 
would trace, ‘* United Kingdom Steeplechase ;”’ and that, in point of 
fact, my boy, is greatly adding to my joy, for in my tip about the same 
the declaration early came that 

‘* Magna Charta seems to be 
The hope of all,” 


and, best or worst, you can’t deny that it was first ; then 


** Albert Cecil ’s seems a case 
Of something better than a place,”’ 


I next remarked; and tell me, pray, was Albert Cecil second, eh? Of 
course he was a thing we trace as *‘something better than a place.”’ 
Sut that’s not all; behold the word that clearly indicated third— 


‘* Ignition’s light shali show.” 


It did. Ignition’s light was far from hid; in fact, as you thus clearly 
see, I sent the certain one, two, three; and so I've cause, as you'll 
admit, to up and self-laudate a bit, and that is, as I may advance, a 
thing which doesn’t often chance (this sentence, as I write I see, displays 
some ambiguity; and so, as Slander’s voice I fear, perhaps I'd better 
make it clear. I do not mean, so spare your slurs, that cause infre- 
quently occurs (for, goodness gracious knows ! (and you) that that would 
simply be untrue); I mean that se//-/audation trips but seldom through 
these agéd lips); but now this triumph has occurred, expression will not 
be deterred, so I once more, I beg to state, emphatically jubilate. 

Signed—as I’ve nothing more to tell, and trusting that you ‘re keeping 
well, with kind regards to ma and aunt, and hopes your lodger spots the 
‘plant’; and trusting that your younger niece has made it right with 
the police, and thanks for all your favours past, and hopes you've paid 
your debts at last ; and kind regards to Mrs, Ed., whose nose is not so 
very red; and love to that disgusting sham, your swindling Uncle Abra- 
ham ; remembrances to Mrs. Jones (whate’er relationship she owns), who 
donkey-lets on Hampstead Heath; and best respects to baby’s teeth; 
and Mr, P. J. Sheridan— 

TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man), 


* Right again! The Boat Race! The Boat Race! The Boat Race! Who gave 


you absolute hirst Right again! flip, hip, hooray! Vivat Regina and 
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“HOW TO AN OBSTACLE.” 
PARNELL IN A MARCH WIND. 





Lesseps and Cook. 
A BALLADE. 


The departure of M. Lesseps for his new Isthmus suggests to the Paris 
papers that France conquers by science, and we conquer by Cook. 
Herz is the one link the Grande Nation needs 
To bind its slightly varying views and aims ; 
Here ’s a fine focus for its warring greeds, 





hin A time for calling naughty neighbours names 
_ MAJORITY) Perhaps at heart a pure logician blames 
13 Jo The new crusade made more by hook than crook ; 
_———, But the vevanche true patriotism acclaims: 


Puffons Lesseps, et hissons Messieurs Cook. 


Not the worse modes by which Albion succeeds 
Be ours, who hate war's wicked steel and flames ; 
Europe, you know, ’s exhausted when France bleeds : 
Prudence and peace are sometimes paying games; 
And furia Francese caution tames ; 
’T was laurels once, ’t is now the banker’s book 
A staid Republic’s calm attention claims : 
Puffons Lesseps, et hissons Messteurs Cook, 


And who tricked Tunis may pour virtuous screeds 
Anent the trickery of base Saint James, 
Find that the Seine’s slow trickling farther leads 
Than the broad bounding floods of Father Thames, 
Don’t tell us that our feeble bragging shames 
The race the First Napoleon bade look 
Unto the Pyramids for fame, our fame ’s 
Puffant Lesseps, et hissant Messieurs Cook. 


ENVOY, 


For, princes of finance, who ever took 

Egyptian bonds, the patriot soul exclaims, 
Panama’s best a simple Bourse to ‘‘ rook ;’’ 

One cut means money ; ’t other kills and maims : 
Go for Lesseps, and bother Messieurs Cook ! 








“‘Haster Offerings.” 


WHATEVER novelty is to be obtained in the production of 
Easter Gifts, Easter Eggs, &c., will be found in those supplied 
by Eugene Rimmel. 
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Louise and her Followers. 


Wuart terrible children some of the adherents of Louise Michel must 
be! We notice that one of the followers of the ci/oyenne, a bold bad 
youth of seventeen, thought fit on the occasion of the late riot in Paris 
to ‘intimate that the police were lazy.” Inasmuch as the age of seven- 
teen is not proverbial for industry, the young man in question may have 
intended the suggestion as a compliment; but the magistrate ruled 
otherwise, for the enthusiastic young Communist was hauled before the 
‘‘heak,” who, having congratulated the police on their industry in bringing 
such a hardened malefactor before them, fined him two pounds, Again, 
reflect on the case of the ruffianly schoolboy who was charged with using 
naughty language towards the Municipal Guards, and secreting a large 
pebble in his pocket. After a bold attack of the Guards the villain was 
secured, but on his mother explaining that the pebble in question was a 
piece of mineral ore for the boy's collection, this audacious Communist 
was discharged by an effete magistrate. Alas, what a miscarriage of 
justice! It appears, by the way, that the aged maternal parent of Louise 
is much annoyed by her daughter's pranks, and sadly regrets that she 
did not follow Solomon’s advice touching the early education of children. 
The old Jady thinks a few spankings administered in her early days might 
have made the cifoyenne quite an amiable member of society. 


Tur Nosiest ** Row-MAN”’ OF THEM ALL,~The stroke of the 


Oxford boat. 


NEW LEAVHS. 


The Theatre, after the excellent photo-portraits of Miss Winifred 
Emery and Mr, Bancroft, the chief feature in the contents, which are of 
the usual merit, is the stirring poem, ‘‘ The Women of Mumbles Head,” 
by the editor. It recites an act of heroism, by the way, that has been 
somewhat discounted by subsequent explanations. 

Household Words is full of material of the most commendable cha- 
racter, 

The Squire is entertaining company. How capitally he tells that 
story of the ‘‘ Black Dragoon,” and other stories! 

_ Macmillan’s, amongst other excellent matter, has a curiously interest- 
ing article on ‘‘ Our Vulgar Tongue,” by Godfrey Turner. 

The Century and St. Nicholas are both ‘‘as beautiful as ever,” and 
that is saying not a little. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper are all equally good. 

‘* Wyld’s Plan of the Volunteer Review’’—clear, comprehensive, and 
complete—comes at the opportune moment, when its usefulness may be 
an aid to both volunteers and reviewers 

We are wholly unauthorized to state that we have received an indig- 
nant letter from Mr. Birch, repudiating any connection with the ‘‘ ob- 
stacle”” spoken of in Mr. Biggar’s Breach of Promise Case, and declaring 
that he doesn’t ‘‘ know the gentleman.” 
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ART, BEAUTIFUL ART! 


Picture Dealer, —‘*‘GOT THAT BUST THROWN ON YER HANDS—DON’T WONDER AT Ir. YER BUSTS WANT DIGNITY, SMALT, AND 
YER PICTURES LACKS MELLERNESS AND BLOOM. TELL YER WHAT: CUT HORF THEM WHISKERS, CHOP HORF THAT UNDER-LIP, 
BATTER THE NOSE, POUR HACID ALL OVER THE BUST, AND BURY IT IN THE GARDEN FOR A MONTH; I MAY BE ABLE TO WORK 
IT AS A ANCIENT ROMAN. YOU’D BETTER RUB THAT LANDSCAPE ALL OVER WITH BROWN AND PLENTY OF VARNISH, AND PUT 
IT UP THE KITCHEN CHIMNEY FOR A FEW WEEKS, I SHOULDN’T WONDER IF I Gor RID OF IT AS A NICHOLAS VAN Boomer. 
SHALL I WRITE YER A CHEQUE NoW, SAY Two POUND TEN FOR THE PAIR?” 

















| 
FACT-FANCIES. | and the chairman said, ‘‘ You're a himpident wagabond, that's jest what 
. . } " . 
The ‘Fish Market Ring” is a notorious scandal. Yet when the Great Eastern | YOU are. You wants revolushuns and nothing to do, and your nt we 
Railway attempted to start a cheap food market, the Vice-Chancellor decided in taken home to yer every week inacab. Git out, Or we ‘ll call in the 
vous of the City, and the effort proved a failure. It is further rumoured that stead- beadle,”’ 
st Opposi ill be made to any like attemp 
ast opposi:ion will be made to any hike attempt. _ Then the Board drank more champagne, until there was a rap at the 
THE Long Pool Fish Market is an ancient institution. Although its | door, and a wretched woman was shown in, 


produce may not have an ancient fish-like smell, there isa mixture both | ‘‘ Wot do you want? More himpidence of the lower horders, hey]?”’ 
. E j 

of the antique and the fishy about its proprietors. asked the chairman. 
“‘ This here talk,” said one of the company, ‘‘ about cheap fish for the ‘* Please, sir,” said the woman, ‘‘I’ve heard tell as how a railway 


poor is all gammon. What ’as the poor to do a-wantin’ fish? Bloaters | comp’ny was going to start a market where the poor could get chea 
is quite good enough for them. You don’t suppose as how the hocean | fish. The fishermen says as how there’s heaps of fish, only you wont 
was made for the benefit of the lower horders. The hocean is forthe | let us have iton’em, They says as’ow, if it wasn't for you, and your 
upper classes, and the upper classes is for the hocean. Only the upper | market, and your company, and your oppositions, as 'ow we could have 
classes goes to the seaside, and they has to pay for it. And the same it | fish at thrippence a pound. And fish is good food, and we're nigh a- 
is with the fish. What ’ud become of us if we had to sell fish in the | starvin’.” 

market cheap like? Why, we might jest shut up shop. But now we Then the chairman frowned fearfully. ‘‘ That woman's been a-drink- 
puts a stunnin’ profit on, and we drives our gigs and we tosses for cham- | ing,” he said,—‘‘it’s ram and shrub, and the himpidence of the lower 
pagne, like proper City gents as we jest are.” 


horders combined. Ain’t the Vice-Lord-Deputy Chancellor declared 
Then a fisherman from Essex came into the Board Room, when the 


as you ain’t to have a market for cheap fish? What he says is law, so 
champagne was flowing and the red noses of the Board were beaming | you go home and make the best 0’ matters, or you ll jolly soon get into 
merrily. 


hot water.” 
‘* Please, gents,” he said, ‘‘I goes out a-fishin’ ev’ry tide off. I gets | | Then the members of the Board joined hands and danced round ina 
a lot o’ fish, and I has to telegraph up to you what I’ve got. If I’ve | ring, and the chairman remarked, ‘‘Thank goodness as how we have 
got a lot, you telegraphs back, ‘ You can jest chuck ‘em away or sell ’em | magistrates as suppresses the himpidence of the lower horders, and the 
tothe farmers for manure, as we ain’t a-going to have the market glutted | intrigue of railway companies as wants them to have cheap fish!” 

and our prices redooced. We likes to see a little fish, and get a lot of 
coin for it.’ Now, gents, ain’t this rather ’ard on the poor as you keeps 

















Not a Duel Oontrol. 


the food away from? And ain't it ’ard on me, when good luck comes 


and you won't let me have it? Your life’s all beer and skittles, and all Tie French Senate recently rejected a Bill for the Repressing of 

profits; and mine’s all turnin’ out in the night, only a livin’ when there ’s Duelling. It was urged that public opinion was unripe for such legis- f 

good catches, and starvation when there ’s none.” lation—that the hour had not arrived for it. Perhaps not; for, of 
Then the Board of the Long Pool Fish Market glared at the fisherman, | course, duellists’ time is usually reckoned by ‘‘seconds,” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


Tue Ave.ent.—THe Dame 
al ™ . RFPREHEN- 


ices In a ** ( 
} TSS-DAME, 


liar to itself. 
and objec- 
tionable 
oaths; Mr. 
Buchanan, |Po jy 
moreover, (474 
shows a dis- 
position to 
deal a little 
toofreely(by |) 
what is no | 
doubt merely 
an error of 
judgment) 
with subjects 
which most 
people hold 
in reverence; 
and the final 


is 
, 


He 








THe AvELI HI. 


R. BUCHANAN displays a 
strong dramatic instinct in his 
new play, Storm Beaten, which 
will probably be the means of 
ensuring no small measure of 
success to what, but for one very 
beautiful and poetic thought, is 
a very ordinary melodrama. It 
is possible Mr. Buchanan means 
it for an ordinary melodrama, for 
it is thoroughly and convention- 
ally so in story, dialogue, and 
character, though to the unini- 
tiated the term ‘‘new and ori- 
ginal”’ probably conveys a mean- 
ing now known to be obsolete. 
It is a piece of many faults: the 
faults of occasionally ‘‘ high 
falutin’” language and humour 
enfeebled by age are the faults 
of its class, but it has some pecu- 


“WHO IN- 


The Christiansons are over-given to registering vindictive 





‘Tug Inset “Wo stor THE LOG 


repentance and immediate and unconditional forgiveness of the villain 


Tue Apeceni.—* Tue neau” 
TIFUL MAIDEN PRISCILLA.’ 





nightly receives the amused titter it merits, 


In spite of its faults, however, it has many 
strong merits. It is intensely dramatic, and 
the climax of every act is worked up to, and 
brought about with, admirable skill and 
effect. There is a prettily conceived “first- 
meeting " scene with Christian and Priscilla 
in the prologue (entirely spoilt by Mr. War- 
ner and Miss Lawrence, by the way), and 
the thoroughly virile and poetic thought 
embodied in the fourth act cannot be over- 
admired. Nota little of the success which 
has undoubtedly been obtained is due to the 
exquisite beauty, as well as the clever me- 
chanical changes, of the scenery, although 
the appearance of a rather inadequate ice- 
berg is rather funny. The breaking up of 
the ice floe is as beautiful as it is wonderfully 
managed and realistic, and the quiet sylvan 


loveliness of the truly English scene of the first act, and the church and 


village of the last, 
are sufficient proof 
that Mr. Beverly's 
hand has lost none 
of its cunning. 





The acting is un- 
equal, Mr, Warner, 
for the most part, acts 
with the monotonous 
unreality of tone and 
manner peculiar to 
young melodramatic 
heroes of the old 
school. He takes 
the wild oath at the 
end of the second act 
with some force, and 


' t t to something 
{ 23 oF i 














better in the fourth act; but at no time to my mind does he impress 





MA! WAY JUST 2 


a od a : 
. CAUCHY Yir) 


Tue Apecent.—Detection! POINTING TO HIS RAC 
TROUSERS HE EXCLAIMS, “‘I wilt. REPaNnT! 
WHEN HE'S CALLED BEFORE THY CURTAIN HB 


RE-PANT LIKE ANYTHING, 


made upon her powers. 
outline of the gentle Priscilla, but it requires 
a good deal of filling in; her love scenes in 
particular lack the necessary maivefé; but 
there is a commendable quietness of manner 
in her still sufficiently earnest expression of 
scorn for Richard in the third act. Of the 
minor parts, that of Jabez Greene, as de- 
picted by Mr. Beerbohm Tree, is most pro- 
minent as a quaiat bit of character; but 
there is a striking unanimity of good acting 
among the subordinate parts, which has not 
a little to do with the general success, 


There is something refreshing and like old 
times in Mr. Burnand’s Biue Heard at the 
Gaiety : many of its rhymes are shaky, and 
its rhythm is ‘‘all over the shop ;’”’ but none 
but experts or hypercritics observe such 
things, and when we have hearty fun through- 
out, verbal and practical, as well as a whim- 


sically clever idea for a plot (a modern burlesque with a plot ! shades of 
electric lights, here’s advancement ! !) such 
minor matters may sink into the background, 
and one may perhaps be permitted (as the 
work is Mr. Burnand’s) to indulge in the 
daring originality of calling it a ‘‘ happy 
A happy thought it decidedly 1s, 
and gives the Gaiety company opportunities 
which they have not had this many a day. 
Mr. Terry, Miss Farren, and Miss Vaughan, 
each with a capital ‘*subject’’ song, and 
Miss Constance Gilchrist, shine with in- 
creased brilliance, and Mr. Henley gives 
great prominence to a subordinate part by 
about the most perfect of the many imita- 
tions of Mr. Henry Irving. 
more’s dresses are very clever and inventive 
of design andtasteful of colour. 


| 


thought.” 





Tuk Gatety.—Briug Brarp 
BUT NOT “THE RIGHTFU! 
Hair,” 

amply exemplified at a recent 

morning performance of the a- 

lace of Truth at the Savoy. Miss 

Woodhall, for whose ‘‘introduc- 

tion to the stage” the performance 

was organized, essayed the part o 

Zeolide (about as difficult a task 

as she could well have set herself) 

without any apparent qualifica- 
tions for the task ; she showed not 
the remotest conception of the 
tender depths of the character, 
and even its lighter phases were 
constantly marred by false em- 
phasis and intonation. Hard 
work and close study may make 
an actress of Miss Woodhall, but 
it is the best kindness to say I 


think the 


V} 


prospect of success is 17 A 
eRahe , 
fit Ne 





iGED 


Miss Eweretta Lawrence gives a very good 


The possibilities of dulness contained in 
even the most brilliant of comedies was 





with truth or abso. 
lute reality. 





Mr. J. H. Barnes 
goes very heartily 
into the character of 
the unscrupulous Or. 
chardson, wherein he 
earns the execrations 
of *‘the gods” and 
the commendation of 
good judges. That 
the sustained mental 
distress Miss Amy 
Roselle has to depict 
through six acts does 
< not become weari- 
some is no small evi- 
dence of ability ; but, 
beyond this, there is 
no great demand 


AND 


, 
(TO€@S 





THe Garery, — Perirois, 
AND VERY (HXCEPT IN HIS 
ACTING) POIS HE IS TOO, 


Mr. A. Chase- 
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Mr. Forster give ze Government reminder zat he remember zey have | 
treat him bad; he is like Jollidogue ven he buy ze oyster, he stick up for 
ze natives, 





tothe Court Theatre during the run of 74e Aector « 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. | 


FRIDAYS, ze 17.—Milor Norton carry von—pardon, he do not carry 


von—motion in ze Lords for respectable committee—zat is, a select von, 














— hecallit, toinqvire 
) into ze higher 
Schools of Board, 
Milor Salisbury 
agree vis him that 
peoples who can 
afford boarding 
schools for their 
enfanis sould not | 
send zem to ze 
Board, In ze 
Commonsve have | 
encore ce adjourn 
debate on ze mo- 
tion of Mr. Corst. 
He vant us to 
pitch into ze 
Boers, Mr. Cart- 
a wright say to Mr. 
r= oe Gorst, ‘* Voila! 
=f Ser. look at ze Gorst 
zat is, ze cost!” 


\ te 


WO WORK aAr»co ALA PRA 
VU AKES 
r¢ e [al rf yup n jlo ROY: . 
















Monday, ze 19.—Milor Straperen, or somesink, and Campbell, for he 


is two lord roll into von, say zat ze (;overnment in zeir foreign policy 
are em voyage—vat you say all abroad, 


Mr. Alantattonegerton, zey call him, take his oath for Mid-Cheshire. 


Zere is hooray on ze Opposition side. Mr, Collings sink ze Government 
are too slow, he vant zem to put on esteam, Mr. Onslow prefer, ma/ur- 
ellement, zey sould get oms/ow ; he get at Mr. Collings fowchant his carcass 
—or caucus, I sink he espell it. Sir Harcourt say, en réponse to Su 
Richard who is cross, zat ze policemen vare in lots at ze Boat Race 
ven z: Government offices vere blow up, so it is no use to blow up ze 
force. Mr, Chamberlain bring in his leetle Bill for Bankruptcy. 


Tuesday, ze 20 —Ze Lords sit for ten minutes. Zey have just time 


to get tro zeir liquors —zat is, ze Bill for sale of zem in Ireland—-zen zey 
adjourn to revive zeir shattered energies till afres Eastare. 


In ze Commons, Mr. Haircutter—zat is, Croppare—demand if ze 


Ipecacuanha—I mean, ze Bechuana—chiefs have come over, Zen Milor 
Good Manners—zat is, John Manners—demand if zat “ey are to come 
over here, and if zat zeir followers vill be allowed. I sink ze noble lord 
‘come over” Mr. Ashley. 
Dixie. Sir Harcourt say zat ze affair it is going under investigation, 
Enjfin ve rise at seven for our vacation, vell earned. As ze song say, 
- Hope on, dear loved vons, ve sall me meet again” on ze 29s. 


Mr. Oh! She! demand how is Milady 


-—_—-—-— — 





THERE is a rumour afloat to the eflect that clergymen will be admitted 
producing theu 
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Dynamite and Dagger. 


WOULD to Heaven that Justice, once more endued 
With a swift unerring hand, 

Could punish the ‘* dagger and dynamite” brood, 
Whose presence pollutes our land ! 

For these cowards who don the assassin’s mask, 
To concealment so swiftly run, 

Till it seems as if Justice’s righteous task 
Were almost a hopeless one. 


They pursue their plans meeting little check, 
Their victims they hack with knives ; 

Then Government buildings anon they wreck, 
Imperilling scores of lives; 

And lately a lady— benevolent, brave, 
And fearless for truth and right, 

One who aid to the suffering always gave— 
Was inarked for their venomous spite, 


Though the tiendish blow at her heart was dealt, 
That courageous woman quailed not, 
No quaking terror or dread she felt 
And they failed in their murderous plot ; 
She fearlessly grasped the glittering blade 
As the hireling to strike prepared, 
And though two gashes that weapon made, 
The brave lady's life was spared, 


They are Erin’s foes, for ¢Acir aim is not 
To do that country good ; 
Gain and hatred prompt ev'ry deadly plot 
Of the Fenian Brotherhood ; 
And what care they though their deeds cause some 
The entire Irish face to scorn? 
A race from which many a hero has come, 
Who has courage and honour borne, 


Kingleaders and plotters fly far abroad, 
Seeking safety beyond the sea, 

And they daily these dastardly deeds applaud 
With a diabolical glee. 

Oh, may these ** Invincible” ones ere long, 
Receive the assassin's meed, 

May Ketribution avenge each wrong, 
And the world from such fiends be freed! 


ner on nee ee ee nae 


Chess so! 


THeRre is one good point with respect to the coming Chess Tourna. 


ment. There can be no unfair play. Chess must always be played ‘' on 
the square. 


LapY Day fell last Sunday, and this is not the worst of it, for we re- 


gret to say that her ladyship thus falling was accepted as a matter of 
ourse, the general observation being that 


Lady Day” couldn't be 
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A MORAL FOR THE M.D.R.C, 
(AND THEY NEED A Few!) 
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Tue liveliest interest has been excited by the lately-contested event 
between the District Railway Company’s ‘‘ Selfishness ’’ and the British 
Public’s ‘* Interests.”’ 

Owing to a widespread rumour that both competitors were in excel- 
lent trim, it was expected that the fixture would result in an exhibition 
of pace which would beat the best time on record, 

When, however, it was learned that the D.R. had made extraordinary 
exertions to secure the success of their nomination, slight odds in their 
favour began to be offered, and as events progressed, the confidence of 
acceptors began to suffer from an insecurity in its foundations. 

On the early appearance of the D.R. on the ground, it was evident 
that no efforts had been spared for the attainment of fitness; and as the 
bricklayers and the labourers stripped, their splendid condition was the 
theme of universal admiration. 

At the signal, the D,R.'s ‘* Selfishness” (which had been warned more 
than once by the judges as to getting ahead of the line) placed a magni- 
ficent start to its credit column; but in a short time the severe pace 
obviously began to tell upon the workmen, several of whom grew red- 
hot and set their hair on fire, necessitating a retirement on their part. 
This contingency had, however, been foreseen by the D.R., as the 
vacancies were instantly filled with fresh bricklayers from an immense 
and grandly trained supply ready on the spot. 

It now began to be observed that the B.P.’s ‘* Interests ” was feeling 
the pace acutely, being noticed to be particularly engaged with its wind. 
It, however, buckled up gamely to its work, although it was evident 
that those responsible for its condition had not attended to their duty. 

A little later, and the finish became a moral for the D.R., which, 
however, pushed on, with a view to putting as much daylight as possible 
betw:en itself and the adversary, and making good time. Batch after 
batch of bricklayers and labourers attained white-heat and retired, but 
the pace, if anything, improved. 

With, perhaps, some slight faults in style—such as planting the ivy 
round the blow-holes upside down, building up alive a few dozen work- 
men who were overlooked in the hurry, and so forth—it was a really 
fine performance, and it was amid the utmost enthusiasm that the D.R.’s 
‘*Selhshness” impinged on the tape any amount in advance of the B. P.’s 
unfortunate ‘‘ Interests,” which was pitifully crawling along in a bankrupt 


| condition, and completely waterlogged. 


A characteristic remark overheard upon the ground goes to prove that 
those who know a good thing when they see it, stood to make hay over 
this event. The words fell from the lips of a well-known sporting 
character, Mr. Fun, 

“Yah!” said he; ‘did you ever see the B.P.’s ‘Interests’ brought 
up to scratch in decent condition? It's a good enough goer if you give 
it a chance, but tell me the time when its trainers hadn't either nego- 
ciated their bit o’ business with the enemy, or been rank mugs.” 

* . * . * 
We hear that the British Public, having had their eyes opened by this 


remark from such an authority as Mr. Fon, have given up all idea of | 


entering their ‘‘ Interests’ for any further event, and turned it out to 
Qrass. 





| * Daw eo } . ’ . . 
JOHN PAYLE, of Penton Fell, who carried two parcels of dynamite in 
iiway Carriage, was fined Five Poonps. We publish this to en- 
ot ' hter on the cheap, for it is 
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SOCIAL SKETOHES. 





No. XI.—TILBURY DRAKARD. 


MACREADY says, ‘‘A wise man will not stop to vex himself with 
trifles.” Won't he? The obese bishop whose knowledge of theology is 
absolutely crushing, and whose philosophy is a lesson to mankind, fumes 
at once ifa small dirty street boy hints that the said bishop being so 
uncommon fat, what a pity it is his pals don’t work him up into candles, 
Have you ever seen a general who has won battles and bled for his 
country—a general covered with decorations—covered also with a very 
slight nettle-rash? We have. A fractious child wasn’t in it for worry 
with the military hero. We dined in Paris at same table with a politi- 
cian on whose lips the fate of Europe once hung. His rognons sautés 
were served a trifle overdone and too highly peppered. Judging from 
the statesman’s language, and the wild roll of his fish-like eye, the waiter 
had reason to congratulate himself that the mishap happened in Paris, 
and not in Russia. 

* - * * . 

Adam Brewster's merry face and round portly form was a pleasure to 
gaze on; everybody he came in contact with liked him; his jovial, 
happy temperament seemed actually catching: an hour or two with 
Adam, listening to his jocose quips and shouts of laughter, usually served 
as a tonic to the most confirmed misanthbrope. - 

Adam could afford to laugh, for, by his own ability and genius in 
speculations, he had made an immense fortune. Brewster had one an- 
noyance—his absolute baldness. Even one solitary bristle objected to 
make an appearance on Adam’s head, notwithstanding the most lavish 
use of hair restorers of all kinds. The slightest banter on the subject 
transformed Adam from a good-tempered kind!, man into a barbarous, 
ruthless, merciless demon. Of course he wore a wig; but if, on its 
falling off by accident, anybody even smiled, his rage was almost uncivi- 
lized. 

Adam loved his little stepson, Tilbury Drakard, dearly, Tilbury’s 
mother was dead, and Brewster seeme. to concentrate all his affection 
on the lad. 

One fatal afternoon Adam was sitting in an easy chair on his lawn, 
taking a nap after lunch. His wig had tumbled off, and his bald head 
bobbed gently up and down, Tilbury and a schoolfellow were playing 
about with pea-shooters. 

Suddenly Tilbury shouted to his friend, ‘‘ Let’s have a shot at old 
Bladder-of-lard. He’s asleep, and won’t know what it is.” 





But they were mistaken. Adam did know what it was, and he heard 
what was said. Having raved and thrashed for an hour, Adam never 
spoke to the boy till fifteen years afterwards, when on his death-bed he 
informed Tilbury that he left him his fortune upon three conditions— 
viz., ‘‘that he should marry a bald-headed woman,” and ‘‘ should not 
take possession of his property till he was bald-headed himself,” and also 
‘that neither he nor his wife should ever wear wigs.”’ Then the old man 
died, and the young man went out sorrowing, for he was engaged to Myra 
Selwyn, a fashionable beauty. Having stated the terms of his uncies 
will to Myra, he was astonished to hear her laugh, and say, “‘ Well, Til, 
as soon as the old buffer’s buried we must both go to Shipwright’s, have 
our heads shaved, and get married at once. Hair doesnt take long to 
grow again.”’ Then a light burst on Tilbury that the baldness was not 
to be f nd he executed the Highland fling skilfully. 
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REVIEWING THH QUESTIONS OF THE DAY. 


(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN the Questions-of-the-day 
Are collected for display, 
And, a little bit refractory, 
March past in close array, 
And Field-Marshal G. O. M. 
Has their failings to condemn, 
’T is of course unsatisfactory 
For him as well as them. 


Upon every brigade 

Proper stricture must be made: 
Some appear to be ubiquitous 

Who should be in the shade; 

Fellah, Boer, and Zulu 

Straggle much at the review, 
And a few seem quite iniquitous 

In whatsoe’er they do. 


There’s a lot of drilling yet 
They will surely need to get, 
And their officers distressfully 
Behold the task that’s set; 
But the G, O. M. will try 
All he can to make them spry, 
And he’Il turn them out successfully, 
Or know the reason why. 
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THE MEMBER {FOR WOODCOCK’S SONG. 
Air— Zhe Lord Chancellor’s song in “ Iolanthe.” 



























WHEN I entered the House as a very,young man 
(Said I to myself—said 1), 

I’ll not keep in the rear, but will be in the van 
(Said I to myself—-said I); 

Ill not be a cypher—I go in to speak— 

I won’t be the tool of a party or clique— 

I’ll have one to my own most particular cheek 
(Said I to myself—said I)! 


I'll not be Home Ruler, nor Tory, nor Rad 
(Said I to myself—said I); 

I’ll have none but myself as political dad 
(Said I to myself—said I). 

I'll sting like an angry malevolent bee, 

And waxy will make poor old W. G. 

{Not the Doctor) until he feels quite up a tree 
(Said I to myself—said I). 





And when the Conservatives’ reign shall have come 
(Said I to myself—said I) 
They won’t find me either quiescent or dumb 
(Said I to myself—said I). 
They ’ll find me a constant and troublesome _foe— 
Where’er there’s an opening, planting a blow! 
A good British bulldog that never lets go 
(Said I to myself—said I)! 


This mode of procedure, used early and late 
(Said I to myself—said I), 

Must have its effect on the Heads of the State 
(Said I to myself—said I). 

No matter what party opinions prevail, 

I'll be my own party—Zha/ never can fail 

With ME as the Body, the Head,?and the Tail 

(Said I to myself—said_1). 
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‘Isn't he a dear?” said the Railway Director. ‘‘He’s the Working Classes. My sole aim in life is to do things for his benefit—die for him, I assure you!” 


My, 





“Ves,” said he. ‘ The poor dear fellowseemed to wanta forest destroyed so I swallowed my own feelings, and set to work —pains me deeply ; but, still, for 47s sake 








Why, I should Zose by it!" ‘ What queer things he’ 
he hadn't noticed that little exposure. 
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A “CABINET” QUESTION. 


Talboys.—'*‘ OH, GOING TO HAVR YOUR LIKENESS TAKEN, EH, BILKINS? 
- "4 ’ ’ 
WELL THEN, LOOK HERE, OLD MAN: MIND YOU BE SURE TO ASK THE 


Cove TO po you CaBINET SIZE,” 
Bilkins.—‘* WHAT ARE YOU DRIVING AT NOW, Tommy?” 
Talboys.—‘* WHY, LOOK HERE, BILKINS: 


BRING youR ‘HorRSE’ ALONG, AND HAVE HIM DONE TOO.” 


Hit 
| j hh 

Wilt 
y i? 


Nothing Better. 


How many scarcely seem to care 
For aught below the sun ! 























I’LL LAY YOU ANY ODDS 
THAT IF YOU GO IN THAT GET-UP, AND SAY YOU WANT TO HAVE YOUR 
*CARTE’ TAKEN, THE ARTIST FRLLOW WILL ASK YOU WHY YOU DIDN'T 


The will and force they cannot spare 
This earthly race to run. 

Against their limp and lazy ways 
Distinctly I protest. 

Through life (to quote a Yankee phrase) 
I’ve done my level best. 


In youth I felt a deadly hate 
For Greek, and Latin too; 
Though early day by day, and late, 
Their nouns I struggled through. 
Our old and worthy pedagogue 
My growing zeal confess’d ; 
So dull a dog ’t were vain to flog 
Who did his level best. 


I left my school at seventeen 
As wise as when I went. 
My courtship on this chequered scene 
Became the next event. 
The maid was false, though very fair, 
And made my love her jest, 
Although I strove, I still declare, 
To do my level best. 








It mattered not; the City clerk 
Who proves a steady man 

Will never find the world so dark 
With sixty pounds fer ann. 

I worked away—I did indeed— 
With energy and zest ; 

The firm that kicked me out agreed 
I’d done my level best. 





I tried the bar, the press, the stage, 
And failed in each to shine ; 
Although I trust, in riper age, 
Success may still be mine. 
At all events, when Fate's decree 
At last shall bring me rest, 
My well-earned epitaph shall be— 
‘* He did his level best!” 








Mr. BROWNING's latest volume of poems is entitled 
‘*Jocoseria.” It is not true, however, that the eminent poet 
is about to write a Joco-seria-l storyfor FUN. That is onlya 
joke-(o!), and must not be taken seria-sly. 
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THH LATEST AMENITY. 
(From that Wild Reporter of Ours.) 


CONSIDERABLE objection appears to be entertained to the presence of 
the new District Railway ventilators in the Courts of Justice. In 
No. 101 Court the construction has been placed in a comparatively un- 
objectionable position, being immediately in front of the jury box, so 
that nobody can be said to be really choked by the fumes except the 
gentlemen of the jury; and it is a pity that the same skill in choice of 
— has not been shown in the case of the other courts. Court 

0. 2008 may be quoted as a glaring instance of want of consideration 
in the railway company who have the game in their hands; for, as the 
learned judge himself remarked, ‘‘ When a judge of the Royal Courts of 
Justice is compelled to occupy an insecure position upon a narrow ledge 
of brickwork inside a smoke-stack ; while the gentlemen of the Bar ex- 
perience the utmost difficulty in maintaining their seats upon a board 
placed across a smoking chasm, into which their briefs from time to 
time fall, to be mangled by passing trains beneath—it becomes a ques- 
tion as to reconsidering the powers secured to the railway company by 
their Act.” 

In Westminster Abbey and St Paul’s Cathedral similar murmurs of 
disapprobation continue to be heard. It appears that in the course of 
a sermon by the Dean in the first-named edifice, the reverend gentle- 
man, carried away by the force of his eloquence, incautiously leaned too 
far over his pulpit, lost his balance, and fell into the District ventilator 
immediately in front. The greatest anxiety prevailed, until the toes of 
the learned divine were found protruding from the funnel of a locomo- 
tive on its arrival at the Mansion House. The rev. gentleman had sus- 


[alr I narm ey nv ence ' from VW nit 


veniences clearly indicate the enjoyment of somewhat excessive powers 
by the District Railway. 

It is understood that the proposal of the company to utilize the duct 
which supplies fresh air to the Houses of Parliament as a ventilator 
may meet with some amount of opposition from certain independent 
Members of both Houses; but the preponderance of railway interests in 


| the Lower House is likely to render any efforts of the objectors entirely 
| Nugatory. 








NEW LEAVES. 
‘* Poems, Humorous and Philosophical,” by Agrikler (London : Grif- 


_ fith and Farran ; Bristol: J. W. Arrowsmith).—These poems are truly 
what they profess to be, both humorous and philosophical, and show 


considerable skill in ‘* both departments.” 
“*May’s British and Irish Press Guide” (Frederick L. May) is so com- 


_ plete and comprehensive that it will be of infinite service as a book of 


reference for all interested in press periodicals, 

_. successful Advertising: its Secrets Explained,” by Thos, Smith 
(T. Smith), is a valuable book issued in the interests of advertisers, from 
which it is said they may learn what many so much require—the 
secret of success. 

“‘Longfellow’s Poems,” the Blackfriars Edition (George Routledge 
and Sons )—This is a very attractive edition of the ever-charming poems. 
It is embellished with the masterly illustrations by Sir John Gilbert, 
which, like the poems themselves, are none the less beautiful, none the 
less delightful, for having been seen before. 

Mr. Joho Hollingshead has a volume of stories and essays in the press 

€ published Chay r he title of ‘* Footlig! ) 
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DITTIBS OF THH DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 


New Serigs. No. 39.—A SonG oF PATIENCE 


Arr—‘* Wait till his Ship conves home.” 


Amon the crowd, ’t will be allowed, 
A many folks you meet 
Don’t seem, / say, to know when they 
Have suffered a defeat; 
And even ‘‘ Joe” indulged, you know, 
In multiplied appeals; 
But now they say he means to pay, 
And ‘‘ Fanny”’ hums at meals— 
** Wait till me ship comes home, mama! 
Wait till me ship comes home! 
I'll pay, bedad! 
For das Oi’ve had— 
Wait till me ship comes home !”’ 


L. Courtney, M.P., is wed, we see, 
And friends, we understand, 
The harmony promoted by 
Presenting him a ‘‘ Grand.” 
We'd like to do ‘‘the proper’’ too 
While all congratulate, 
And if you’d see what presents 4¢ 
When we present in state, 
Wait till our ship comes home, my boys, 
Wait till our ship comes home; 
So please prepare 
To start and stare— 
Wait till our ship comes home. 


The volunteers, it well appears, 
Have had a good review 
(That Mr. Fun was down as one 
Was known to very few). 
We do admire—we ’re all on fire— 
Enthusiasm glows ; 
Before it dies we 'll give a prize— 
Or, stop a bit, suppose—we 
Wait till our ship comes home, old man, 
Wait till our ship comes home! 
It might be rash 
To part with cash 
Until our ship comes home! 


‘T was no one less than ‘‘ Our Princess ” 
Who gave the prizes out 
To little girls in plaits and curls 
Who'd earned them, we’ve no doubt. 
A rod there’s made, in pickle laid, 
And ready for the backs 
Of those who fight with dynamite 
And murderous attacks—and—oh ! 
Wait till their ship comes home, my lads, 
Wait till their ship comes home; 
They ll find the thing 
Will play and sting—obooh ! 
Wait till their ship comes home! 








MIGHT not a jolly baker be called a merry (y) Easter? 
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| evening in a corner almost unnoticed and took little interest in the con- 








MONSIEUR CHAMPAGNE, 


DINING at the Duke of Duroport’s the other evening, the conversa- 


tion turned upon what was the proper time for the introduction of Cham- 
pagne at the dinner-table, 
Lord Claretcup, giving his wiry moustache an affectionate caress and 
with a contemptuous sneer upon his lip, expressed a decided opinion 
that it was a great mistake, in genteel society, to introduce him at all. 
He was a poor, senseless, silly, giggling thing—a mere effervescent 
bubble, without any intellectual attainments whatever, and not worthy 
the name of WINE. If he could raise an unmeaning laugh, it was all he 
cared for—and this he undoubtedly did much too often, and so put a stop 
to all quiet and rational conversation. 
Lord Hockthatssour was of the same opinion, with only this differ- 
ence: he thought we might, under certain circumstances, admit him as 
one of the great WINE family. It was quite true that he claimed paren- 
tage from one of the younger branches, and could not aspire to that high 
prestige and great antiquity which surrounded some of the more renowned 
gentlemen present at that table; yet he was undoubtedly a WINE, and, 
notwithstanding his effervescent character, ought, under certain restric- 
tions, to be admitted to their society as such, 
Old Crusty Port said he differed from the former speakers entirely, 
and considered their sentiments very much too severe. For himself, he 
rather liked the young fellow—there was a skippy gaiety about him that 
set off well against ‘‘us heavy dogs,” and was altogether more a 
than otherwise ; it was something like putting new blood into an ol 
body, and warmed it up better; and, considering the whole subject, he 
thought the youth might be admitted with the solids. 
Baron Burgundy considered that much too late. He ought to be in- 
troduced, if introduced at all, with the entrées, not a minute later. 
Old Lord Madeira, a wheezy old gentleman who had a great East 
Indian reputation, and was reported to be very rich, but had sat all the 


versation, merely observed that his knowledge of the young fellow was 
very limited, he only knew that people didn’t care very much about him 
in his time, 

Then Viscount Sherrydry, a pale thin young man, spoke in a good 
firm voice, that few, from his appearance, would have believed him to 
possess, assuring the company that they were all wrong. ‘I can tell 
you, gentlemen, that Monsieur Champagne is a very intimate friend of 
mine. I have known him for many years, and he is one of the jolliest 
fellows that ever lived, and the last thing he would wish would be to do 
any one the slightest harm, but rather try his best to make everybod 
under his influence happy and contented, to forget their anxieties an 
their cares, whatever they might be, and, for the moment at least, believe 
that this world is a far far happier place than a large majority of people 
consider it to be, or perhaps than it really is. And believe me, gentlemen 
—for in this I am sure all the ladies will give their most hearty approval 
—the sooner he can be introduced into any company the greater will 
be the enjoyment.” 

We are decidedly of Viscount Sherrydry’s opinion. Let us have him 
in now. Booker, send in Monsieur Champagne. 


OUR AVERNUS. 





Scene—Tue THAMES EMBANKMENT GARDENS. 


Time—When the District Railway have quite carried out their blow-hole} 
schemes. 


The fate of the only living thing so imprudent as to venture into the 
Garden of Lethal Exhalations. 


> > 








eresrponpents.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, rrturn, or pay for Contributions 
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HOW TO CLIMB, 
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Pradsty vied UST LP HAIRD RK IMIN’ THE LADDER W HAT 
Aritih Worknan,—“ Nov iv, PADDY, You SRE, I GOES UP MYSELF FIRST AND CARRIES THE MORTAR UP AFTER. 
sidy,—** A H! BEDAD, I NIVER THOUGHT O° THAT,” 
. 4 ry’ - “4 | 
Lady Dixie's Dog. The Latest. TURF CUTTINGS. 
IN t ensational dynamite days everything has to be carried out so To THE Epiror oF ‘‘ Fon,” 
- a pata a ome a aes Taree ; ; 7 eee eee 
, : : wie ae \ meee St Lady Piig ] OLNSHIRE HANDICAP AND LIVERPOOL GRAND NATIONAL. ; 
I I MS ml at belng ‘ , ; 1 
. ah Seek 5 FAR SI A hurried line or so to tell you everything I knowa! 
I y ! I «k ANOCwrl lT - I , } ‘ 1) . } ; q ea : } fe , } an’ Pe. , A} ee 
} 7 The poor nfused al hire, old pal, and Liverpool Grand Nation Abou 
i ' { i Ai A 4 A 1 , . 1 : | 
rth a tread Ne Th I's e belief it may be won by Lowland Chief, alth 1 Sco 
c i a cae 4 1ie€ | i 9 99 (9 1 } 
‘ . may t >to possess ‘fa chance: but, on the who-e, my 
1 hy , fy } . r G2 } ’ ’ 
( iy I 1 [it rCCOVET, 1 . ‘- . ot 
ne ale, Ps 1. oe peta aan Sachem as the best of three (or one, at least) of those 
I I iV. Ii¢ C lis } | Li 1 o..9 ] _ 
t “> + 4 I tr r { tain a place; the other two may praps be fou! 
av , t I nderground, to teach a song, or lead a toast, or 
I 
za Y ’ | ° ’ ’ » | ° | 3 » 
N nal, I think, I’m much inclined to 
j mo 5 , : : % ; : . 
Animal” Spirits, favour he Mohican, the Scot, Tame Fox, and Montau he 
r r perpetrators of the Athla ns I note, but Liberator claims my vote. 
) arliament t words: ** Gloni At h this the Prophet sends his kindly love to all your friend 
pnew Lhree ch ts The tiger has —the ¢ wh ew the oftice down (who’s not at present, p’r’aps 
} its back, but they are by Nature he other town), n who's blocked the Pigeon Lill, and they who vainly 
mal r\ Ir ¢ n } y N t re. trie t K1il U! cS Lady ] lorence Dixie too, and honest Mr. Evan, wo 
t alraid—to run away and cheat the gallows any day, I am, upo! 
‘ ) ! = 7 
I ASTER-* Peopl et marned on Easter Monday : —" 
, sini ataiaeainia PROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man). 
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1 States (;overnment has ignified its readine to con icer 
i! I f Wa } by (,reat Brit ina to \\ ills ttn) ry ke . Whig 
to New York, being a fit subject for extradition. The 
ised of picking pockets at the late ‘‘¢ 

| 


rturing a cat, being drunk, and assaulting the police. 


arisen, Wilham Sykes having declared his 
y political nature, seeing that the pocket picked 


ntleman who had voted on the opposite side at the last 
} 


J 


: 
‘ | 
ricti 


e cat belonged to the cook ofa Cabinet Minister, the drunken- 


ed by liquor consumed with a view of opposing Sir W, 
ence of their having 


le 
the declarer differs in 


A Wild Ducksio ad Absurdam. 


ranve vid f her thimes if ‘ f raf wkling 


+ 


—_ 


Soe 


F. 





ITCH, 


a’, 
‘\ 


WAP Lif O11 tviusia, 


Fc ae 


a” 


LLER. 





a or ree 


























' 
’ 
’ 
, 
’ 
’ 
) 
3 
2? 
“ 


fx] 
= 
fr] 
-— 
oo) 
= 
‘ae } 
ni 
fa 
0 
< 
io 
— 
a 
e, 
= 
(x 
weil 
x 
9) 
6) 
bail 
» 










































SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
} WBA, at the Strand, achieved 
\ a pretty deci led success wiha 
firstenight holiday audience, if 
enthusiastic call for author 
aud composer at the end f the 


econd act any criterion; and 
the success was quite substantial 

aS . : . 7h 
enough to sugyest the probahility 


pi 
of (what has sincehappenea) sub- 
sequent complete en orsement 
. by the general body of playgoers. 
Not much can be said for the 
lialogue or conception of the 
tory, itistrue ; it bear tror 
| Cymbialarity to the simplest and 
most familiar form of fairy tale— 
a certain magic thimble enables 
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childish story ending nowhere, the dul- 


yy now), the somewhat 
by comedians 


he dialogue, eked out 


» 68 


wheezes,”’ which shine 
(by contrast) with the brilliance of rea) 
humour, the low level of the acting 
power as a whole, and the utter impos- 
sibility of two-thirds of the audience 
hearing half what is said upon the stage 
(partly the fault of the artists, partly of 
the size of the house). For the merits 
and it must be allowed that they our. 
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sages pug Shae KrF, “4° ‘tion of his work with all the deftness 
and finish of versification of which he 

a past master. The 
roperty-master, however, miss, right and left, chan 
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piece absolutely teems—the former’s idea of 2 gun o 
the end of the first act, is deliciously funny, and the joke is not exactly 
the scene-painter’s side ; this, however, with no cdetraction to the general 


plished conductor, an 
master, and an admirable corps of 
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who acts with ease and 1 
ings like a 
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in the hands of a lady wh 
sing very little and act 
all: while Miss Fannie Leslie, 
who can both act and sing, has 
only an opening address to 
speak; and Miss Marie Wil- 
liams, almost her equal in both 
respects, appears in a subordi- 
nate part; while Mr. Rosenthal, 
a clever singer but no actor, has 
perhaps the longest acting an 
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AVRIL 4. 1883. 
The Springs and the Book. 
] Spring, the Printemps, resuscitated in the shape ot a Cry 
Palace, and Zolas ‘‘ Bonheur des Dames,” which describes it, have a 
peared t 


AT one blow, a fortune, a book, and two springs ; 
For poets new fancies, for ladies new ‘‘ things,” 
This last wind of March simultaneously brings 
On busy and boisterous pinion ; 
Spring, Printemps, and Zola, —a seer can see 
A sign of the times in this union of three, 
And guess what society ’s likely to be 
| Beneath their tripartite dominion. 


The spring—as of old, it will probably turn 
| The fancies of young men to wisely discern 
| That thinking of love, as a rule, doesn’t earn 
As much in ¢vo0is four cent as marriage ; 
That buying and selling in that model mart 
| Called after her name and named after her heart, 
Gives modern young men the best possible start 
For capitol, capital, carriage. 


The Printemps—it towers, one vast looking-glass, 
Reflecting and catching the lady and lass, 
The cocottes who enter, the grsettes who pass, 
Reflecting what arch wonders sin does; 
It draws with a ribbon, a fan, or a frill, 
From manor and work-room, from boudoir and mill, 
And all the stones thrown against them it leads ill 
Could scarce break its myriad windows. 


The book—no, the Bible—the ‘‘ Bonheur des Dames,’ 
Who want their ‘‘things” showy, nor care if they ‘re shan 
The gospel of shirting and Madapolam, 

That heralds base art ’s declining ; 
And duly it must oust the old and slow 
Romances some fogies left living still know, 
For three-volume novels upon calico 

And poems that are simply‘‘ lining. ’ 


From Our Medical Adviser. 
‘*A STOLEN JOKE is not a funny bone,’—|We are awa: 
of that. The celebrated Scotch surgical operation busine-; 
| would fail to get your wheeze even into Sir W. Lawson's 
| head.—Ep, Fun.] 


AN UNi OUNDED ‘f CHARGE.’’—A blank cartridge. 





OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE ELECTRIC 
EXHIBITION. 


Now, wouldn’t you have thought, Sir, that the principal feature of an 
Exhibition of Electricity, held at an Aquarium, would have been Flec 
tric Eels? For my part, I certainly expected to tind these ti 
the tankful, and I ventured to tell the manager as much, 

‘*Ah!” said he in reply, ‘‘ I’ve no choice in the matter.” 

‘“What! not even Hobson’s?” I queried; but the Captain would 
not continue the conversation, so I passed on to view perhaps the most 
‘‘shocking” collection of appliances ever massed in one building. 

It was most curious to notice, Sir, what an etiect the electric exhibits 
had already had on the attendants. They most of them seemed to have 
had their hair brushed by electricity, judging by its ‘‘shock"’ appear- 
ance; and at least one junior efloyé was eating a piece of bread and 
elec‘veac/e with much relish as I passed. 

}-dison, the scientific wizard, had a full bag of his newest clec-tricks 
}on view, as usual; and I was much struck with his appliance for sig- 
nalling for ships in distress. This plan seemed to meet all the possible 
| wreck-wirements of the situation. It was whilst looking at it closely 
that I was joined by a portly gentleman, whom I |.new to be a gas 
director at once by his curious cubic feet. So I resolved to draw him. 
[No sketch received with 11S.—Ep. Fon.] 

“Ah!” I exclaimed, pointing to the Great Torpedo Searcher of 
wer, ‘‘that is a blazer, now, that is.” 


cad ne 
all,’’ returned the gas directing dissembler. 





‘*Why, lor 


ess you, sir, we can afford to make light of such an invention as that, 
—rhenI wv er you g making your light of inferior coal,’’ I re- 
‘ . ‘ ae af | 7 


Joy—** NO, YEW BE GOAN (UGTITI 

Traveller.—**BuT THE FINGRR-POST SAID THIS WAY. 

Boy. —‘* Au, BUT 
ONE NOIGHT, AND CHAI 
pre!” 


h there by 


DITCH, 








“HERE 


STANDS A POST 


WRONG, ZUR 


IHRER FINGER- POAST WAS KLOWED DOWN 
AS STOUK SHE UP AGEN, 'K COULDN’ READ, YE 


PHAT 





Mr. Swan, by way of thanking me for my discomtiture of the enemy 
offered to explain his system to me. ‘‘ There are two great electri 
lights,” he began: ‘‘one ‘“ 


i & Fy ‘a, ’ } 
res, one the In-cCan-does 


es 


ind the other the 


‘in-can-dussn't,’” J 


interrupted. ‘*I know as much as that already.” 

“Cult ,” rephed Mr. Swan, winking stealthily at Mr. Siemens ; 
1 you know all about the Noah’s Arc light also, no doubt?” 

**Of course!” I replied, entering into the spirit of the occasion , ‘* the 
Noah's Arc light is the one that literally ‘floods’ the apartiment with 
rilliancy, ch?” 

“See here,’ cried Mr. Swan, changing the subject, ‘‘this is the kind 


if lamp I am sending to Strasbourg.” 


‘How strange!” I murmured; ‘‘ Swan’s lights destined for the city 
of geese’s livers !- 
‘And what do you think of my lamps for miners?” asked Mr. 


Siemens, 

“Why, I should have thought ‘ Scamen’ 
better fitted for mariners,’ I replied. 

‘*See here, mistare,” cried M. Jablochko!i, ‘there are my lamps so 
powerful that you go shoot with them your cock peasant and buck 
rabbit at night, s2 vous roule..’ 

‘Steady now, M. Jablochkoff,” I answered; ‘‘are you quite sure the 
‘game’ ld be worth your big-power ‘candles,’ ch?” And the riv: 
electrickists cluckled to a man as they pressed more closely about me. 

“What you think of my system?” asked Herr Werdermann. 


lamps would have been 


would 


‘ Put out your tongue and lend me your wrist,” I answered, ‘‘and I 
will tell you; but, meantime, let me inform you, ye ntlemen, " (and I 
wept the assembled electricians with my eye as though it had been a 
Bru lamp), ‘‘that, in my opinion, there is only one really too-tuo 

trickist’ in the field. 
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VHOLESALE MANUFACTURING JEWELLER. 
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Upon the approach af the reporte: to interview him, the abject criminal divulges, in 
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We are shocked to say 


Acr** ment with a D*m*n, in Bi**p! (Editers are most careful to see this agr* “ment when engaging a reporter. ) After this the thing ts easy. 


net Minister details his most secret policies and ambitions. The assassin produces the evidences of his 
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** picturesque leader’ language, the long tale of his crimes. 
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MASTER AND PUPIL. 
(See Cartoon.) 


’'T IS strange, but true, that people swarm 
To see performing dogs perform, 

And wonder how a quadruped 

Can thus so easily be led 

To walk on two legs, dance, lie still, 

And caper at its master’s will ; 

When, in its wild untutored state, 

Before man came to educate, 

Such feats would be, to say the least, 
Unnatural in such a beast. 

But careful training can effect 

Results one hardly would expect ; 

What seemed impossible before 

Is soon unlikely and no more ; 

And what’s unlikely, soon you ’ll learn, 
Is an accomplished fact in turn, 

To show how good instruction jogs 

The pow’rs, Professor Gladstone’s dogs 
Are cited: see, for instance, how 

The trusty Childers can bow-wow ; 

His master cries, “ Hey, presto! quick !” 
And—hoop !—they ’ve done the Budget trick. 
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Upon the first a sad responsibility is cast, 





For this is true, 
And that is true, 
As true as true can be; 
And if it’s true to nobody else, 
As least it’s true to me. 











For all is true 
I'm telling you, 
As true as true can be; 
And if it’s true to nobody else, 
At least it’s true to me. 

















| For this is true, 
| And that is true 
About her Queenship's knee; 


| It isn’t news to me. 





| And ev’rything I write is preternaturally true. 
For this is true, 
And that is true, 
As true as true can be; 
And if it’s true to nobody else, 


At least it’s true to 


a 


DITTIBS OF THB DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MELODIES OF THE MOMENT. 
New Sgrigs. No. 40.—A SONG oF VERACITY. 
A1ir—*"* She was true to someboty else.” 


SOME people are as credulous as ever they can be, 
While other people disbelieve the thing they plainly see; 


Because they made the liars, and the liars made the last. 
And as I tell the news I find the credulous a bane— 
The way they take in all I say is driving me insane; 

| While, as for the incredulous, they ’re pretty well as bad— 
The way they disbelieve me is enough to drive me mad. 





Some Ashantees are asking leave to live ‘neath British rule 
(Which clearly proves the Ashantee is not a ‘‘ stoopid fool”’). 
It seems the hint was premature that spoke about a chance 

Of new Commercial Treaties with our lively neighbour France. 
As ‘‘ Rector” Mr. Bright has made his little Glasgow speech ; 
Quaint sentry-boxes guard our doors—a couple of them each; 
While Easter was a merry time (the wind was easter too)— 
And ev’ry blessed word I say is absolutely true. 


And if it’s news to somebody else, 


Referring to the Peltzer case, they ’ve lost on their appeal; 

‘* The Patriotic Brotherhood” have all been made to feel; 

There ’s Winsford town is sinking down, which isn’t quite its fault, 
Because they ’re undermining it in cutting out the salt. 

Mount Etna’s in eruption (which in course of time will cease) ; 
And we’re about to have, they say, five hundred new police. 

The culprit got off lightly in that last St. Paul’s to-do— 


Upon my word and honour, then, the Primate ’s been enthroned 
(The ‘‘ blowing up cathedral” has, however, been postponed). 
Portsoken Ward ’s elected Mr. Isaac with ec/d/; 

The Lady Florence Dixie’s word is doubted with a ‘‘ bah!” 

It seems the Czar had very nearly sought the silent tomb, 

With none to give the warning cry ‘‘ the waiter’s in the room ;”’ 
And then Sir Richard Phillimore has gracefully retired, 

And that’s the truth which I’m prepared to swear to if required. 








| Then that settles it—we were right ! 





| about it. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMBS. 
FORCE OF HABIT. 
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EpiTor. By the way, the new statue on the Hyde Park Embankment 
will be unveiled by the time this issue’s out. Must have half a col. 
I saw it the other day, but don’t know anything about 
statues myself—haven’t least notion whether it’s good or bad; but it’s 
bad, of course. Just knock off a few severe lines about it. Needn't 
describe it ; some general platitudes about the decline of the plastic art 
in this country and the hideousness of our public monuments, and a back- 
hander to the new affair in the last three lines. 

Suk-Epiror. Why, I know where to lay my hand on the very thing. 
There ’s an old article that never appeared in my desk, written on the 
unveiling of something or other, I forget what. 

EpiTor, Is it pretty stiff, eh? Must be pretty-—— 

SuB-Ep, Oh, yes! a regular slasher. ‘ ® 

Mr. LEDD-ByTHENO7E. Let’s see what the paper says against the 
new statue. Saw it yesterday—wrctched affair, of course—— 

MR, PRESSGHYDED. Oh! you understand such things, then? I've 
been longing to find some one who knows, to corroborate my opinion 
about it. Directly I saw it I said, ‘* The designing of public statues is 
a lost art, as far as the metropolis is concerned Here is another 
absurd failure!” That is what I said, although I confess that I haven't 
the slightest notion what a statue should be like myself; but you-——— 

Mr. Lepp-B. Oh! I assure you I hardly know a statue from a 
stalactite. I knew this one was a wretched affair, because all our 
London statues are well known to be —— 

Mr. Press. Ah !—exactly—just so. I’m glad to see, though, 
that we were not mistaken in our judgment. The paper says: ‘‘ The 
designing of public statues is a lost art, as far as the metropolis is con- 
cerned. Any one with the merest smattering of art knowledge has only 
to take a walk through the richest capital in the world to be forcibly 
struck with——” 

Mr. Lepp-B, That’s exactly what my paper says, word for word, 


* 


EpITOR OF COMIC PAPER (f OrFice Boy). We mustn’t forget to 
have a slap at the new statue they ‘ve unveiled. Suppose yeu don’t 
happen to have seen it? 

OrFice Boy. Ain’t I, though! I was hup in a tree right over its ’ed 
when they was a-doing of the ceremony. It didn’t seem up to much 
from my pint o’ view—looked too short an’ dumpy, an’ didn’t seem to 
’ave no shape in it. 

Ep. or C, P. Oh! all right; I’m glad I've heard it described by an 
eye-witness, and then I can't be prejudiced about it. It’s certain to be 
rubbish, because the designing—— 

O. B, Hof public statues——— 

Ep. oF C. P. Is a lost art, as far as—— 

O. B. The ay ide ~ ° slliaet bo 

Ep. oF C, P, You are you are a very in tboy. I 
will go in and do a fearf y funny column about the absurdities of the 
new statue. 7 ° 

STREET Boy. Djyeeah! ’ere’s the noo statter they bin unravellin’, 
It’s a horful duffin’ thing. Ain’t you ‘eard everybody say so? Don’t 
you know as the desigain’ ov pubberlic statutes is a lorst hart? Bet yer 
I ‘its it with this ere smashed horringe. . e 

Greek Cuoros, Extraordinary thing that such a blunder should 
have occurred in the matter of those statues! It appears the contractor 


was entrusted with the placing of two statues, one a mt? a by 
Phidias, lately dug up at Athens, to be placed in the British Museum, 
the other the new statue by Mr. Brown, to be placed on the Hyde Park 
Embankment. By a strange mistake, the Phidias was placed on the 
pedestal intended for Mr. Brown's production, 











en te 


> tiny, 
: 


= 


HOUNDSDITCH, E.C. 


~ 








- 


Saieaieeliinn: a 


ER 
~ 


a 2 


an 





ieetnenetmem adie nS een. 


VHOLESALE MANUFACTURING JEWELLER. 


Se ee ee 





en ee — 
oo ee we we ee 


2 ogg 








PATENTEER OF THE 


























































i 
mee egunenne 


~ ey 


x = et 


eee GE ree 


























a - 


2 
a eee 











- ae 
Rail satiin 








a tn a se, EE. MORSE 











ew es 


> ed 





— 


> nie 


Pt seeps Oe ate 











| funeral expenses without a murmur. He has 








| 148 


APRIL 4, 1883, | 





—— 





SOCIAL SKETCHES. 


| No, XIL—NICHOLAS GOLLINS, 


| TORNING youths out into the world to scratch for themselves seems to 

| be a capital method for securing ultimate prosperity to the discarded in- 
fant, only sometimes, when the castaway reaches the pinnacle of pros- 
perity, he is apt to look down and sneer at his progenitors. 

“ 7 *€ * * 

| When Joseph Gollins retired from business proper, and only continued, 
just as a little amusement, to discount bills at sixty per cent., he found 
time hang rather heavily on his hands, so thought the best thing he could 
do would be to marry Madame Pretange’s daughter. 

Madame and her daughter defrauded foolish ladies out of their money 

by persuading them to be enamelled with Créme de Tamini, a horrible 
| unguent which produced violent inflammation on the skin, Ke. 5 after 
which they sold at exorbitant prices poisonous washes to their dupes, 
supposed to heal their faces, but intended to make them worse. When 
| their victims were sufficiently fleeced and skinned, Madame would kindly 
' introduce them to a doctor who could guarantee to restore the skin to its 
normal condition for a hundred pounds or so. 

Joseph had a great respect for such sharp practice, and his subsequent 
| marriage with Polly Skeeting, Madame’s daughter, turned out a happy 
|one. When the son and heir of Gollins appeared on the scene, Gollins 

remarked, ‘‘ Polly, we will train up that child properly.” So the infant 
Nicholas imbibed business habits from the first. Almost his first words 
were, ‘* Hops are firm, dadda, corn is easy, peas unaltered.” 
| At eight years of age he understood all about American railway shares. 
He was taken to auctions, and frequented the Bankruptcy Court. When 
| he first went to school at Dr. Fipper’s academy his talents fairly burst 
forth. Nicholas never spent his pocket-money, but incited the others to 
| get rid of theirs as quickly as possible. This done, he was able to com- 
_mand a high rate of interest. Nicholas was never hard-hearted or re- 
fused to lend, provided a boy could give good security in the shape of 
peg-tops, marbles, &c. Once he formed a public company among the 
boys for the purchase of rabbit-skins for the purpose of making fur caps, 
| whereby a huge fortune might be easily obtained, arranging that he was 
‘to have ten shillings as a promotion fee, and a shilling a day salary as 
managing director, himself taking two sixpenny shares. The company 
smashed in a week, leaving Gollins with fifteen shillings for his week’s 
_work; but one day Nicholas, having sold some school books taken as 
security, was discovered, flogged, and expelled. 

‘** Nicholas,” said his father Joseph, ‘‘ you are now fourteen, one year 
‘older than I was when I faced the world. Here is a sovereign; leave 
my house to-night, and don’t let me see your face till you’ve made your 
fortune.” 


| 








Nicholas took the money, and left gaily. He soon got a clerkship, 
embezzled a hundred pounds, made matters straight by falsifying the 
books, started on his own account as a money lender, and gradually 
worked his way up to fortune. Old Joseph suddenly risked his all in a 
grand scheme, and lost it. 

Then Nicholas, being obliged by law to do so, contributed cheerfully 
to his parents’ support in the workhouse for years, and he paid their 
just been jilted by Meg 
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| wailed; but the organist continued playing, and the choristers went on with the 








BTERLING BRITISH PLUCK, 


During the service on Easter Eve in St. Paul’s Cathedral, a man respectably 
dressed in black quitted his seat among the worshippers, ran up the chancel with his | 
hat on, jumped on the communion table, and flung the ornaments and flowers about. 

Among the congregation, it is needless to say, great consternation pre- 


chorus, thus probably preventing anything like panic.—See Newspapers. 





; 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





ONCE again we are presented with a flattering proof that the daunt 
less courage which has made England what it is has not forsaken the | 
bosoms of its people, and the glorious picture of several thousand 
people remaining unpanicstricken in the presence of the vagaries of one 
individual is calculated to kindle the flame of honest national pride in 
the bosom of every true Briton. The intelligence of the glorious event 
having spread like wildfire through the length and breadth of the 
country, giving rise everywhere to the warmest enthusiasm and admira- 
tion, it was thought to be only the right thing to interview a few of the 
most markedly courageous among the congregation, with a view to some 
data as to the sensations of the truly heroic breast in the moment of 
extreme peril. 

Mr. Kerder Leeong, on being questioned, stated :—I was a member 
ot the now celebrated congregation of St. Paul’s on Easter Eve. At 
the time of the outrage I was seated certainly not more than two hun- 
dred feet from the desperate ruffian, while I should compute the number 
of persons between him and myself at less than a couple of thousand ; 
yet, after a mere transitory knocking together of the knees, accompanied 
by chattering of the teeth, I was sufficiently collected to hold myself 
firmly in my seat and abstain from a howl of helpless fright. 

Mr. Biggand Burleigh, a retired prize-fighter, said :—I was only 
separated from the ruffian by the choir and ten rows of seats, Was at 
first inclined to sink into the ground, but held on to my chair, then took 
a deep breath, and shut my eyes. When I could make up my mind to 
open them, all was over. Do not believe that anybody would have 
imagined me to be terrified, except, perhaps, for my being deadly white 
and calling out, ‘‘Oh! help! murder!” in a faint voice. Did not see 
more than ten gentlemen faint, 

Mrs. Slightan Pheeble, an elderly invalid lady, said :—I was seated 
in the row next to the choir. The person in black brushed past me on 
his way, and fixed his eye on me fora moment or two. I was very 
much grieved at the outrage, but really could not see anything to alarm 
any one. I would have seized the man had I not been extremely feeble. 

This is 2 most extraordinary woman. 

There are rumours as to a medal for valour to be presented to each 
member of the congregation. 





@aumm 





Blowhard’s Bet, 


YounGc Blowhard, whose great boast is that he is a Yellow Ribbonite 
—that is, ‘‘one who never refuses a drink ”—recently fell into a hornet’s 
nest of teetotalers. Nettled by his offensive objections to their prin- 
ciples, the merry abstainers, six in number, turned upon him and made 
out that it was impossible for any one to always act up to Ais principles. 
How could he, for instance, take a drink with each of them, one after 
another? Blowhard, whose capacity for intoxicants is enormous, imme- 
diately offered to bet them that he could. The wager was accepted, and 
the party sallied forth ; but great, very great was his discomfiture when, 
instead of taking him to a neighbouring public house, as he supposed 
they would, they entered the shop of the nearest chemist. With 2 
dogged determination worthy of a better cause, he drank the first two 

r three mixtures given to him ; but the next, a decoction of salts and 
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DOTS BY THB WAY. | 


THE SONGS OF IRELAND. | 


THE men who wrote the Irish songs 
Said Pat was gay, and good, and daring, 
They never said that he had wrongs 
Or troubles that were worth the caring. 
They said that he could dance and sing, 
And rollick at the fair or waking ; 
His cabin with the laugh would ring 
While he to Kate true love was making. 





But had they sung in these our times, 
When men dark deeds are daily doing, 
They ’d tune their songs to different rhymes, 

And tell of blood instead of wooing. 
Ah ! who has changed the guileless ‘* boy,” 
And lured him from the path confiding? 
Or told him a revolver toy 
Was better far than law-abiding ? 





The voice that sang of ‘‘ Minstrel Boy,” 
Of Tara’s Halls, and Waters meeting, 
Of ‘* Lady's Eves,” and songs of joy, 
Of merry nights and friendly greeting, 
How would it mourn at this dark blight 
That’s turned brave Pat to desperado ; 
With flashing steel and dynamite ; 
Where there was wit, now wild bravado! 


We love the songs that Erin sings, 
We laud the ‘* boys” for deeds of daring, 
Their fame shall soar on eagle wings, 
To every land their good name bearing. 
We lift the hat and how the head 
To patriot and to Erin's beauty ; 
But, oh, our heart sinks cold and dead 
When dark deeds take the place of duty! 





A Corps-tion ! 


IT is now stated that the mysterious ‘‘ Number One” was 
an active member of a London Rifle corps. Whether this 
be so or not, the ‘‘ wanted” gentleman evidently understood 
something of drilling, for he caused ‘‘attention ” to be drawn 
to himself, and then soon made a ‘‘quick march” out of the 
way. And if he did not exactly ‘* present arms,” he presented 
money for purchasing them. He is ‘‘(h)alt”-together bad to 
the corps. 
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A PUFF AND A BLOW. 


Spindles. —‘*‘ HOW DOES THE NEW PIECE GO NOW, PUFFER?” 

Puffer.—‘' SPLENDIDLY, MY BOY, SPLENDIDLY! 
TH USANDS TURNED AWAY NIGHTLY.” 

Spinales,—‘* THOUSANDS TORNED AWAY NIGHTLY! OH, THEN, THAT 
ACCOUNTS FOR THE VERY FEW PKOPLE I SAW THERE WHEN I LOOKED 
IN THE OTHER EVKNING.” 


TREMENDOUS GO— 








The Hscaper's Boon. 


He was an Irish criminal, and he was desperately anxious to get out 
of Erin; but the thing seemed hopeless, for there was one insurmount- 
able obstacle. 

Daily he hung about the police stations and endeavoured to attract 
the attention of the constables. Hourly he stopped some inspector and 
poured into his ear his criminal au'obiography. Every day or two he 
attempted to get away to Holyhead or Liverpool, but he was always 
stopped when about to embark, and taken to the police station to be 
questioned, 

His best friends began to despair, and his enemies said, ‘‘ He will 
never escape ; he is done for!” chuck ing. o 6 

But one day he hurried home to the bosom of his loving family, with a 
joy in his face which, alas! had long been a strangertoit ‘*Saved!” 
he said. ‘* At last | am UNDER POL'CE SURVEILLANCE!” 

And the next day, without the least trouble, he was comfortably on 
the way to America, 





Of Cors-et Does. 


WHEN woman's life is sought in murderous ways, 
What stays the dagger? E ho answers—‘‘ stays.” 





A FRENCH statistic'an has computed that eighty millions of pins are 
manufactured daily in Europe. Some one ought to write a Pin-daric 
ode on the subject—containing good ‘‘ points,” of course. 





— 


A VERY FREE TRANSLATION OF “St MONUOMENTOM Qucaaris 





Crrcomspice.”—“If you think ¢4is monument is queer, come, sit, 
and have a look at the Griffin!”’ 





NEW LBA4VBS. 


‘* A Fool's Errand,” by One of the Fools (George Routledge and Sons). 
—This is a neat reprint of a book which is siid to have earned in Ame- 
rica a popularity second only to ‘‘ Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” If so, then it 
cannot have been on “A Fool’s Errand,” 

‘* An Illustrated Shakespeare Birthday Book” (same firm) is another 
and an excellent addition to the innumerable list of birthday books, the 
‘*cuts” being none the worse for being cut from the “‘ Illustrated Shake- 
speare.” 

a The Captain's Daughter,” translated from the Russian of Poushkin 
hy Madame Jean [nylestr6m and Mrs Percy Easton (City of London 
Publishing Company), is aa exciting work which is at present attracting 
consideranle attention, 

* English as she is spoke: a Jest in Soher Earnest” (Field and Tuer). 
—Every one who loves a laugh should either buy, beg, borrow, or—we 
had almost said steal this book; for in sober earnest we aver that it is 
no. given 10 every one to ** jest so,”’ 

‘Tne In erpreter: a Tale of the Crimean War,” by G. J. Whyte- 
Melville (Loegmans, Green and Co.'s ‘* Sunbeam Series”), isa thrilling 
and exciting narrative by a favourite author who, other than his readers 
intelligence, nerds no interpreter. 

** The Belt Trial.” by an Outsider (F. V. White).-— that pro- 
longed trial most people took one side or the other, ‘* An Outsider” 
championed the side that won the Belt (trial). 

“* Sketches from Texas Siftings ” (Texas Sifting Publishing Company, 
New York).—This is a neat little collection, in book form, of a series of 
laughter-provoking sketches from one of the most am of the many 
amusing American weekly papers. An edition of this work is also being 
advertised by Messrs. Routledge and Sons. 





An APPROPRIATE PARTNER VOR LADY Day.—Lord March, 








ay To Corrgsrowpants.—7he Editor docs not bind himself to achnowledge, rrturn, or pay for Contributions. 
accompanied by « stamped and directed envelope 


la me cate will they be veturned wales 








Sete 


~ 


Sit! 





i - a, ——— ~ 
; Ia oA em 
LLE R. 


ee ee | - ~~ 
ee eee we re ree me - 


— 


oo ee 





a i eR IE tn te 
—y ~—-—, 











a ~ 
". 


HOUNDSDITCH, E.C. 


“< 


OLESALE MANUFACTURING JEWE 


PATENTKE OF THE 













an 





























ah es ge ae “ 


es 

























































aad 


ee 
toe 





x ‘ 


J 








y 


eee 


wr 
8 
"Oz - 
\& 


es 
. 

~ 

‘ 





ve" 
>>. 


os 


IP. 
oa es 


TSAR: 


aD 


oe Blige RLS, SDS cee on 


wee ee 


sae MT SB SU ae 











































































ee ey 





ee ee 





A ene tm AB arene te ti 











i 
ia | 
| 
a 1} REAL SPORT. 
| | Fisherman.—“ GRT ANY SPORT IN THIS STREAM, Pat?” 
) Pa!,—** INDEED WE DO, SORR—THE HOIGHT O’ SPORT, SORR; WE ALWAYS THROW THE BAILIFFS IN THERE, SORR.” 
| | His Cherryshed Pastime. Stimulants to Charity. 
| (Aster Southey. ) (Being some specimens of the sort of par. we frequently see.) 
‘*Mr. Gladstone occupied himself on Easter Monday in felling a large cherry-tree ‘ 
m Bagel wager: ig os 5g penthmather pnnlllager Holmbury. A heavy ee. Hate ' At Ballygashem some cattle belonging toa landlord have been houghed 
| prevailed during the time. A detective from Scotland Yard was in attendance."— | In Consequence of their grazing on the farm of an evicted tenant. © The 
Daily Paper. clergy of the district solicit help to enable them to dispense charity to 


THE Premier took a stroll, and chanced to see 
A cherry-tree ; 
His eagle eye did eagerly remark 
Its trunk and bark. 
The Grand Old Man then muttered, by-and-bye, 
**To fell it to the earth I ll have a try. 


; ‘*What ho!” said he; ‘‘I’ll use an axe, I ween, 
: Heavy and keen. 
iid My strokes shall quickly echo all around, 
f Till on the ground 
That cherryshed fruit-tree shall be laid full low— 
Here ! hold my coat —a fig for sleet and snow !”” 


And soon that monarch of the orchard lay 
Supine that day ; 
And one detective, ’mid that conflict wild, 
Looked on—and smiled ! 
The G. O. M. then capered with content, — 
The tree, though, suffered from that axy-dent. 





the distressed tenantry. 

The mansion of Lord O’Dash, near Loughghastleigh, has been pur- 
posely burned to the ground by the residents on the estate, A local 
priest writes, earnestly entreating subscriptions to enable the afflicted 
residents to buy seed potatoes. 

A dastardly outrage was committed last week in County Watsaname. 
A man proceeded by night to the house of an old woman (who had 
offended by hearing of a man who had looked at a man who had spoken 
toa woman who had bought a pig of some one obnoxious to the League), 
and skinned her alive. Subscriptions are earnestly solicited to enable 
the poor fellow to purchase the old lady’s farm. 





No Joke! 


Wek are indebted to America for the word ** telescoped,” as applied 
to the effect produced on railway carriages when one train runs 1nto 
another ; but it may be doubted whether the word ‘ collide-scoped 
would not better express the true nature of such catastrophes. 
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Retiring. 
(THE Latest Tory Lay.) 


Come, there is something good in Weg, 
That truth there’s no denying; 
Financing he must steal or beg, 
His rhetoric’s all lying. 
But, though we may not go the length 
Of foolishly admiring, 
We recognize a certain strength 
He has when he’s retiring, 


Modesty never was his forte, 
His forts are mostly taken, 

And Tory justice should support 
Who try to save their bacon. 

He bounced and blustered in old days 
Till Warton was perspiring 

(But not with fear, our Warton says)— 
But now he’s so retiring. 


To where? we hardly dare to ask, 
His dodges are so many; 

IIe’s worn so oft so dark a mask, 
A manner so uncanny. 

They say he ’ll take the Khedive's post, 
Including board and firing, 

Or else command the Sultan's host— 
Ou’ im-Porte? he is retiring. 


Hie may turn beadle at Saint Paul’s, 
Or rule the Boer nation; 

But what most frightfully appals 
Our souls, this expectation : 

End he in Erin or in France, 
Or writing or conspiring, 

We don’t seem somehow to advance, 
Though he may be retiring. 


Hmancipation. 


SHF dwelt within unyielding stays 
That kept her bolt upright— 

A nymph whose waist won doubtful praise, 
She laced so very tight. 


A maiden by a kirtle dun, 
Half hidden from the eye, 

A single skirt—when only one 
Was worn by low and high! 


She burst her bonds at last, and now 
With perfect ease can stir! 

She wears ‘* Divided skirts,”’ and, oh! 
The difference to her! 


Found ! 





TRADES UNIONISM had firmly establisheJ 


itself, and all workmen were firmly fixed and | 


tied down on one dead level of time-working 


linferiority. The ‘* Finished Workman’ had 








consequently disappeared, and the question 
was, ‘'/s he dead?” 

Poor Honesty was sadly bereaved by his 
loss ; but she could not quite make up her mind 
to believe the worst—or what in her innocence 
she imagined to be the worst. So she set out 
diligently to try and find him. 

She had wandered and wept for a tong time, 
when she came upon this paragraph in the 
paper, — 

**SgIZURE OF EXPLOSIVES AT LIVERPOOL. 

‘The infernal machines seized at Liverpool 
have been carefully examined, and an inspec- 
tion of the empty cases renders it at once ob- 
vious that skilled hands have been employed 
in their manufacture, for the workmanship is 
thoroughly finished.” 

Poor Honesty had succeeded in her search. 

he knew the worst now—a worse worst than 
} ver i, poor thing! This was 
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AND JUST WHEN SHE THOUGHT SHE’D HOOKED HIM TOO! 


Miss Flirtington.—‘‘ DON’T TALK SUCH NONSENSE, Mr. CALOMEL. YOU CANNOT 
MAKE ME BELIEVE YOU GRT UP AT HALF-PAST SIX EVERY MORNING, AND WALK 
ABOUT THE SANDS HERE MERELY FOR YOUR HEALTH; THERE IS SOME OTHER AT- 
TRACTION. DON’T TELL ME FIBS NOW, THEY ARE VERY CATCHING,” 

Mr. Calomed.—‘'1 AM AWARE OF THAT FACT, Miss FLIRTINGTON, I ASSURE YOU 
I HAVE NEVER SPOKEN THE TRUTH SINCE I WAS DR@FENDANT IN A BREACH OF Pro- 
MISE CASE,” [Miss F. dries up. 


= See eee = = 


Police Intelligence. 


LAZARUS SAFIRSTEIN was recently charged with blackening Charles Brook’s eye with a tor- 
toise. Tortoises have ere now been used for strange purposes. We have heard of a cook who 
used to utilize the family tortoise by using it during the winter months to break the kitchen coal. 
with; but we are inclined to imagine that Lazarus is probably the first person who has used a tor. 
toise as a weapon of offence. Lazarus, we opine, ought to have been let off, as he possesses that 
rare article, an original inventive mind; but the cruel stern magistrate crowded down on him 
sorely, and made him tortoiseshell—no, shell out, we mean—five good shillings. But all new 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ISS WALLIS presented Shake- 
speare’s seldom-played Cymdeline 
for the first of her four Wednesday 
matinées now proceeding at the 
Gaiety. There are points in the 
piece not quite consonant with 
modern tastes, but there are few 
prettier conceptions than its pure, 
gentle, and brave heroine; and 
Miss Wallis is well qualified in 
most respects to sustain the cha- 
racter. Her powers of expressing 
pathos, though good as far as they 

\ 0, are not altogether equal to the 

——_ é emands made upon them, there 

was a want of variety in her ex- 

~ C ~ f= pression of sustained misery, and 

I fancy the dignity of a princess 

is not always kept in view; but 

her reading of her husband’s 
letter to Pisano was given with very good art and effect ; and some of 
her comedy was exquisite—a gentle peculiarity of tone, or a demure 
glance conveying the point with a neatness quite exhilarating in its repose. 

The performance, on the whole, may perhaps be said to rather lack 

depth, and coming from a lady of less personal attractions, might not 

find so ready acceptance; but things being as they are, Miss Wallis 
makes of Imogen a very pretty and not at all unsatisfying picture. 





Tue Gataty.—Cavey! 


Mr. E, S. Willard, as Iachimo, gave another exhibition of the variety 
to be made by a 
painstaking and gift- 
ed actor in parts at 
the first blush pre- 
senting a strong fa- 
mily likeness. It 
seems Mr. Willard’s 
fate, or fortune, to 
continually represent 
‘*the villain,” but he 
is always able to im- 
press us with the fact 
that there are ‘‘ vil- 
lains and villains,” 
His Iachimo evinced 
the most thoughtful 
study; the gallant 
and honest bearing 
with which he cloaks 





Tur Surrgy.—CHarur (/og ) ** Coma, notp wp, OLD 


. Man! You NREDN’T FALL TO PIFCRS! YouRS 1 

\ pee , ¥ 
his real character, SUPPOSED TO KE AN UpriGHT CHARACTER, you 
and which both KNOW.” 


strengthens his own 

part and adds to the sincerity of the others, was a touch of the subtlest 
art, and the part throughout was carefully studied, well balanced, and 
sincere, Mr, Barnes’ Leonatus erred but on one point, he was too loud 
and insincere in extreme emotion, and he shouldn’t cry; otherwise the 
performance showed good fimesse and truth. Mr. Charles Groves was a 
very good Cloten, and Mr, George Alexander and W. II. Stephens did 
good service as Guiderius and Belarius respectively. The rest of the 
cast were very ordinary, and the performance much too long. 


Mr. Howell-Poole's Méracle, at the Surrey, is not quite so crowded 
with the sen- 
sational inci- 
dents of a 
practical 
kind one is 
generally 
prepared to 
meet at the 
famous 
theatre over 
the water; 
but there is 
quite —suffi- 
cient excite- 
ment to Sa- 
tisfy,any rea- 

bly con- 








ne of the wrilitg is much a ve the ciass of piece to wht 


The management have provided > excellent scenery—that to the 


conception of a lady unac- 


from the circumstance that nearly every actor or actress in the cast is 








third act making an extremely beautiful picture ; and most of the Surrey 


favourites are seen to advantage. Mr. Howell-Poole may certainly con- 
gratulate 


himself upon 
having his 
principal] 
idea entrust- 
ed to an ac- 
tress of such 
high intelli- 


i” 


genceas Miss 
Alice Ray- 
nor=—se 
much de- | 


pends upon 
that _idea, 
and itis, 
moreover, so 
extremely de- 
licate that 
the very 
slight false touch that would spoil it would go ar to ruia the whole 
thing. The part affords little chance for variety, being pitched in a 
monotone of misery; but the way in which this young lady manages to 
convey the vacant look of blindness to her eyes without interfering with 
her facial expression of the varying emotions called up in the course of 
the piece, and the manner in which, after the ‘‘ miracle” which restores 
her sight, she so clearly and instantly indicates its recovery, are deeply 
interesting, and display a most valuable thought, care, and cleverness. 





Tue Surrey.—A Parr of Revotvers. “Hit wim! Hit!l— 
DRAG HIM TO THE LEDGE!” SCENE FROM THE LEDGE-HIT 
HIM-HIT DRAMA. 


Mr. T. F. Nye is as cold-blooded, nonchalant, and evening-dressed- 
villanous as ever, earning 
his meed of hisses honestly. 
Mr. Percy Bell is provoca- 
tive of grins as broad as his 
back (and one of his jokes 
in the farce); and Mr. 
Howell-Poole sustains a su- 
bordinate part easily and 
modestly. 

The combined efforts ot 
two authors have not re- 
sulted in anything very start- 
lingly humorous in A /P7ri- 
vate Wire, the new first piece 
at the Savoy, except the 








THe Savoy.—Our IMAGINATIVE ARTIST'S 
WHOLLY ERRONEOUS I[pRA Or Al Privat. 
li tre. 


quainted with the aspect of 
atelephone; but as the same 
lady exhibits a belief in spi- 
ritualism, this is, perhap-, not such a stretch of imagination after all. 
The piece is unpretending, however, and sufficiently serves its purpose, 
and with the rather pretty music of Mr. Percy Reeve—a quintette for the 
‘‘entire strength of the company” and a sort of ‘‘ lullaby song” for the 
soprano meriting special mention—it should prove welcome as a dis- 
placer of Mock Turtés. The principal weight, musically, falls upon 
Misses Brandram and M, Louis, who acquit themselves with credit. 


The new play, Bondage, at the Opera Comique, is probably so-called 


bound toa part rather 
overtaxing his or her 

-—— capabilities. Excep- 
tion may be made in 

~r favour of Miss Agnes 
Thomas, who plays 

| (truly, a not very diffi- 
cult part) with viva- 

city and tact, and 

Mr. Charles Kelly, 

who, in spite of a 

\ growing tendency to 
~ strike too subdued a 
key-note, has yet a 
firm incisiveness of 
manner and power 
of facial expression 
which are very ‘ell- 


vr 
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Unveiling It. 


First Unveiler—LORD RANDOM, 

WILL no one stir to save the fame 

Of Dizzy from a special pleader 
As meek and mild, as trite and tame, 

As he who fondly thinks he’s leader ? 
That life needs tongues and lungs of brass 

To fitly and to fairly hail it; 
And really, at the present pass, 

There’s only me who should unveil it. 


Second Unvetler—NORTHCOTE, 


Another bore, another blow | 
At all one’s dreams of peace and quiet ; 
One more fire-eating speech to show 
Wine’s not all milk-and-water diet. 
I have to blow a blast of praise, 
When, ’pon my word, I’d rather wail it! 
But, here goes, nothing this slave stays— 
Produce your statue, 7’ll unveil it, 


Third Unveiler—LORD SALISBURY, 


I hated him with might and main; 
He was a fraud, was my conviction; 
But at a push I can maintain, 
They say, a pretty flagrant fiction. 
And if you ’d have one show each blot 
A virtue, each fault good, go bail, it 
Is to be found here, hot and hot; 
Come, let my modesty unveil it. 


Fourth Unveiler—Mr. MACDERMOTT. 


Oh, no! they never mention me— 
As hartistes they won’t name us— 

The man who made the late Lord B. 
Most widely, loudly famous. 

I puffed the Turk, I cussed the Slav— 
Shall Jingo’s Poet fail it? 

(And what a blooming house we’d have!) 
Let me, the Bard, unveil it. 





With Thanks. 


WE fancy our compositor must have got somehow mixed — 
while setting up the following par., but we have no time to 
alter it now :— 

**THEe WESTERN ISLES AND HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND 
RELIEF Funp.*—The Lord Mayor desires to acknowledge 
the receipt of donations. Found in box outside Mansion 
House, five pounds of dynamite.” 

* To which, it goes without saying, every reader of Fun subscribes. 
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NOT FAR OUT. 


. first Youth (with basket).—‘*’ULLo, Jimmay! ouT o’ Work? Wot, 
AVE YER LEFT THE OIL SHOP WHERE YOU WAS ARRANT Boy, THEN ?” 
Second Youth,—‘* YOs ; THE GUV’NOR COME AN’ COPPRD ME A-SMOKING, 
AND SAID I NEARLY BLOWED UP THE PARERFERN-CAN; AND, CHUCK 
ME DOWN A 'BANKMENT BLOW-’OLE, IF HE DIDN’T SACK ME!” 
First Youth,—** AH, JIMMAY, YER OUGHT TO A-DONE IT AS A FINNYAN, 
THEN P’R’APS YER WOULDN'T A-BIN CATCYRD AT ALL.” 


| 
a ee ees 




















THH GATHHBRING CROWD. 


A little later :— 
It’s simpler now, a vast degree, 
Because one man was there to see ; 
Throughout the time his eyes were not 
Removed one moment from the spot. 


A day or two after :— 
One hundred eyes, their owners state, 
Were glaring at the famous gate, 
And noting ali there was to see 
Lad aff th, inn iA ; 


Subsequently :— 


SEVERAL more persons who happened to be close by the spot indi- A thousand troops, we understand, 
cated by Lady Florence Dixie as the scene of the outrage have turned Were all reviewing close at hand ; 
|up in the newspapers. The neighbourhood of The Fisheries, originally Five thousand “‘trippers’’ write to say 
presented our That they were there the livelong day ; 
imaginations as de- 
solate, is rapidly Ten thousand Fenians met to plot 
becoming thickly | Upon the indicated spot ; 
peopled. | And correspondents write to swear 
They held a Bradlaugh meeting there ; 
ee | The lane, they tell us, all al 
: } e, they tell us, all alo 
er Was packed with one sataibes throng : 
Ths Lady Fl Exactly half of these declare 
> t Lady riorence They plainly saw the whole affair. 
ixie case ; 
There might occur The other half, however, state 
the deuce knows The crush was so extremely great 
what That not a finger could be stirred, 
In such a lone <e- And nothing in the world oceurred. 
serted spot. 








“Stand not upon the Order.” 


A WELL-KNOWN publisher has received the Order of the White 
Elephant from the King of Siam, His Majesty Somditch Phra Paramindr 
Maha Chulalonkorn Phra Chula Chom Klao. We sincerely sympathize 
| with the recipient. We should wish that elephant indeed 4 Som-ditch 
| —for the name of its giver is anything but Chom-ical. No doubt the 
publisher has received many ‘‘ orders” in his time, but few so difficult to 
decipher. Truly His Majesty of Siam cannot say, “ Yes, (S)I-am-esey 
to spell.” The White Elephant, too, must have a good-sized *‘ trunk” 


to get all that in. 
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VERY 


In Manchester trade circles disgust is manifested at the objection of the weave 
Fast) to the sizing of goods. It is protested that heavy sizing is not fraudulent. 
ot heavily-sized goods has, during the last few years, suspended payment. ’ 
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rs of N.-E. Lancashire (the district that produces most of the calico exported to the 
‘The goods are sold by sample"’—(to the middleman). ‘‘ Almost every manufacturer 
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ON VIEW. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHO shall lead the Tories 
Boldly to the fray, 
And reclaim the glories 
Of a former day? 
Who shall make them strike a blow 
To overwhelm their sturdy foe? 


Who shall teach his masters 
How they ought to fight, 
Save them from disasters 
Which have served them right? 
Who, despite his tender years, 
Shall scatter all their doubts and fears? 


Wise Lord Randolph Churchill, 
When his Tory friends 
Stumble in the lurch, ’ill 
uickly make amends ; 
He will show them what to do, 


And cleave the tyrant through and through. 


That’s a style of brag on 
Which he’s free to gorge, 
Till the Lib’ral Dragon 
Yields to this St. George; 
Chen we’ll own the dauntless elf 
Has accurately sketch’d himself, 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 41.—A SonG oF Novatty, 
AiR—‘‘ That’s the way to the Zoo.” 


AS one reviews the weekly news 
It seems sublimely plain 
That each event we might present 
With ‘‘ Here we are again!” 
Of things there be to hear or see, 
To talk about or do, 
Or have been done, there’s scarcely one 
That’s absolutely noo. 
That ’s uncommonly new! 
To say there’s nothing that’s new 
In what is done 
Beneath the sun— 
That ’s uncommonly new! 


Lord Salisburee has been to see 
‘© The Caucus”’ in its lair: 
He said the Rad was all that’s bad, 
The Tory all that’s fair. 
That nice F. Byrne elects to turn 
New York into his home. 
The other day they ‘‘ went for” a 
Centenary in Rome. 
That’s excessively new! 
That ’s uncommonly new ! 
This talk of ‘‘ Rads ” 
And Fenian cads 
And that centenary’s new! 





On guard before our oftice door 
We meet the usual scares, 
And see that Froude once more intrude 
In other folks’ affairs. 
From out the North there issues forth 
A cry of deep distress 
(Who gave before should now give more, 
Who can’t give more, give less), 
That ’s decidedly new! 
Distress’s dolour is new ! 
And stares and glares 
At folks’ affairs— 
That ’s excessively new ! 


We've had the Mo-nasterio 
Abduction case, of course ; 
The Feniavs pursue their plans 
Without the least remorse 
(They caught one fool at Liverpool, 
And that has led to more) ; 
And anger hurls when ballet girls 
Are tempted from our shore. 
That ’s surprisingly new ! 
To find *‘rum-culls’”’ are a do! 
Abduction case 
Or Fenian grace— 


VY new j 


THH STALKING-HORSH. 


_ON account of distressing information received, we dispatched our 
| Special Almoner ona mission of mercy. He was laden with things which 


we understood to be ne- 
cessaries in the case, such 
as pairs of crutches, respi- 
rators, wooden legs, Bath 
chairs, strengthening me- 
dicine, beef-tea, and so 
forth. 

With muffled and tender 
footsteps he approached 
a neat but humble dwell- 
ing, and tapped softly. 

**‘Come in,” said a 
stentorian voice, and a 
stalwart form threw open 
the door. 

Our Almoner entered. 
‘*T have called to see the 
unfortunate patient,” he 
whispered ; ‘‘ I trust that 
my knock was not so loud 
as to affect his nerves? No 
doubt he is lying prostrate 
on his couch, knocked up 
by his labour.” 

‘* Patient, mister.’ inquired the stalwart one, ‘‘ zvof patient?” 

‘* Well, perhaps I ought to have said the patients, for I understand 
that the whole family are in need of such slight assistance as I x 

‘*Must be some mistake,” said the stalwart one. ‘‘Ain’t got no 
patients ’ere. Who might you be a-lookin’ for?” 

**The Working Classes and his family.” 

** 7’m the Working Classes, and this ‘ere 's my iamily,” said the stal- 
wart one, calling in a buxom dame and half a dozen sturdy children. 

** Dear me!” said our Almoner. ‘‘ Are you sure that you are the 
Working Classes? Very strange! You do not affear to be too feeble 
to walk a mile!” 

‘*A mile?” said the stalwart one. ‘* No, nor fifty miles neither, Do 
this ‘ere family o’ mine look as if they couldn’t walk twenty enny day?” 

** Then you really are mo¢ in pressing need of these—— ?”’ 

‘* Wot—crutches, and Bath chairs, and medsun?” shouted the stal- 
wart one; and he and his family rolled about in their mirth at the joke. 

**T really beg pardon,” said our Almoner, abashed ; ‘*‘but I gleaned 
that you were too feeble to walk when you require an outing, and must 
have a train to the very spot where you wish to sit down.” 

** And where might you ha’ gleaned all ¢Aat ?’’ asked the stalwart one. 

** From the speeches of railway directors who wished to construct new 
lines,” said our Almoner. 

‘* Well,” said the stalwart one, ‘‘ you can jest tell them as makes up 
all these lies about me——” 

Our Almoner said he should hardly like to convey such a message. 

* * . * e 

An account of exasperating information received, we dispatched our 
Special Chastiser on a mission of correction. He was laden with things 
which we understood to be necessaries in the case, such as cats, thick 
rattans, treadmills, gibbets, the rack, and so forth. 

With thunderous and determined footstep he approached a neat but 
humble dwelling and kicked down the door. 

‘*Come in,” said a prepossessing voice; ‘‘ on’y «lraw it mild."’ 

Our Chastiser strode in. ‘‘I have called to see the miserable mis- 
creant!” he growled. ‘*‘No doubt he heard my knock? I presume 











| he’s cringing under the bed to avoid the reward of his villany?” 


| 


| 


| 





‘* Miscreant, mister?” inquired the prepossessing one. ‘* Wot mis- 
creant?” 

‘* Why, the gentleman who longs to replace everything beautiful and 
natural by hideousness—who wants all sorts of outrages committed for 
his special convenience and delight—who desires to injure and debar 
from enjoyment the entire public in order to gratify his own selfish 
wishes. I have just brought these few thi # 

‘* Who might you be a-lcokin’ for?” as the prepossessing one. 

‘*The Working Classes!” thundered our Chastiser. 

‘*7'm the Working Classes,” said the prepossessing one. ‘‘But I 
dunno as I answers ‘hat description.” 

“Then you do mo/ desire a railway line through every forest and 
common and other piece of scenery, and through Westminster Abbey, 
and Stonehenge, and the Lake District; nor blow-holesin the Embankment 
gardens, nor Hampton Court Palace turned into a coal-shed, nor—— ?”’ 

‘* I'd like to kill ennybody as did desire all that !”’ said the prepossess- 
ing one angrily. 

**I'’'m really very sorry,” said our Chastiser; ‘* but I understood from 
the Railway Directors that——’”’ ~The Working Classes seized a thick 


rrimly went Let no good man hinder him! 
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SOCIAL SKETCHES. 





No. XIIT.—CRAMWELL WAKEFIELD. 

How many women there are in the world who look down upon trade! 

Miss Anna de Grey was an imperious, proud young beauty, who could 
not afford to live in town, so settled down quietly in Coltsfoot, on the 
Kentish coast. 

Coltsfoot was and is not remarkable for anything, the natives being 
generally poor, a misfortune shared by the oysters in the Coltsfoot beds. 
The clergyman managed somehow or other to make ends meet, and 
spare enough to give his young son, Cramwell, a good education. Cram- 
well was just twenty when Miss De Grey arrived at Coltsfoot, and the 
youthful pair soon grew fond of each other’s company ; but the elixir of 
bliss which Cramwell began indulging in was shortly to be dashed from 
his lips, 

The tide was out. The young couple were gazing alternately at each 
other and the poor oysters, when Wakefield, after three or four sighs, 
proposed. 

‘Don’t make yourself an idiot,” exclaimed Anna. 
must marry money; you have none.” 

‘* I will make some,” pleaded the youth. 

‘* Well, as long as you make a fortune, and isn’t by low common 
trade, and I don’t happen to be married before you succeed, perhaps I 'll 
| think about you,” whispered Anna, 

‘‘Is there no trade I may try?” asked Wakefield. 

** Nothing, unless it’s awfully swell,” returned the ] roud poetic maiden. 
‘You may go to Ceylon, and deal in 


‘ Pons a. ene 
‘You know I! 


‘Pag. of fiery opals, sapphires, ame 
pacint! nara toy gr: I 
Lie ru | : 
Ar met ‘ 


** And I was thinking of old clo’,”’ sobbed Cramwell, 
**( duit my sight, ingrate !”’ answered Anna, with difticuity suppres-~ing 
her indignation, That night Cramwell left Coltsfoot. 
THE BALM OF SCARROMADA. 
THE PRESS UNANIMOUS!! Hard or Broken Hearts no longer Incurable, 
nder t} ; n of BACALEES BALM OF SCARROMADA. No more 
This Wonderful Ointment is the 


any ulati 


‘ | 
face at the dinner-table! 


iS StHCK In your 

enuine Onental preparation of the kind made, and a Committee, composed of 
I nat nthe face of the glube, has endorsed it as the only rehiab!+ remedyin the 
market for Sprains, Headaches, Depre nm, Sore Throats, Crue Parents, and 
Blighted Affections! Cruelty and Lost ve] eed from irritable rves usually. 

BACALEE’S BALM crops down on nerves iistante: No nei has a chance!!! 

Price per Case, 45 a at wnt 22 
, Ms wk Street, Lo: i, AND Ey ERY WHERE. 


This advertisement startled London one morning, followed by theu- 
sands of others more wild, Cramwell in three years rolled in gold, for 
was not BACALEE Cramwell? and was not Cramwell BACALEE? 

The joy-bells were jingling with the ferocity peculiar to joy-bells, as 
Cramwell Wakefield led his bride into the little church of Coltsfoot. 





Anna was radiant and happy, but the bridegroom looked anxious asa 
man with a hidden secret. The ceremony over, of course the breakfast, 
the more im 


gentieman burst ** Hullo! young Bacalee, ’ere’s a sneaky trick, 


I ’\ >to wish yer y 








portant event to the guests, was being consumed, when a | 


~~ peel 


THE VERY MAN 


INQUIRER. Who’s that lynx-eyed party with the crape beard, who’s 
eyeing everybody so suspiciously ? 
Wre1t-INFORMED ONE. He? 


Oh, he's Hfawkshaw the detective, 


from Scotland 
Yard. He has a 
warrant to arrest | 


Number One, and | 
he’s searching for | 
him I’m told he’s | 
really on the track , 


at last. 
INQUIRER, There 
—he has arrested 


that tall thin man 
inthe snuff-coloured 
overcoat and spec- 
tacles. Can that 
be really 

WELL-INF, ONF. 
Yes, that’s Number One himself. I happen to know his description | 
from a friend behind the scenes—‘‘ Tall, thin, age about fifty-five, light 
hair, whiskers almost concealing face, short sight, weak in the knecs, 
large feet.” That’s the very man, sir. 

IN\.OIRFR. I’m glad they've got the villain at last. But he’s arrest- 
ing some one else, a short man in blue cutaway, who——? 

WELL-INF, ONE. Who? Why, that’s Number One he’s arresting 
now. That’s the identical person—‘‘ Short, very thin, age about nine- | 
teen, no hair on face, blue cutaway coat, foppish appearance, crutch 
stick, jet-black hair.” There you are, you have seen Number One. 

INQUIRER. Lut he’s arresting a third person—great, tall, fat old mar 
in pea-jacket. What is “e wanted for? | 

WeELL-INF. ONE. Wanted for? Why, don’t you know that he’s | 
Number One? Answers the official description exactly—‘* Very tall, 
fat, age about ninety-three, no teeth, long silky white hair, green pea 
jacket, cotton umbrella, stoops very much, Scotch accent.” 

INQUIRER. But why does Hawkshaw handcuff those three men as | 
well—that costermongery-looking man, and the Dissenting minister, | 
and the young gentleman who looks like aclerk? They can’t be—— | 

WELL-INF. ONE. Yes they are, though. They’re Number One. 
That’s his description—‘‘ Heavily built, spotted neckerchief, hobnailed 
boots, and corduroys”—‘‘Slim, mild-looking, long black frock-coat 
and wideawake, black cotton gloves, black watch-guard ”’—‘‘ Medium 
height, stove-pipe hat, brown gloves, grey morning coat, spats, silver 
watch-chain.”. That’s the villain. They ’ve tracked him down, sir. 

INQUIRER. Well, but the detective is taking up the whole of that 
crowd looking at the Punch and Judy show. They can’t be--—? 

WELL-INF. ONnk. They are, I tell you—they’re Number One; tally 
with the description in every particular—‘‘ Closely cropped hair, long 
curls, French accent, Irish brogue, provincial dialect, American t wang, 
Dutch intonation, tall hat, short deerstalker, cocked hat, barrister’s 
wig, no head-covering, evening dress, rags 

INQUIRER. But the women he’s taking up. Z/e can’t—-- 

WeLL-INF, ONE. Why not? Pooh! I tell you they a7ce—they’re 
Number One, all of ’em. Ilere you are—‘‘ Thin, black bonnet, spinster- 
like manners, reticule, very fat, like wife of publican, kiss-curls, red face, 
plaid shawl, tall, distinguished appearance, brocaded jacket, pug——”’ 

IN\)UIRER. But then the children—that little girl of three or so—and 
the twins in the perambulator—— 

WELL-INF. ONE. What a bother you are! I tell you they are | 
Number One. I’ve got the description by heart. Here you are—** Age | 
about three, nine, thirteen months, no teeth, two teeth, complete set o! 
teeth, can say ‘dadda’ and ‘ta,’ white sun-bonnet, pelisse, woollen 











gaiters, long clothes, perambulator, patent feeding-bottle——” It’s all 
right, you’ll see. The law’s got hold of the miscreant at last ! 
- ¥ * * » 


_ INQUIRER. I’m sorry to trouble you so, but what are all those 
immense public buildings they are erecting at all points of the compass ¢ 
WELL-INr, ONE. New prisons to put Number One in. Wasn't the 
accommodation he requires in the regular ones. The new ones will 
hold about twenty thousand—that’s about the number of him up to the 
present, but they bring more of himinevery day. . . . 
INQUIRER. But why are they not going to try Number One after all/ 

; WELL-INF, Onr. Well, you see, it turned out that all the judges were 
Number One himself. Answered his description—‘‘ Full-bottomed wig, 
ermined robes, elderly, very wise appearance, one front tooth, habit of 
making feeble jokes, suffering from effect of draughts.” Then there ’s 
no one to take him to the court if he could be tried, as all the police- 


mer y - ae . am ho ’ ; ’ } neelves 
men were identihed as Number One, and ordered to arrest themseive 
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A Warm-Watery Warble. 


An article in the British Medical Fournal states that hot water is the 
best beverage, especially for breakfast or before going to bed, and that it 
is far superior to tea, cocoa, or coffee. It makes one sleep, and soothes 


the brain. 

SoME persons like beer, and some persons like wine, 
While some sing the praises of tea— 

‘*The correct thing is Congou,”’ some people opine, 
Some, Souchong, and others Bohea ; 

‘* Give us sherry, champagne, port, or claret,” say some, 
And some prefer brandy or gin, 

While other folks’ vanity ’s whisky or rum— 
But to swallow these drinks is a sin; 

A fig for all spirits, wine, beer, or Bohea ! 

‘* Hot water’s the drink,” says a modern M.D. 





For coffee some crave, either ** black’’ or ax /ait, 
But this /ay hopes to wean them from ¢hat ; 

Some go in for cocoa; but medicos say 
That cocoa makes many folks fat; 

Some love lemonade, some adore ginger-‘‘ pop,” 
Some seltzer, or ‘* soda-and-b.”’; 

But on all such concoctions the doctors now drop, 
And declare they with man don’t agree: 

‘*Cast these bev’rages off!” they exclaim with a jibe; 

‘* Hot water’s the only safe drink to imbibe.” 





This beverage isn’t too strong, but it’s cheap, 
And a fine kettle-flavour contains; 

Moreover, they say it gives comforting sleep, 
And soothes all our aches and our pains, 

Then pass round the cup of warm water with glee, 
As its smoke from the goblet ascends : 

’T is a liquor that doesn’t cost much J s. d@., 
And therefore good stuff to give friends, 

So henceforth a fig for all customs and fuss, 

We are oft zz hot water, let’s put some in ws, | 








THE paper gives intelligence of the discovery of a Nihilist 
rendezvous under the heading, ‘* Nihilists Surprised.” From 

































the nature of their operations, as gleaned from the derivation 
of their title, they seem to be the sort of persons who would 
be ‘‘surprised at nothing.” 


THE Infanta della Paz, second sister of the King of Spain, 
was married the other day, We trust the young lady had her 
Pa’z consent, 


Captain. —‘‘O’FLYNN, ARE YOU SURE OF YOUR FORMER EMPLOYMENT 
WHEN YOU REJOIN THE ARMY RESERVE?” 

O’ Flynn.—‘* SARTIN SHURE, SORR.”’ 

Captain,—‘‘ WHAT EMPLOYMRNT IS THAT, O’FLYNN?” 

O' Flynn.—‘* LOOKIN’ FOR WoRK, SORR,.” 


PERMANENT EMPLOYMENT. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


‘* Comment ca va?” I demand of Sare Dilke on Sursday ven ve 


meet. Zen he reply zat it does not go vell, and zat he sall go ae 
: bonne heure, at 


bientbt, je lui com- 
prends. Dr. Ca- 
meron move zat 
ze time have ar- 
rive for ze six- 
penny telegram. 
Ve must call him 
Dr. Tanner. His 
resolution is carry 
vit cheers, and ze 
House sing @ /a 
M._ Roberts, 
‘© Down vent ze 
price of vires, ta- 
rarah!” Venve 
get to Supply, I 
tumble to Sir 
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Dilke have hook 
his cut. Zare is 
livally discussion 
on ze cost of re- 
pairing /es Palais 





= 
Royales Mais, le piece de résistance vas Milor Randolph in ze Radical 


ranks. He vill be in ze front somehows. . : 
Friday. Zat enfant terrible Milor Randy demand if ze writ for South- 
mpton is delay; farce gue ze Government have not encore ze sugar-plum 
ean lied I sink he call it, ready. 


n, I mean ze candi late—] 
“Eee 7 f ze inty fk rar 


- - re r ' sii¢ 
ao : ‘ tA 44 4446 54 


ary - 





| chise. 


| speak for long time; but ze views of ze Government seem to me ausst 
| vague as ze tunnel, 


| reigner who sit in it? 


Colonel Alexander oppose in ze good old Tory style ; mats, Sir 
Harcourt rise, and, like Diogenes, demand of Alexander not to stand 
in ze daylight, Mr. Raikes try to raike up old Tory dodges, ef parle de 
la drogue, and Mr. Forster make of him ze duck and raikes. 

On Monday ze 2 zare beaucoup des questions. Mr, Puleston enquire vat 
vill ze Government do vis ze Irish male contract. C'est bien ctrange, I 
know you have v‘t contract ze tender, mais, pas les gendre. Et donc, 
ve have encore ze Kilmainham Treaty. Ze O-don’t-know-vich, I mean 
who, Milor Johnmannare, Mr, O'Kelly, and Mr. Parnell are vonce more 
on ze job. Ze Tories call it putting on ze escrew. I tell zem zey are 
boring ze House. Zen ze General-Attorney bring in his Bill for ze 
Court of Criminal Appeal. Sir Giffard oppose. It is ze old Tory army 
var-cry, ze idea is new-fangled. A/aintenant, malgre ze legal lights of ze 
Opposition, ze Bill is read ze two times. 

Tuesday ze Lords came in at 4.15, and zey vent out at 4.35; zat is vat 
I call a good day’s vork, only zey take no time four déjcfiner. Milor 
Salisbury tell Lord Denman en réponse zat he take vit grain of salt vat 
ze policemans have pump out of ze prisoner. In ze Commons ze event 
of ze evenink vas ze Channel Tunnel debate. Mr. Chamberlain move 
zat a committee of five join a committee of ze noble Lords to considare 
ze subject. Vraiment, it is a deep subject, ze tunnel. Ze G. O. M. 


Sir Cross would razzare cross zan cut ze silver streak. 
I say “Bravo, Sir Richards!’’ and somevon else say to Mr. Speakare, 
vat better link can Angleterre have vit /a France zan ze Int: lligent Fo- 
Zen Sir Lawson address ze House; he have 

His joke is ¢rés sérieux, it is not to be 
Vevake up. Sir Vilfrid is ver funny ven 


oom to make. Ve go sleep. 
augh at. Zen he is serious. 
he do not mean to be. 
Vennisdays ve have ze Lill of Mr. Round L, regarding ze jolly good 
fellows at ze Universities. Zen Mr. Kk. T. Keid goin R. Tly to abolish 
Messrs. Fairplay and Keadcart, I mean Cartwright, op- 
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nereearter 
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| THE PLEASURES OF FISHING IN THE HIGHLANDS. | 
ii (Buna, who has recently acquired the right to fish the Mactullochinvar stream, has a day, but does not manage to get a single bite, though he falls into several deep | 
te holes, and eventually lands his fly into the branches of a high tree.) 
if Gillie (in the distance),—‘‘ AW CAN HEAR YOUR BAD WORTS, MESTER BUNG; AN’ AS AW’M A CHREESTIAN MON MESEL, AW’LL | 
sj JOST DISCHAARGE MESEL FROM YOUR SERVICE, LEST AW SHOULD GET CONTAAMINATED, DINNA YE KEN ‘EVIL COMMUNICATIONS | 
| CORRUPT GUID MANNERS’?” [ Bolts off, and leaves BUNG fifieen miles from home, and ina part of the country he knows nothing about. | 
! i NEW LBHAVES. | ‘* Shakespeare,” ‘* Wordsworth’s Poems,” ‘‘ Sacred Poetry ” (George | 
i i ‘Tag, Rag, and Co,,” by James Greenwood (F, Warne and Co.).— | re ag ee ae 4 come under the — title ~* 
These remarkably clever ‘‘ Sketches of the People” now appear in a e Coloured Border Poets. _ rhey are clearly printed, and neatly | 
cheap book form, reprinted from the pages of the Dasly Zelegraph, where got up with novel bindings. We cannot speak with the admiration we | 
ti they attracted well-deserved attention. ‘They are now saved from pass- could wish of the coloured borders. The picture illustrations are as good | 
ing away among the transient matter of a daily paper. and as beautiful Ss on the day when they were new. Printing the cuts, | 
(A Sketch Book of RK. Caldecott’s” ((ieorge Routledge and Sons).— | 38 in the ‘‘ Wordsworth,” in various coloured inks, is to our fancy al 
In many of these sketches—not all—the vein of humour peculiar to Mr, eo advantage. , . - ; 
Caldecott is seen at its best; instance ‘‘ March,” where all the figures he As arrant Officers of the Royal Navy” have issued a pamphlet | 
are on the ‘‘run.” wherein ‘‘their present position and suggestions for its amelioration ” | 
“The War in Egypt” (George Routledge and Sons).—The text is | 2%¢ modestly but firmly set forth for the consideration of those whom 
‘ from the Zimes, and will be acceptable as a well-written and graphic | they so bogalty Serve. 
description of the campaign, and the causes leading up to it. The illus- ‘* Poultry ’’ is a recently started weekly journal devoted to the interests 
trations evidence Mr. Richard Simpkin’s capacity as an artist. of breeders, fanciers, and others connected with ‘‘ poultry, pigeons, cage- 
i . ‘* Under a Brass Knocker,”” by C. H. Koss, illustrated by F. Barnard | birds, rabbits, Ke, From the manner of its production it seems to have | 
i (Chatto and Windus).—This is in every way a most remarkable book. | ‘‘ hatched out” well, and looks like living and prospering. 
For deep insight into character and power of portrayal nothing can excel | “‘Flirtation Waltz,’”’ by Mr. Robert Coverly (Cramer’s).—This lively 
: the descriptive matter of Mr. C. HH. Ross or Mr. F. Barnard’s illustra- | Waltz, with its well-marked movement, should become the ‘dancer's | 
ie tions, and every one who has the ‘‘brass " to buy it will get full value | delight.” The darling girl on the title-page, drawn by the graceful | 
a for their money—up to (as well as under) the (brass) knocker, pencil of Mr, Hal Ludlow, is just the sort to have for a partner. | 
The Ortyinal and only : | 
rs j a D’S Genuine produ: es delicious [’ BRAN AUER K | } 
‘ Custards without Egys, at | 
half the cost and trouble u FF 
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NITRO-GLYCERINE. 


Countryman,—‘* YES, MUSTER EDWARD JOHNSON, M P., HE BLOWRD THAT ELM A ’UNDRED YARDS WITH TWO HOUNCES O’ 
DyNAMITE T’ OTHER DAY; BUT THAT THKEK STUFF, THEY DEW TELL ME, AIN'T SO STRONG AS NITEY-GLISSYRINF. D0 YEW ’APPEN 
TO KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT THAT, SIk ?”’ 

Stranger. —‘* BEDAD! WHIN I WAS IN THE STATES, SORR, AN’ I USED TO BREAKFAST WID O'DONOVAN ROSSA AN’ THE Buoys, 
\WE’D TAKE IT ON TOAST INSTID 0’ BUTTHER, AN’ A MOIGHTY GOOD SUBSTITUTE IT IS IF YOU DON’T HAPPEN TO SNEEZE WHILE 





youR MouTH’S FULL.” 























FACT-FANCIES. said Mr. De Rosebud; ‘‘allowances should be made during holiday- 

The leniency displayed by the London stipendiary magistrates in the recent ‘‘holi- time. The poor man was overcome by meeting too many friends, 
day cases" brought before them was in striking contrast to their usual treatment of | Naturally, when he felt himself unsteady, he seized hold of the first 
disorderlies.’ chance to steady himself, and he happened by accident to catch hold of 
this persecuting old woman. His trying to steady himself by any means 
temperance ; at the same time he was a great believer in St. Lubbock. | is a direct proof that he wished, at any rate, to appear respectable, 

‘In his daily lite,” the kind justice observed, ‘‘the British workman | which certainly redounds greatly to his credit. As to bis biting off the 
should worship only at the altar of temperance. Fresh water and hard | constable’s ear, the poor man could not help being hungry, and it is 
work should be his motto. A mixture of Father Prout, Benjamin | certainly no duty of the police to stand in the way of a poor man obtain- 
Franklin, and Dick Whittington and his cat, should serve for his | ing an honest meal. The prisoner is acquitted.” 
models,” The next case brought before Mr. De Rosebud was that of Richard 

‘*But such a life has but few sunny places, pa, dear,” observed his | Primmins, who was charged with being drunk and disorderly, with 
favourite daughter as she Berlin-wooled a pair of slippers for the latest | striking Sergeant Brown, B 22, over the head witha thick stake, and 
curate, and glanced at her volume of ‘‘ Ouida” at the same time. with breaking his ribs by throwing several cocoanuts against his body. 
‘* My dear, he has his holidays—‘I know a bank,’ as the song says— ‘* What is your business, friend?” asked the magistrate. 


i] 


Mr. De Rosrsup was a London magistrate strong in the cause of 


I mean I approve of Bank holidays, which are the English carnival. 
Then can the iadustrious mechanic, the gay and sprightly shop assistant, 
and the heedless, harmless, h-less 'Arry enjoy themselves with mirth un- 
restraioed.’’ So the next morning the magistrate sat on the bench, and 
the night charges and remands, Xc., were brought before him 

Joha Jones, a respectable workman of costermongerly appearance, 
was charged on remand wich being drunk and disorderly, with violently 
ass:uliing an old lady, and with biting off Constable A 422’s ear. 

‘‘ What have you to say to this, sir?’’ asked the magistrate with a 


tender encouraging smile. 


‘* Please, your washup, I does three shies a penny. 


Father was a 


most respectable cove ia the pea and thimble trade, and | comes ofa 


honest family.” 


‘*Tt seems to me,” said the magistrate, ‘‘ that in these cases the police 


have been decidedly over-officious, 


Here is a man who at holiday-time 


supplies the public with a great public want. 


As for myself, beiog in 


comparatively affluent circumstances, [ should be no more likely to pa- 
tronize the three cocoanut shies than the three brass balls. Sull, I 
recognize their wrility. Sergeant Brown, being holiday-time, you should 


have made proper allowance for holiday mirth. If your head was struck 


** Please your washup, I'ad half a pint of aleonaempty chest. It | with a stake, you should have taken more care and got it out of the way. 
got in my ‘ed, and I fell agin the old lady to steady myselt.” As to the cocoanu's being thrown at you, it is natural that the man, 
fe 


3ur why did you bite the constable’s ear off, my poor dear fellow- | having a sense of humour, should throw them at your stomach. Besides, 
ho iday-maker?”’ if you had no stomach, you could have no c»coanuts thrown atit. It s 


se el 





1 





Piease your washup, it was Good Friday, and all the ’ouses being | entirely your own affair. The prisoner is acquitted, 
t, So now we may look forward to many more Bank Holidays, when, 
mirth will be altoget! 


, . . . 
a ] . - ¢ ac — » > » '. } ‘ e nore , oe 
Closed, | wanted some refreshment. and fe] lite a-hungry like 


‘ ‘ 7, > ’ <4 
me, thanxs (to (be magistralt ner uorestrained, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


T her second Gaiety matinée Miss 
Wallis repeated the impersonation 
of Adrienne Lecouvreur, with 
which she made such a marked 
impression some few weeks ago, 
It is certainly a performance of 
much more than average excel- 
lence, and worthy of all attention; 
its minor details are no less in- 
teresting than its treatment of the 
well-known and ‘‘great” situa- 
tions. Take asa single instance 
the tremulous happiness that seems 
to underlie every look, word, and 
action in the ‘scene with De Saxe 
in the second act. There are 
points in Miss Wallis’s method 
with which I cannot quite bring 
myself to sympathize, such as the 
elaboration of gesture and ex: 
yression with which she tells of 
her rescue from insult by Maurice, 

and I was not well pleased at the 

ay loud-toned word-fight between her 
ind the Princess in the third act; 
hut there is no doubt that the style 
is effective, and, being sparingly 
used, detracts little from the cha- 
racter even from my point of view, and the great point for satisfaction is 
hat Miss Wallis has struck the keynote of the character—absorbing 
love—with an assured firmness and fulness, that causes the creation to 


‘low and pul e with life. 








The ‘‘support” on the occasion was a good deal above the average, 
Mr. George Alexander, throwing off some of his habitual tameness, gave 
further proof of the 
stuff that is in him; 
Mr. C, Groves de- 
picted the various 
points of Michonnet 
with very true art; 
Mr. Alfred Nelson 
brought out all the 
points of the Prince 
with the easy finish 
of a veteran; Miss 





Maud Brennan, in 

spite of a melodra- 

matic tinge in her 

actif vy, made a very 

fair Princess; and 

Master Willie Phil- 4 
lips was the best of ; 
call-boys. Pir Avs oT. JOHN 

The music of Offenbach’s Luretfe, now playing at the Avenue, is 

attractively tuneful (though it is significant that the interpolated ‘* Blue 
| Danube” tune makes the big hit), and Mr. Leigh’s lyrics are a welcome 
change in their neatness of execution and clearness of meaning from the 
(let us optimistically hope) gone-for-ever reign of unrhythmic nonsense ; 
but Iam inclined to think that the lengthy measure of success Messrs. 





Hollingshead and Gunn’s first attempt 
on new ground bids fair to obtain will 
be not a little owing to the excellence 
of the cast. There are but six prin- 
cipal characters, and when they are 
found in the hands of such artists as 
Messrs. T. P, Haynes, Marius, H. 
Bracy, and T. G. Warren (who sings 
a small part with decided ability), and 
Misses St. John and Lottie Venne, the 
management cannot be accused of illi- 
berality, either to authors or audience. 





The story is not told with any par- 
ticular liveliness, and some of the puns 
and ‘‘wheezes” are irritating in their 


} 


leness—the soliloquy, for 











| 


| 


| 








admiration of the heroine so far as to extra-adjectively call her the 
“beautiful belle” Lurette; M. Marius without much material is very 
funny too, and would be much more 
so if he didn’t “ worry” a joke to 
pieces as he is sometimes in the habit 
of doing ; Mr. Bracy sings with sweet. 
ness and modesty; Miss St. John, 
who, besides her vocal gifts and clever- 
ness, has lately developed no mean 
endowments as an actress, is seen to 
great advantage; and Miss Lottie 
Venne, with her untiring spirits, live- 
liness, and practical sense of humour, 
seasons the whole likea sauce piquant, 
The dresses, with the exception of four 
strikingly pretty ones worn by the two 
principal ladies, are singularly wanting 
in beautyand invention. Miss St. John’s 
first dressissimply ugly and nothingelse, 

Space cut me short last week in my 
notice of Bondage at the Opera Comique just as I was going to say that Mr, 
George Alexander, who is an actor who might doa good deal if he would 
only let himself, displayed a deadly 
irritating habit of almost whispering what should have been his most 
impressive speeches. Mr. W. Farren, jun., was too raspingiy mono- 
tonous, and made but a poor show of getting waer the character repre- 
sented. Mr. Benn scarcely grasped even the slight character entrusted 
tohim., Miss Nelly B romley, a pleasing and clever actress up to a cer- 
tain point, has, it is no disparagement to say, no gift for tragedy ; and 
even Miss Hilda Hilton herself, who has vastly improved since last she 
played in town, has not resources at her dis- 
posal to adequately meet the demands of 
such a character as Helen Maxwell. 





The plot of the piece is just of a kind to 
please a French and exasperate an English 
audience. A husband finds himself with a 
wife more than the law allows, and when 
complications become too much for him, 


cuts the knot 
sar?t j 
vv if \ a pist l-shot, 


leaving one wife a disgraced woman with a 
nameless child, and the other smiling in the 
face of a favoured lover! The adaptors (I 
understand there are two), who shroud them- 
selves, as well as the name of the original 
play, in obscurity, have done their work 
fairly well (except that they take some time 
to ‘get at” the story), and deserve a success 
for honest work which they seem not likely 
to obtain, as 4 0u-Frou is already down for 
immediate production, 

Miss F: r¢- — is now playing Prince Caprice in the Haymarket 
spectacle 4 » the Moon, vice Miss Barnadelli. Without bearing 
too severely upon the latter young lady, it must be said that the change 
is a decidedly judicious one, and Miss Leslie’s liveliness and ability as an 
actress, as well as her expressive singing, enhance in no slight degree the 
interest and attraction of t his very interesting and attractive revival, 





Tur AVENUF.— MARLY—NOT 
MARLaY’ GHOST — TO 
LIVELY FOR THAT. 


ip 4 


The Royal Victoria Coftee Hall issues its April programme by way of 
disseminating the (coffee) grounds upon which it claims public (though 
not licensed victual) support, The said programme is as attractive as 





























lowness of delivery, as well as an | 
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A Clock-Weight-y Remark. 


LoRD SALISBURY recently sneeringly com- 
pared the present Government to a ‘‘ Dutch 
clock,” perhaps because he objected to some | 
of its ‘‘ works,” perhaps because it sounded a | 
bit of good ‘‘dial”’-ogue, though it has since 
been found that the ‘‘figure” was invented 
by another ‘‘hand’’—the late Professor Ay- 
toun. Doubtless the noble Marquess would 
like to wind that clock up—to stop it altogether, | 
in fact, would par-‘‘tick”-ularly please his | 
lordship. 


Blood thicker than Water—or 

Leaves. | 
THE Duc de Valambrosa alleges that a 
‘society ’ contemporary has libelled him and 
his ancestors. It seems strange that any liber- 
ties should have been taken with members of | 
this celebrated family without their ‘‘ leaves ;” 
but possibly the observations objected to were 
only an elaboration of some careless remark 
that, having in recollection the principal com- 
modity of the family estates, they must be ‘‘a 
shady lot !” 


; 








A Crowning Levity. 
| Tur Khan of Bokhara and the Khan of 
Khiva are to be present at the coronation of 
| the Czar. Perhaps this is the reason why some 
| European sovereigns will not put in an appear- 
ance—they may object to the ‘‘khan, khan.” 





Sub Rosea. 
THE version of Mr. Anstey’s novel, produced 
at the Gaiety on Monday (9th inst.) by Mr. 











Rose, is apparently not, in a dramatic sense, 
an out-and-out success. Of course not; it's 
** Vice Versi,” 





RKEMARKIN«G that no man should let off a 
rifle within fifty feet of a highway, Mr. Chance 
| has let off Phillips of Penge. It was only on his 
| proving that the rifle was discharged by chance 
that the prisoner was discharged by Chance. 





WILL SQUARE IT. 














AN UN-FARE REMARK. 


Tram Conductor (to small and cheeky Office Doy).—‘*Here, WHAT’s THIS? A 
Ha’rpENNY! THAT WON'T DO; NO FARERS UNDRR A PENNY, MY LAD.” 
Small and Cheeky Office Boy.—' ALL RIGHT, OLD CLIPPER; THAT Far OLp LApy 


SHE’S ’AVING THREK-’APORTH,” 





[ Fortunate), the Portly Lady was dozing, or tt would have “‘ frred" 
badly with the unchivalrous Youth, 
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' THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Jeudi, Avril §me.—Entre autres choses ze Lords diseuter ce Bill vich is to 
mend 72 Medical Act. ‘‘J/a foi! ze Doctare’s Bill,” I say to Milor Car- 





lingford in ce 
lobby, **isdiscuss 
tg oP SOHC) ‘ 


Vicomte St. Vin- 
cent desire to 
know vat prac- 
tice have <e 
mounted infan- 
try. Sans doute, 
inilor means ze 
childs in ze pe- 
rambulator, I 
could have tell 
him zey_ have 
plentys of prac- 
tice in deranging 
ze trafic of ze 
lrottoir. 

In ze Common 
Mr. Bartletts re- 
sent on ze part 
of ze Conserva- 
tive party ze 
charge of obstruction made by Mr. Chamberlain, Mr. Bartletts hail 
Columbia—I mean from Columbia; maintenant, he is alvays chantant 
your ‘‘Rule Britannia,” mazs nature/lement he sing it to ze air of ‘‘ Yankee 
Doodle.”” He is Membare for Eye, but vraiment, he sould have been put 
|up for Tongue. Crs fauvres Tories! ven zey are champion by an Ash- 
|mead Bartletts! Ze great feature of ze evenink, ccfendant, vas ze 

pas of M. Childers. fa foi! vit ze good news he 
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on ze nose—zat is, ce right tax on ze head ; ef, de plus, he vill cut down 
‘e telegraph— zat is, in price, 

Venarveat.—Milor Sudeley move for respectable—he say Select—Com- 
mittee to report on ze Tunnel Channel—c'est @ dive, Channel Tunnel. 

Mr. Ashley is catechize in ze Lower House fouchant ze Boers, who 
seem to turn ovare new leave from ze book of ze eskirmishers. Myr, 
Ashley say zat before zey blow up ze café of ze cove—I mean, ze cove 
of ze Kaffir—zey give vat you call notice to qvit. I suppose it is call ze 
Cave Cavem, Mr. Rylands move for committce to inqvire if ze public 
expenses cannot be cut down. Ze G, QO. M. back him up, // et 
toujours pres for ze cut down, sozf-i/ vit ze exes or ze axes, 

Lunai.—Placeauxr bourgots—te Commons first, Pourguoi’ IT sallgo 
tell you Sir Harcourt pass his Explosives Bill clean tro’ ze two House: 
in ze von night—a /a ze clever chien vich jump ze two hoop, Aoup- 
Ven he espik of ze police in langvidge vich zey vell deserve, zare is great 
cheer, and all ze Ilouse sing ‘‘ A’odert, 44 guotyj'aime!" All I vant to 
know is vat vill zey do vit Randy if he continue to blow up ze Grand 
Old Man and ze Grand Old Voman, Mr. Gladstone and Sir lstafiorde? 

In ze Lords ze Earl Lytton is alarm about our policy in India—ve are 
letting ze natifs have zeir own vay de trop. Eh, bien, milor! it will be 
ver clever Government to make ze fius grande muddle in India zan you 
vous meme, Len up came ze Explosive bomb—I mean, Pill—of Sir 
Harcourt, c est passe toute sutte. 

\/ardi.—Ze Lord Chancellor bring in ze tvice time his Bill to regulate 
ze Escottish peers. I tell him, ovare glass of bittare, 7’espcre he have 
not interfere viz ze Balloch pier, ze pier at Dunoon. He stop me and 
say, ‘' Ce n'est pas le meme chose.” 

In ze next door Mr, Power bring on his motion for Government aid 
for Irish distress. Certainment, his espeech is ver powerful. He ask 
for migration. Vicomte Lymington move as amendment to strike out 
migration, Mr. O'Donnell make espeech. It vould, in ze pothouse 
forum, get him chuck out ; but in ze House of Commons it is privilege 
to compare Ministers to sharks, mais, cen’est pas gentil. Mr. O'Brien, du 
ourse, tear his hair. Mr. Trevelyan, by his espeech, show he is ze right 

e right place, zat he comprehend ze wrongs and ze sorrows of 


/ 


a ' 
rj Enfin ze amendment is carried, 
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THE EYE-WITNESS HALLUCINATION. 


When any exciting occurrence takes place and becomes notorious, however deserted the scene of it may have been at the time of action, a host of eye-witnesses i 
certain to appear in due time in the papers. We have been studying this phenomenon. 
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We obtained a person ot weakish intellect, and sat him down to read an account of a mysterious assault in a desolate spot. After growing deeply absorbed, 
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THH CHAMPION RUNNER. 
(See Cartoon.) 


SIR WILLIAM VERON HARCOURT he 
Has done a feat of great degree, 
That is like to the work of a mystic magician 


With his “ Presto, pass!” and his “ One, two, three! 


He brought into the House a Bill, 
Designed with quite consummate skill 
To baffle the wiles of the Dynamite Party— 
And he carried it through without ever a spill. 


The Commons took approving stock 
Of this new babe in nice new frock ; 

And it passed all its stages, including Committee, 
In less than an hour and a half by the clock. 


Thence to the Lords it straightway went, 
And, as they favoured its intent, 

It also escaped from their hands in a jiffy, 
And the very next day got the Royal assent. 


Wherefore Sir William Harcourt may 
Take honest pride in this display ; 


And the rascals who’ve plotted outrageous explosions 
Had better make tracks and clear out of the way. 
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DITTIHS OF THB DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MELODIES OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serizs. No. 42.—A Sonc or Dovar. 


Atr—“ J couldn't quite swear,” 


THEY say the Government intends 
To make ‘‘the Service” grey 
(It seems a proper step, my friends, 
So I suppose they may) ; 
The King and Queen of Netherlands 
Are with us (not zncog.) ; 
Three Emperors have shaken hands, 
And all the world ’s agog. 
Those nasty District ‘‘ blow-holes” were 
Opposed, but all in vain ; 
I couldn’t quite swear 
To the truth of the affair, 
But I ¢hiné they will remain! 


The fresh appointed Master of 
The Rolls assumes his seat 
(And do not think—or earn a scoff— 
These rolls are good to eat) ; 
Experiment on frogs that live 
Once more survives attack ; 
The Budget ’s passed (they ’re going to give 
Us that three-halfpence back). 
‘The studios” their wealth prepare 
For Academic lot ; 
I couldn’t quite swear 
How many will be there, 
But some, I guess, will not ! 








The sword of Damocles, I wot, 
Above the debonair 
Explosiveemakers’ head was not 
A serious affair, — 
A few hours’ legislation made 
That little matter right ; 
But still I’m just as much afraid 
Of bits of dynamite. 
And though I’m not, that I’m aware, 
A funky cove, or such, 
I couldn’t quite swear 
I’m the victim of a scare, 
But I don’t enjoy it much! 


Although the legal knot they ’ve cut 
Xe Bradlaugh’s vote, remark 
It’s good enough for Bradlaugh, but 
It’s not so good for Clarke! 
The Queen has had a pony-chaise ; 
And—why, I can’t explain,— 
The Czar’s affair, my paper says, 
Has been postponed again. 
The Czar don’t bother his head, or care 
When he gets the crown upon it, 
He doesn’t quite swear 
To the date of the affair, 
t he says he means to d 
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| things. Hang it! it can't be all “‘ stuff.” 


“AND THINGS ARE NOT WHAT THBY SEEM.” 
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A SIMPLE INDIVIDUAL ¢s discovered, with uneasy brow, reading 
the news, 


Simp, INDIv, Dear me, what is all this in the paper? ‘‘ Fresh sup- 
plies of American money are flowing in daily in aid of the Dynamite 
Skirmishing Fund.” ‘‘ Three more Americans have been arrested in 
London on a charge of being in possession of explosives with felonious 
intent.” ‘‘O’Donovan Rossa has expressed his intention to lay London 
in ruins,” ‘‘ The United States Government has refused to hand over 
Sheridan to Great Britain.” ‘‘ A fresh consignment of explosives has 
arrived at the Woolwich Arsenal.” Oh! why, of course, I see it all 
now. America has declared war against Great Britain for some reason 
or other, and of course all this is the privateering part of it. Sheridan 
is a prisoner of war, no doubt. But I'm glad to see that England is 
taking prompt measures to return the fire. ‘‘ Fresh consignment of ex- 
plosives arrived at Woolwich Arsenal.” Yes, that’s all right. We 
shall soon blow ’em out of the water. Wonder what the war’s about 
—can’t be anything to do with the Alabama claim? 

By the way, a fellow must do what he can to help his country, I'll 
just go and enlist 

WAR (which has happened to overhear the soliloguy, and has been 
chuckling ever since), Stay, my good fellow. What a simple person you 
must be, to be sure! There’s no war going on, or anything like it—— 

Simp, Inpiv. ‘* Anything like it?” But if America is sending over 
money to blow up London—if Americans are coming over daily to dyna- 
mite us—if hang it all! isn’t ¢ha¢ anything like war? 

War. Not in the least. I can assure you that America is on the 
best terms with Great Britain, while the American newspapers breathe 
nothing but horror at the outrages, and warm friendship towards the 
British. Here’s Peace; you see if she doesn’t corroborate every word 
I’ve said. Here, Miss Peace, you haven't heard of any war between 
America and Great Britain, have you? 

Peace. War? Oh, dear n uite the contrary: one of my doves 
has just flown home from over there with a most charming message 
under its wing, full of the warmest expressions of friendship and sym- 

athy—— 
. Sir. InpIv. Then why don’t they hang Rossa? 

War and Prace, Eh?—oh, why—because—ahem !—don’t you see? 
—(suddenly enlightened by catching sight of two doddering figures vainly 
endeavouring to collect their scattered brains, and pack them in wool)— 
why, because of the existence of those two—the chuckle-headed ‘*‘ natu- 
ral” International Law, and his idiot offspring, Political Crime. The 
father is slowly pron every criminal matter over to the care of the son 
to save himself trouble; every crime is political now, when conve- 
nient ; bigamy is a political crime. But apart from all this, don’t you 
see that there can’t be a war, because it is only Britain that suffers? it’s 
entirely a one-sided affair. 

Simp. INDIV. Then it seems to me that the sooner we make a two. 
sided affair of it the better. It would be fairer! 














ned 





WHETHER the prisoner Curtin be guilty or not of complicity in the 
dynamite affair is not the principal question, What we want to get at 
is the chief conspirators who may be behind this Curtin; so what the 
police really have to do, in the case of his being guilty, is not to hang 
this Curtin, but simply to ‘‘draw”’ this Curtin (kee the rod over 
him all the time) to find out whom he is covering; and for this purpose 
it may be sufficient to pull this Curtin up at Bow Street. — 





EVIDENTLY in the same connection, it is stated in a telegram from 
Ottawa that the return of the Princess Louise to Canada has been 
delayed, owing to certain recent suspicious occurrences at Rideau Hall, 
into which the detective department is now inquiring. There must be 
some mysterious connection between all these Curtins and Rideaux and 
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SOCIAL SKETOHES. 


No. XIV.—MARIGOLD DAVIDS. 


PyTHAGORAS remarks, ‘*‘ Not unto all should all be made known ;” 
disayreeable truths are undoubtedly very often best kept within ourselves ; 
there are generally quite enough good-natured friends about to find these 
affairs out for themselves, , 

* * * * * 

Marigold Davids was a Sydney belle, petted and flattered by every- 
body. She could spin round the ball-room with the precision and 
rapidity of a well-aimed boomerang, play billiards with vivacity, mix 
a ‘blue blazer,” consume a large glacé Neapolitaine without wincing : 
her accomplishments being numerous, young Lord Sparrow, nephew of 
the old Duke of Gamelyn, fell in love with her. Sparrow was wander- 
ing about Australia for his health when he met Marigold at a ball. 

As Sparrow was strolling down Wooloomooloo Street, Marigold 
drove past him ina Loftus hansom: the eagle eye of his lordship noticed 
a particularly dirty old larrikin raise his tattered hat to Miss Davids. 
Curiosity induced him to ask the wild-eyed vinous old man if he knew 
the lady, 

‘* Ves,” replied the aged larrikin; ‘‘an’ I knowed her grandfather, 
old Ikey Davids, well, sir. He kim out ’ere free o’ cost. He’d a-bin 
a ‘hoss chaunter’ in the old country, an’ alsoa ‘fence’ (receiver o’ stolen 
goods, yer know), when sudden the Government thinks as a change o’ 
climate ‘ud be good fur ‘im, so they gin ’im a ‘lifer’ to Botany Bay. 
Out kim his wife arter ’im, an’ starts a small store up country. In 
them times you could hire a convict servant fur about two pound a year. 
Well, she don’t say nuffin about the relationship to the guv’ner of the 
prison, but she goes and hires her old man, makes ’im ’er manager, and 
they prospers. Then their son kim out, an’ shortly theer begins the 
Fifty-two’ gold fever— discharged convicts, aborigines, and them bush- 
rangers all a-thirstin’ fur blood and gold; every one a-firin’ off his grave- 
filler into some one else continual; but it was the storekeepers as got 
most gold. I mind a ole rabbit as kim out with a reglar shipload o’ 
Newgate Calendars, and sold ’em at two quid apiece. He’d a-brought 
out a cargo 0’ good books previous, and couldn't sell nary one; it was 
me as put ‘im on the Newgate track, an’ he gin me a lump for the 
idea arter. Well, David’s son he starts a store an’ a liquor bar at 
Murderer’s Flat, about a hundred miles from Bendigo, and Miss Mari- 
gold, her as you jist seen, was born there arter some years. When he 
come back from the diggins he wur rolling in coin, and he goes pards 
with his mother and father, what was hired at two pound a year, and 
they becomes great merchants. As fur Miss Marigold, she’s as gooda 
gal as ever walked ; she’s got grit, an’s a prospect better’n yer piety 
sharps, ‘cordin’ to my views, even though her linneyage ain’t no great 
pertaters. 

** Oh, ay, her grandfather's dead ; ‘ pegged out’ a bit brokenhearted. 
Got so rich he wrote ’ome to the Government,—offered to build ’em a 
man-o’-war if they'd go a free pardon and let him visit the old 
country ter see some old pal, but in course they wouldn’t. Thank yer, 
sir, I will take a drop o’ ‘tiger’s milk.’” 
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Did the young lord bolt back by the first steamer to England? Not 
a bit of it. He deliberately made Marigold Lady Sparrow before he 
| returned home, and brought her with him. His uncle, the old Duke of 
Gamelyn, is positively fascinated with her, and so are all his aristocratic 
lriends. Sparrow has wisely kept his knowledge to himself. for society 
neraily would be horrified to learn that the next probable Duchess of 


(;amelyn is the vrar whiter of a « 








| ened with something approaching destruction by a band of desperadoes | 
| who received their orders from a retired convict living under the protec: | 








DYNAMITE 
FOR 






| 
} 
THE following little account of what the peaceful citizens did when | 
they began to get 400 sick of it, deals exclusively with a remote age and 
country, and must not be thought to have the slightest connection with 
the present : 

Our city—(we will not name the place, but it was sometimes alluded 
to by journalists as the ‘‘ Richest Capital in the World ”)—was threat- 





tion of a nation nominally at peace with our country 

But before we go any further we would beg our readers to clearly 
understand that all the events in this account happened—oh, millions of | 
years ago; and we wish to fully impress the fact that it has nothing | 
whatever to do with the present time—nothing whatever. Well— 

Now, the convict had once been sentenced to penal servitude for 
life, and then released—the Government considering it a gond joke to 
waste the public money in converting a mere discontented ruffian into a | 
furious homicidal lunatic, and then turning him loose—and then released 
after stx years. 

So, the ex-convict having threatened all the public buildings, and | 
damaged a few in his efforts to cause a reign of terror, the citizens 
suddenly grew tired of it; and one fine day there was evidently some- 
thing circulating among them, for they were whispering in groups at 
every street corner over the whole richest capital in the world, and there 
was an unpleasant expression in all their faces. 

Such remarks as these were to be overheard everywhere: 

‘*Yes—simultaneous meeting all over the metropolis at twelve mid- 
night sharp, to collect the necessaryfunds. Ten thousand needed. Our 
rendezvous is the iron church—address by vicar, oath of fidelity and 
secresy, short service, and collection; don’t fail.”’ 

And the next morning every good citizen, bound by the solemn oath, 
kept his own counsel and waited—— 

Now, do bear in mind that the events related occurred at a prehis- 
toric period, and somewhere at the antipodes. Well— 

That day week, two determined individuals might have been (but 
luckily were not) observed conveying a heavy black box on boarda 
steamship bound for America. 

‘* That’s all right,” whispered one; ‘‘ nobody noticed it. No danger 
in it yet, is there?” 

‘* Not a bit,” whispered the other. ‘* You don’t suppose they mean 
us to risk blowing up a ship full o’ people, do you? it’s only the other 
side thatdothat. Our ingredients ain’t mixed yet—do that t’ other end.” 

A short time after this the convict began to receive a series of 
threatening letters; he was nervous at first, then apprehensive, then 
agonized with panic, then ill. It was the turning of the tables, And 
after he had had a few weeks of this sort of comfort, a fearful report 
startled all New York, and serve it right! 

- ” * - # 

Next day all the faithful citizens of the richest capital in the world 
were eagerly reading the latest American telegrams in the papers. This 
sort of remark was everywhere audible: 

‘* Blown up in thousand pieces, eh? Notascrap of him to be found? 
Office of Unit:d Dinamite shivered to powder? Excellent! Then I 
suppose our Brotherhood ’s dissolved ?” 

And a week or two after, the following statement was secretly circu- 
lated among the faithful citizens :— 





Amount collected in churches, clubs, &c., &c. on £10,500 

Manufacture of solbs. dynamite, &c. ; ‘ ; £150 

Paid in advance to executioners . ; . ; ; 2,000 

I'wo passages to America and back, outfit, &c. . ; 130 

Other expenses ‘ ‘ ° ‘ ‘ ‘ ; 220 

Balance handed to executioners . . . . . 8,a20 
£10,500 





_‘*And a very cheap finish of the business too,” said the relieved 
citizens, 











A Happy AND FortunaTe NotTion.—The Rosa Bonheur Exhi 
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That Task Again. 


SoME tell us the Poet ’s a teacher ; 
He’s not,—he’s a slave, a mere creature, 
He rhymes for the least (or no) reason 
On topics and things of the season ; 
On these he’s expected to sing, 
Because ’t is considered *‘ the thing.” 
He is bound to the Muse, and must, therefore, 
Do things that he oft doesn’t care for. 
And one of the tasks he has yearly 
(A matter that galls him severely) 
Is to write of the pleasures of Spring. 


And, having been doomed to a Bard-life 
(The which, let me say, is a hard life; 
For I’ve met with some thrilling adventures 
Since the Muses first signed my indentures), 
J, too, feel the annual sting, 
That troubles the Poetry-‘‘ Ring.” 
7 must scribble, in various measures, 
Remarks upon Spring and its pleasures, 
And, filled with abhorrence internal, | 
Must outwardly joy in things vernal, 
And gloat o’er the glories of Spring ! 








I must babble of blossoms and flowers, 

Of scenery, sunshine, and showers; | 

And looming before me, in grim rows, 

Are the cowslip, the crocus, and primrose. 
On these subjects some ink I must sling, 
And must warble of birds on the wing ; 

I must write, ‘‘ Now the earth new and gay is” 

(Which is more, you will say, than this lay is) ; 

I must talk of the ‘‘ buds that awaken, 

Now Winter his post has forsaken, 

Giving place to the radiant Spring.” 





Now, the Springtime, of course, is delightful, 
But it makes the poor bardlet feel spiteful, 








Who must look up idyllic allusions . Wallan 4 
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When rhymes it condemns one to string. 
But, after all, moaning is meanness, 
I ought to rejoice in Spring’s greenness ; 
I confess that the season I mention 
Is really a splendid invention, 
So let us be thankful for Spring ! 











A DENTAL EXHIBITION.—Mr, Tooth’s Gallery, 


Frank.-—‘‘ COME AND HAVE A GAME, AUNTIE,” 

Auntie,—‘*' WHAT SHALL WE PLAY AT?” 

Frank.—‘*‘ LaDy FLorence Dixig, AUNTIE. I’VE ARRANGED IT ALL 
WITH LION; AND I’LL JOST RUN IN AND BORROW A CARVING KNIFR 
FROM Cook. IT WILL BE PERFECTLY SAFE, YOU KNOW, FOR I HEARD 
CAPTAIN SMYTHE SAY THE OTHER DAY AT OUR GARDEN PARTY THAT 
YOU WERE REGULARLY CASED ROUND WITH STRRL,.” 


JOLLY LITTLE FELLOW. 











THE BLUNDHRBERRYS AT BRHAKFAST, 


‘‘ ANYTHING in the paper, dear?” asked Mrs. Blunderberry, trying 
to screw her eye round the teapot and the toast-rack, to spell out the 
deaths and marriages upside down. 

**Ughrooroogh!” grunted Mr. Blunderberry, shovelling egg into his 
mouth, and propping the morning paper against the cottage loaf, without 
raising his eyes. 

‘* What’s the news, love?” ventured Mrs. Blunderberry again. 

‘* Budget,” answered Mr. Blunderberry shortly. 

‘*Lor!” cried his better half, ‘‘ what might it have been doing?” 
‘It might have been turning cartwheels in the mud alongside a penny 
Omnibus,”’ replied Mr. Blunderberry with withering sarcasm. ‘‘It 
might have been had up at the Westminster Police Court as drunk and 
disorderly ; but it was zot, Mrs. B.—you hear me? It was brought in, 
ma’am—that’s all that ’s the matter with the Budget.” 

**Oh, I know now,” cried the good lady, clapping her hands, and 
upsetting the milk-jug, ‘‘I know all about it.” 

‘*What ! you think it’s some novel kind of invention for sticking out 
a skirt, don’t you? You’ve got a notion it’s a new fashionable hair- 
dye perhaps? You think if you pin a Budget in your bonnet and walk 
down Bond Street you'll be in the latest fashion ; is that it?” 

*“‘ No-0-0-0-0, I don’t. I know better than that, Mr. Blunderberry ; 
A Budget is—I mean—that is—isn’t a Budget ?—hasn’t ?—wasn't ?—of 
course, I know now; it’s something to prevent the Fenians blowing up 
the new Law Courts with a gazogene.”’ 

‘That ’s it—you ve got it—that’s it. Don’t know the difference be- 





tween the Budget and a policeman—think the Budget walks up and 


down in front of a sentry-box, with a rifle on its shoulders, three hours | 





‘* How beautifully you do explain things, Solomon,” interjected Mrs. 
Blunderberry, stirring her tea with the jam spoon, 

‘‘This year,” continued the master of the house, pluming his side- 
locks and readjusting his necktie, ‘‘ this year the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer has taken three-halfpence from the income tax,” 

‘* Dear—dear—dear |” ejaculated the lady, *‘and him always thought 
to be such a respectable man. It isn’t much, but still he’d no right to 
touch the money, of course. Whatever will they do with him ?” 

‘Do with him ?—do with him?” roared Mr, Blunderberry, ‘‘ They're 
going to roast him whole on Primrose Hill next Whit Monday,” 


‘Nonsense, Mr. Blunderberry, I know better than that; but if you 
don't choose to talk sensibly, oblige me with half the paper, I want to 
read about these awful nitre-gazogene goings on.” 

‘Ha! ha! ha!” laughed Mr, Blunderberry, *‘ you ‘ve hit it right this 
time. You only want a box of seidlitz powders to be a ‘ Number One’ 
in petticoats. Three bottles of soda-water would fit you up complete as 
a Fenian armoury. Glycerine, Mrs, Blunderberry—not gazogene,” 

“‘Glycerine! Oh, good gracious!” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, drop- 
ping the buttered toast in her lap, and turning ghastly pale. Was 
glycerine with which they blew up the Government offices?” 

‘Yes, ma’am—glycerine made into soap cakes, and put into boxes 
with a young woman in colours on the lid,’ 

Mrs. Blunderberry waited to hear no more, but flew upstairs three 
steps at a time; while Mr. Blunderberry, with a smile o triumphant 
satisfaction on his face, carefully brushed his hat and left the house; but 
tripping jauntily down the path of his front garden, just as bis custor 
omnibus stopped before the gate, he was suddenly and unexpectedly 





assailed bya shower of cakes of glycerine soap, which Mrs, Blunderberry 





accompanied by a stamped and disected envelope. 


ree | 2 , nt ta ‘ P , n+ tT ; ry , ; mcd 4 r ° 
aspell! A Budget, madam, is a parliamentary statement of facts and | from an upstairs window, was rapidly and recklessly casting away, an 
gures regulating the taxes, and estimating the national expenditure, xious, at any sacrifice, to get rid of the dangerous material without delay. 
@y To Corresronpants.—TZhe Aditor does not bind himself to achnowlsdge, return, or pay for Contributions, im mo casé will they be veturnaed unless 
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Our First Line of Defence. 


HONOUR TO WHOM HONOUR 


“Tu splendid services which the police not only in the metropolis, but in the provinces, but above all in Ireland, have rendered to the cause of society equal any 
tor which successful generals and victorious armies have received the thanks of Parliament.”—Vide Sin W. Harcouxt’s Speech, Monday, April roth, 





Issue of Medals, &c. 


ne 


IS DUE. 











Of course, after so much praise extra zeal and energy 
may be expected. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor oF ‘‘ Fon,” 


Dear Sir,—The Prophet’s quite aware he hasn’t acted strictly fair 
in failing to communicate a single blessed tip of late; particularly as he 
knows (in spite of what is said by foes) whene’er his lucubration stops 
your circulation quickly drops, But when his heart enwraps despair and 
tinds no ease, and ‘‘I don’t care” has failed to have the least effect, I 
ask you, ‘* What can you expect?” If all existence is embued with 
people's gross ingratitude, is there relief, I’d like to know, in cynicism’s 
‘*Told you so”? And your remark, ‘‘I cannot tell,” deserves my 
answer, ‘* Very well.” 

But ere I further state my case, the City and Suburban Race demands 
attention from you all; perpend the Prophet’s eager call, and deeply 
drink or lightly sip his 
CITY AND SUBURBAN TIP. 


Oh, merry is the Prophet in his merry little den, 

He’s forgotten for the moment the ingratitude of men, 

The ingratitude of nobles, the ingratitude of tramps, 

Who read his tips and win by them, and never send him stamps. 


Ob, merry is the Prophet in his merry little lair, 

He's forgotten for the moment his deficiency of hair, 
He's forgotten for the moment his deficiency of tooth, 
And glows with all the confidence and cheekiness of youth. 


He has a list of horses, with their ages and their weights, 
A-ascertaining cheerfully their chances and their fates : 

He throws aside Shotover with an insolent disdain, 

Which those who truly love him must regard with bitter pain ; 


He looks on Foxhall doubtfully ; he smiles upon Scobell ; 

He has a smile for Sachem too, and Battlefield as well; 

He ‘*hum’s” and ‘‘ba’s”’ at Passaic, but keeps him in his eye ; 
And winks at pretty Isabeau (he does !) upon the sly ; 


He gives a look at Hackness, and considers him tol-lol ; 
He sees through Goggles easily and crafty Baliol ; 

He turns his eye on Whipper-in, for which he has a cause ; 
And then he spots Diletto, and Diletto ‘gives him pause.” 





And now we'll turn to care that carks referred to in my first remarks. 
You will remember, I’ve no doubt, the little tips I trotted out: the 
Lincolnshire you know, old pal, and Liverpudlian Nationa/; for one, 
Scobell I gave to you, and Mohican for number two. But, Sir, to my 
intense distress, instead of praises for success, and cries of fervid joy 
in force, ‘‘ Who was it gave the second horse? Who gave you abso- 
lutely third?” revengeful cries were only heard! Before those vengeful 
cries I quailed,—they actually said I’d failed!! It was superfluous and 
vain for me to quietly explain, that having mentioned ev'ry horse (that 
had the slightest chance—of course I had omitted all the worst), except 
the absolutely first, I did it with the sole intent of puiting parties off the 
scent, inducing them to place their pelf, and landing heavily myself. 
The British public ’s such a beast, this didn’t soothe it in the least, and if I 
had not left by rail I had not lived to tell the tale. They won't believe 
a word I say, although it’s quite as plain as day I must have landed 
with my bets, because I’m paying all my debts, All this is why, I beg 
to state, I haven't sent you tips of late. 

I am, with love to all your pals the dynamitish criminals and others un- 
derneath a ban, TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man). 








NEW LBHAVHS. 


The Theatre is a distinctly good number. The photo portraits are 
of Mrs. Kendal, witha short sketch of her career, and Mr. W. S. Gilbert, 
with an autobiography, wherein he points to his connection with this 
journal at its outset and for long years afterwards. q 

Household Words.—In this journal there is no lack of either quantity 
or quality. 

The Century is full of splendid work. A paper, ‘‘ Visiting the Gipsies,” 
by Charles G. Leland, with some spirited illustrations, is full of interest. 
St, Nicholas also is rich in excellence. 

Macmillan.—The list of names of eminent men and ‘‘ contributors to 
this volume” is a guarantee of the merits of the magazine. 

Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy's Own Paper, and Girl's Own 
Paper, are, as usual, highly meritorious. 

** John Heywood’s County Atlas of England and Wales” (John Hey- 
wood).—Railways and coach-roads, cities, towns, parks, and gentlemen's 
seats—there they are, all in this ‘‘County Atlas.” 
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Enthusiastic Young Lady.—‘*‘Ou, Cousin CHARLIE, 
PITY YOU DON’T GO IN FOR BEING A PoRT. 


PEOPLE IN MISERY, WHILE AS A DocTor—— 


} — =~) r V/ La f 
raniintin | VARY 
; | is ‘ 


‘‘SLEEPLESS HIMSELF, TO GIVE TO OTHERS SLEEP.” 
SO YOU'VE MADE UP YOUR MIND TO BE A PHYSICIAN, THEN? 


HIM TO PRESCRIBE HIS POETRY TO HIS PATIENTS, EXCEPT WHEN THEY WANTED A SOPORIFIC, 


Enthusiasti: Young Lady.—*' HE WOULD ONLY PUT THEM OUT OF IT, EH, UNCLE?” 
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WHAT A 
WE WERE JUST SPEAKING OF THOSE CHARMING POEMS YOU LATRLY PUBLISHED.” 
Fashionable and Elderly M.D.,—‘* Y8Ss, MINNIE; AND MY SON WILL MAKE A GOOD PHYSICIAN TOO; BUT IT WOULDN’T DO FOR 


As A PORT, HE COULD ONLY PoT 


[AL D. thinks MINNIE is growing very flippant. 








THE BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BREAKFAST, 


‘¢t{]umMPH !” said Mr. Blunderberry with a grunt of satisfaction, as he 
helped himself to butter and spread the newspaper open before him. 
‘So they’re really going to hang that wretched Irishman.” 

‘‘ Oh, yes, dear,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, tipping the contents of the 
sugar-basin into her lap to show the interest she took in the topics of the 
day. ‘Oh, yes, I read all about it in the paper before you came down. 
They ’re going to suspend the Irish male——Contract.” - 
“Ugh!” growled Mr. Blunderberry with suppressed wrath. ‘‘ With 
all the knowledge you’ve got, you only want to be bound in calf in 
thirty-six volumes to be an encyclopzedia ; if they put you inside a red- 
brick building on the Thames Embankment you’d make a London 
School Board complete. Think an Irish mail’s a man, don’t you?— 
think ‘ Contract’’s his name possibly?—imagine hanging and suspending 
are the same things, eh? I tell you what it is, Mrs. Blunderberry, if you 
go on making these glorious discoveries you ’ll get a gold medal from the 
Society of Arts and a tomb in Westminster Abbey.” 

‘© You do snub one so,” whimpered Mrs. Blunderberry. 

I think—I thought—that is, I had made up my mind——” 
‘‘ Where’s this mind you’d made up?” snorted Mr. Blunderberry. 
‘‘ Think a mind’s sixteen yards of silk to make up like adress? Are 
you going to sew plaits, and tucks, and flounces all over that mind of 
yours, and put a double row of buttons down its back ?” 
‘‘If I have made a mistake, Solomon, you needn’t be so angry,” said 
Mrs. Blunderberry gently. ‘‘Why don't you explain things to me in 
your clever, lucid, in eresting manner? Tell me all there is going on— 
there’s a dear.” ; 

‘‘ Ahem!” said her husband, mollified, and flicking the crumbs from 
the front of his coat with a napkin. ‘‘ Well, my dear, there has been a 


‘*I’m sure 





debate in the Heuse about affairs in the Transvaal, and the Tories want 
to fight, and the Liberals don’t . 











| 


‘* Oh, yes, I know,” interrupted Mrs. Blunderberry ; ‘‘it’sa song, ‘ We 
don’t want to fight ’—that’s the Liberals—‘ but by Jingo——’”’ 

‘* Now you’ve caught it. You’ ve hit the right nail on the head //is 
time, Mrs. B.,” screamed her lord and master, thumping the table with 
his fist and upsetting the cruets. ‘‘Got an idea the Ifouse of Commons 
is fitted up like a music hall? Think the Speaker raps his hammer and 
says, ‘Mr. Gladstone will oblige again’? Fancy Dr. Arthur Sullivan 
has set the estimates to music, or turned the Budget into an oratorio? 
Got a notion in your head Lord Randolph Churchill appears every night 
in character? You're so chockful of music, Mrs. B., you only want a 


| handle in your side and a monkey to dance on tor cf you to be a barrel 
| organ.” 


j 
; 
' 


| 


‘I’m sure I’m very sorry,” said Mrs. B. penitently. ‘' Go on, please, 
and tell me something more about the Trans—Trans—whatever it is.” 

‘‘The Transvaal, Mrs, Blunderberry,” resumed her husband with 
savage seriousness, ‘‘is a new kind of nutritious diet, grateful, comfort- 
ing, which lights only on the box, without which none is genuine.” 

‘¢ Now you re only making fun,”’ said Mrs, Blunderberry, smiling un- 
easily. ‘*Of course, dear, I like to see you merry, and your jokes 
always amuse me very much, especially those I know best,” and she 
dropped a tear into her half-finished egg as she spoke ; ‘‘ but I wish you 
would tell me something true about the Transvaal,” 

‘‘] will, Mrs. B, The inhabitants of the Transvaal are called Boers 
—a word which is noe my ‘bores’ when applied to wives.” And 
Mr. Blunderberry clapped his hat upon his and ran quickly down 


| the garden path to catch his customary omnibus, 


Five minutes later, when her better half was already some distance on 
his way to town, Mrs. Blunderberry murmured softly to herself, ‘* But 
the original pronunciation of ‘boors’ is retained when applied to hus- 
bands;’ and so pleased was she with the retort, that she went about 

ling for the rest of the day. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


LENTY of things to notice this 
week. Hooray for the life of a 
noticer bland! when the matinze 
revelleth free, he lives and he dies 
in the theatre, and he never gets 
home to his tea, 


Mr. Toole has revived Mr. Bur- 
nand’s highly comical Artful 
Cards, at his cozy little temple of 
apap in King William Street, 
with a success quite justifying the 
step. The piece is genuinely 
humorous, and Mr. Robert Spicer 
Romford’s characteristics are di- 
vertingly portrayed by Mr. Toole, 
who, besides being uproariously 
funny in the more animated scenes, 
gives us some effective touches of 
quiet comic art in the last act. The 
remainder of the cast is not particu- 
larly brilliant, although Miss Eliza Johnstone made the most of Mrs. 
Romford, and Miss Marie Linden gave vraisemblance to the part of the 
Countess, both in manner and appearance. Mr. E. D, Ward wasa suffi- 
ciently good Sir Harecut, and gave a dash of originality to the character by 
lescribing a bouquet as a “‘boaky.” Mr. E, W. Garden gave a well 
studied bit of character in the Baron von Teufelgarten. 


Toote’s.—An Artrut CARD AND A 
Surerrtvous Trump, 


As You Like /t, at Miss Wallis’s third ma/inée at the Gaiety, was pre- 
sented with a care in many re- 
spects above the average. Mr, 
Charles Groves, who is doing 
his reputation no harm in these 
performances, made a very good 
Touchstone ; and Mr. G. Alex- 
ander, who seems to shine best 
in romantic drama, was a grace- 
ful and chivalrous Orlando; 
Mr, H. Hallam sang with more 
than the ordinary sweetness as 
Amiens; and Messrs. J. H. 
Barnes, Alfred Nelson, and W. 
H., Stephens need only be named 
to show that good talent was at 
hand. Some of the recognized 
stage business was altered, 
whether for the better or worse 
it might be difficult to decide ; 
perhaps for the better, as being 
new. For Miss Wallis’s own 
performance, it cannot be de- - 
scribed as fully successful; Tux Gaiety.—A Brown Srupy (tHE cos- 
pretty, graceful, tender enough TUME GIVBS COLOUR TO THIS run). 
at times, and appreciatively 
merry, it was yet scarcely /u// enough, and there was an ever-present 
tendency to over-act, most marked at the humorous points, which were 
generally given with too liberal accompaniments of laughter. 

Long, long ago, when I was very, very small, my infant intelligence 
just expanding, my nurse would take me upon her knee and tell mea 
tale of how a lady, poor but of high degree, had married one, rich but 
of low origin, 
whom she 
loved not (al- 
ready loving 
another) ; but 
as time went 
on, she, 
learning to 
admire her 
husband’s 
sterling qua- 
lities and to 
despise ‘‘ an- 








other’s” 

weak selfish- 

Me ness, loved 

Tus Grove.—Mr. Beck maxes THE Great Hit or THe her husband, 
Pisce. and after 


many misun- 


derstandings lived happy ever after with him, and all was peace and 


juetations from Tennyson. And it was only the other night that Mr. 


a 


Buchanan (author of Storm Beaten), metaphorically speaking, took me 
on his knee and told me that tale all over again. He called it Lady 
x Clare, and acknowledged an indebtedness to 
a French author for his plot; but I say, 
‘*Oh nay !—I mean Oh-net—the Frenchman 
must have read many English tales and 
seen many English plays.” 


Mr. Buchanan (author of Storm Beaten) 
has not done much by way of dialogue or 
character to relieve the familiarity of his plot, 
except in the instance of Cecil Brookfield; an 
Eton boy, and his companion in ‘‘ chaff,” 
Mary Middleton. The writing of these parts 
has freshness, and they are most effectively 
played by Miss Jay, who has caught the 
boyish spirit and manner to the life, and Miss 
Lydia Cowell, an extremely clever actress, 
the ** concealed art” of whose quietly demure 
method is apt to cause her to be overlooked. 
Tue Gope.—SmAte. THERE There is no want of talent in the piece, how- 

ane TP antAtk rig one’s ever. Miss Ada Cavendish is of incalculable 

SMALE. . value as the not altogether admirable he- 

roine; while Mr. Alfred Bucklaw is on the 
right road as the husband, and in a week or so may be able to take out 
a little of its stiffness and put in a little colour—he looks the part ad- 
mirably. Mr. Philip Beck is badly placed, but plays with earnestness ; 
Mr. Horace Wigan ‘‘makes up” cruelly; Mr. L. Cannam’s part was 
not so long but he might have learnt it and had a little time left to test 
the acoustic properties of the theatre; Mrs. Digby Willoughby assumed 
a very good Yankee twang, and Miss Carlotta Leclercq did what there 
was to be done with a shadow of a part. 





The wrecked, or perhaps I should say Zhe Rector, having been with- 
drawn at the Court in the spring-time of its youth, 4// for //er has been 
revived in its place. Mr, Clayton’s admirable performance of Hugh 
Trevor has suffered : ' 
nothing from its fre- 
quent repetition, 
which is a very rare 
proof of art; and Mr. 
Mackintosh promises | 1, 
to make something | bis 
striking of Radford | 


when he gets a little | 


more comfortably in- 
to it. Miss Marion 
Terry was suffering 
apparently from a 


— 
Wor _ ~ 





severe cold when I 
saw her; but she 
played the part of 
Lady Marden with 
due appreciation of 
its characteristics 
graveand gay. Miss Kate Rorke’s Mary Rivers is a very pleasant per- 
formance, not without strength. The rest of the cast is weak. 





Tue Grospe.—TuHe JAv AND THE PEACOCK. 


Except that its prologue is rather bewildering, and its finish rather 
abrupt, Mr. Sydney Grundy’s A’ache/l, produced at the Olympic on the 
14th, in spite of some opinions to the contrary, presents, to my mind, a 
reasonably satisfactory and original plot, worked out with sufficient 
clearness and movement. The dialogue is undeniably clever in the 
extreme; there is not a dull sentence in it, and the part designed for 
Miss Ward (except in its pathetic phases, which, however, are grappled 
with with a little more success than usual) fits that lady like a glove, and 
she never played better. Mr. 
Vezin, too, is an invaluable 
recruit, and plays the Captain 
in his usual firm and decisive 
manner. Mr. W. H. Vernon 
gives a good portrait of the 
vacillating, weak, and con- 
science-tortured Grant ; and 
Miss Leigh Murray’s ‘* Minder 
is a good character-sketch. 
Mr. J. W. Pigott makes some- 
thing of a mark in a subordi- 
nate part; Miss Lucy Buck- 
stone is a very pretty and nice 
Gladys, and almost the same 
terms may be used with regard to the Harold Lee of Mr. J. C. Bindloss; 
but both are wanting in depth. It is a capital play, and ought to run. 





Tugs Otymetc.—Tue PROLOGUE SEEMS 
A LITTLE MIsTY. 
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Miss Hilda Hilton having emancipated herself from Bon- 
dage, is re-essaying the character of Gilberte in Frou-Frou, 
played by her about two years ago. The performance has 
scarcely improved with age, and rises little above mediocrity ; 
except, perhaps, in appearance, Miss Hilton seems in no way 
adapted by nature for the part. For the rest, Miss Nelly 
Bromley and Miss Agnes Thomas do themselves full justice 
as Louise and the Baroness respectively. Mr. Fred Irving 
was a respectable Baron, and Master R. Gratton a sufficiently 
mechanical Georgie ; but there was a want of heart about the 
whole thing, to my mind, By the way, have you noticed 
that there is generally a female strewed about the floor at the 
end of the acts of this play? 


Mr. John L. Child recently gave a recital of a well-selected 
programme at St. George’s Hall, the scene of former triumphs 
im the same field. I can fully endorse the favourable opinion 
which I formed of these previous performances. The first 
part, on the present occasion, consisting of three chapters of 
‘‘Nicholas Nickleby,” recording the experiences of that gen- 
tleman at Squeers’ School, were given with very effective 
variety and humorous and pathetic appreciation. Some 
pleasant instrumental and vocal music, incidental and other- 
wise, increased the attractions of the second part, which con- 
sisted of pieces that Mr. Child has already recited in public 
with success, Longfellow’s ‘‘ King Robert of Sicily ” being an 
exception. 





Under the immediate patronage of the Premier and Mrs, 
Gladstone, Mr. Pennington gives a matinée at the Gaiety on 
Friday. /ngomar will be the staple commodity, with Miss 
Willes as Parthenia, and others more or less known to fame 
in the other parts. Mr. Pennington will recite a poem 
‘* Balaclava’’), and wear that uniform. NESTOR. 











Triste. 


‘* HANDS and hair in tangle wrought, 
Tears thy silken lashes wetting, 

Say, my darling, deep in thought, 
Art thou for thy lover fretting ? 


Scold him if he’s vile and bad, 
Lips that fair an ugly truth make!” 
Responded she in accents sad, 


** No, dear love, I have the toothache.” | 


Parson,.—‘*' WHOSE BABY IS THAT THAT WAS CRYING IN CHURCH TOo- 
DAY, Mrs, WADDLE?”’ 

*~wopener.—** MRS, JONES'S, SIR. 
LIKE IT, AND SHE SEZ, ‘LOR BLESS YER! 'E MAKES MORE NOISE IN 
CHURCH HISSELF NOR EVER MY BasBy po!’” 
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A MERE BABY TO HIM. 


I TOLE 'ER AS YOU WOULDN'T 











THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Mercredt.—Ve have ze Bill by Mr. Barry for Irish electric—zat is, 
Elective Councils, It vas to be brought in by Mr. Healy; maids, parce 
gue he vould not 











shut up, he is 
shut up. 

Jeudi. — Lord 
Alcester take his 
seat. Ze Lords 
Alcester—I go 
say all stare at 
him. I pat him 
back and say I 
have hear of bis 
var-ship,and hope 
to Seymour of his 
lordship. Ze Duke 
zat turn Somer- 
sets complain zat 
ze missionaries in 
Vest Afrique 
teach ze naii/ ze 
vay to heaven by 
making him 
esclave, and send- 
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ing him zare ¢rés 
vulement, 
Sir James tell ze Commons ze Affirmation Bill vill not, like ze crab, 


go backvard. 








On Friday Milor Selborne read ze message of Her Majesty zat she 
Sire to confer vat is call signal mark of favour on Milors Volseley and 
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+ 


“d 





Down ze stairs ze Commons take up again ze debate sur /’affaire des 
Boers. C'est ctonnant! mais, Sir Holland he is vat you call ze dead 
nut against ze Dutchmans, Mr. Chamberlain stick up for ze policy of 
ze empty coal-box. /¢ crofs you call it ze ‘‘scuttle-out;” mats, Mr. 
Goschen, malere zat he is Liberal, back up Mr. Forster, and sink zat 
England sould regard her parole d'honneur cotite-gui-coute, and ve sould 
not keep the peace seulement to keep ze pieces. 

Monday.—Ze Lords carry sams discussion ze grants to Milors Volseley 
and Alcester. Nodlesse oblige! Ze Earl of Sandvich demand vy Lieut. 
Pelham is not appoint to ze Garnet, I suppose ze noble lord is Ear! of 
ze Pel-Ham Sandvich. I sought Lord Volseley would reply for ze 
Garnet; maisnon! c'est Milor Alcester who explain. 

Ze G. O. M. bring in ze resolution to revard Lords Volseley and 
Alcester vit 42,000 a year to zemself and zeir next heirs. I rise and 
say ze noble lords are not a bald; but ze Grand Old Man say none 
of my Fon jokes here. u courst, Mr. Labouchere keep himself on 
evidence: hint he vill object to shovelling ze money into ze cocked hats. 
Jespere, ve great Villiam vill on ze second reading knock ze objection 
into cocked hat also; and I sing to Thomas ze Truful, ‘‘ Zey sall have 
two sousand a year, tiddifollols, tiddifollols ! 

On Tuesday ze milor vit ze soft roe—I mean ze True roe—call atten- 
tion to ze hard lines of Surgeon-Major Torburn, who, alao not a vat yeu 
call ‘‘ vet.,” vas a horsey doctare, who have had great fall; his subject 
drop too. 

Mr. Newdegate ask ze G. O. M. if zat he vill take stairs contre Mr. 
Bradlaugh for sitting and voting. Ze Government vill not take ze ste 
parce que ve law vas unsettle. Ze most next clear sing to ze English 
langvidge is ze English law. Mr. Pell go in pell-mell, as you say, for 
ze taxation vich is called low—fardon, I sall go to say /oca/, Mr. Gray 





move amendment. Ze House help him to move, and carry it. 


Vennisday.— Dr. Cameron keep us all night on ze Scotch Parochial 
Board. Iam not like your Oliver who Twist of ze parish board: I do 





more 
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ADAPTED TO THE MoSIC OF THE MOMENT. 


DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 


New Szrias. No. 43.—A Sonc or Laziness. 


Air—Good bye, Emily Fane. 


‘* How beautifully blue the sky!” 
The bard is much inclined to try 
His kindly editor with ‘‘ Hi! 
I wan’t a holiday ; 
I want to don a flannel coat, 
And get a pair of sculls, and float 
With ‘some one’ in a pleasure boat, 
And jubilantly say : 


**Good bye, paper and ink, tr’lal-lal-la! t’tat-tat-ta ! 
Good bye, Waverley pen (an ad., I may explain) ; 
Good bye, ‘copy’ and ‘ proof,’ tr’lal-lal-la! t’tat-tat-ta ! 

I’m off for the day, but (sorry to say) 


Good bye, Brighton M.P., tr'lal-lal-la ! t’tat-tat-ta! 


I must come back again.” 


But, oh! the poet plainly views 
His ‘‘ kindly editor” refuse 


With, ‘* Nonsense! go and call your Muse, 


And do that ‘topic’ verse.” 
So let the bard the papers con, 
And tell you how Lord Hartington 
Has been a-pinning medals on ; 
And Marriott is worse. 


Good bye, ‘‘ National” Club, I treat you with disdain ; 
Good bye, dynamite stuff, tr’lal-lal-la! t’tat-tat-ta ! 
You ’ve gene with a bang, and I'll suffer no pang 


**Good bye, amateur folks, tr’lal-lal-la ! t'tat-tat-ta ! 


If you don’t come back again. 





Lord Wolseley and Lord Alcester had 

Of ‘civic honours ” heaps, egad! 

Those ballet girls were not so bad- 
Ly treated after all. 

The Tory party show their sense 

In that address of confidence ; 

And mark the Phoenix Park offence 
Now Justice hears our call ! 


Good bye,” actors remark (in Mr. Irving’s vein); 
**Good bye, never no more! tr’al-lal-la! t’tat-tat-ta! 


We ~~ 


. 


e won't do so again.” 


I wonder if the Houses will 
Accept the Broadhurst Leasehold Bill? 
The Czar will not be crowned until— 
He’s crowned, and that’s a fact ! 
Our mutton ’s getting scarce, and so 
The Queen will eat of lamb no mo’; 
And so the bard intends to go 
And imitate the act. 
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have been rash to play with you (for cash) ; 


Good bye, *‘cutlet and mash,” tr'lal-lal-la ! t’tat-tat-ta ! 


Good bye, quarter and peas (I say farew 


; ¥ 


reast and mint sauce, tr’lal-la 
1 then, | 


We take to you aga 





ell with pain) ; 


| 





| 


| 
\ 
} 
| 
i 
i 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 


' 
! 











| being a question of health, and of the cleanliness of food supply, it is 4 


coast of Africa. * 


| said, ‘* You had better look after the baker, because, &c. I will leave 


| and thrash that Egyptian ; it won’t do to let him sit upon me.”’ And off 


DON’T TRY IT ON WITH HIM! 











THE Briton’s most remarkable characteristic is that he will sof be put | 
upon by anybody. Let no man attempt to injure 42m at his peril. | 
That is the sort of fellow the Briton is. What is more, his idea is to | 
start from home as the basis of everything. ‘‘ Let everything at home | 
be all right,” says he, ‘‘and then you can go out and settle external | 
affairs easily enough.”’ That is 4zs sound belief; that is the theory /c | 
acts upon. The Briton can look after himself. 

And one morning the Inspector of Bakeries called upon him to put | 
him on his guard. ‘‘ You had better look after the baker,” said the 
official, ‘‘ because he makes your bread in unwholesome places, under 
conditions calculated to convey disease into your family.” 

‘* Ab, you don’t say so!” said the Briton. ‘*The baker, eh? By- 
the-bye, I must goand punish that nigger on the coast of Africa ; it won’t 
do to let anybody injure 7ze unpunished.” 

So he kissed his wife and children and went out, giving a kindly ‘‘ good 
morning” to the baker, who stood at the area grinning a grin, and gave 
a severe lessen to the nigger; and when he returned, little Jane, the | 
youngest, was very ill—poisoned in some way; and the wise Briton had | 
in a lot of physicians, and sat down to wonder who on earth could have 
poisoned little Jane, and whether it could possibly be the nigger on the 


And the next morning that Inspector of Bakeries called again and 


this printed report this time, in the hope that sat may remind you.” 
** Dear me! the baker, eh?” said the Briton. ‘‘ Let me see, I must go 


he went, as before, and thrashed the Egyptian; and when he returned 
Mrs. Briton was very ill—poisoned in some way. In came the physicians 
again; and the Briton felt he had a clue this time: it could not be the 
Egyptian who had poisoned Mrs. B., it must be the milkman or the food 
adulterator. So the Briton sent for them, and fined them, and cau- 
tioned them. And meanwhile the baker grinned a silent grin, with his 
forelegs in histrcughh * * * 

Next morning the baker’s journeyman himself called on the Briton, 
and displayed in his own personal health the result of the conditions 
under which the bread was made for Mrs. Briton and the little Britons. 
** Enough to kill you and us, eh?” said the Briton. ‘‘ Ah, just so—| 
quite evident. Yes, by the way, I must go out and crush these dyna- | 
mite vermin which are injuring me.” And when he returned from 
crushing the dynamite vermin, his whole family were very ill—poisoned 
in some way ; and he called in the physicians again, and made a hearty 
supper of a hunk of bread, and took to his bed, very ill—poisoned 
in some way. ‘‘ Well,” said the Briton, ‘‘I’m puzzled now. There 
can’t be avy cause for it, for I’ve crushed the nigger, and the Egyptian, 
and the dynamite vermin, and corrected the milkman and food adulte- 
rator, It springs from natural causes—it ’s constitutional !” 

And he settled it that way, dismissed further inquiry from his mind, 
and read the paper to amuse himself and take his mind off the subject. 
It is true that, in the paper he turned to, he read the following :— 

April, 1883.—The Secretary of the London District Board of the 
Operative Bakers’ and Confectioners’ Union has forwarded to the Home | 
Secretary a statement of the grievances of the operative bakers. 
It says: ‘* Since 1878 bakehouses have ceased to be inspected, and a state | 
of things has arisen which calls for an effective remedy. . . + This 





matter of public concern that bakehouses should be properly ventilated, | 
and their sanitary arrangements strictly observed.” 
‘Ah, very interesting!” said the Briton, and forgot the ma 

‘ t] ter baker is still 4 h his ! 
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| THE IDOL OF THE DAY. = 
x 
Dut | See Cartoon.) ) 
; | | ( ee nm ) 
‘| | ACCEPT, I | pray ir 
aod | ACCEPT, I humbly pray, oe) 
ral | | Thou idol of the day, ; 
he| | My heartfelt thanks for having thus succeeded ‘ x 
| In doing just exactly what was needed. oe 
he | The air was full of rumours, plots seeim’d thickening ; > 
ler | Incessant threats of dynamite were sickening ; >) =) 
| | Explosives right and left, one scarce knew where ' Ee 
+m He stood—whether on earth or up in air. 4 0 
| The outragemongers, though abhorr’d b) << 
od | With honest hate by our community, 5 f. 
“ | | Somehow contrived to stalk abroad 4 pee 
d | (I mean at home) with sheer impunity, > z 
ve When—swoop !—thou pouncedst down upon a nest of them, 
- And showedst thou wert equal to the best of them. 5 <f 
d Always, ’tis true, to faithful cook = 
7e | Heroic did her Bobby look; 
‘ But others had their doubts about thee— =) 63 
f Yet, oh! how could they ever doubt thee ? 2 ml 
d How could they call thee useless on the ground << 
“ That thou, when wanted, never couldst be found ? wa 
é Why did they say that thou wert no protection, 62] 
- And subject thee to moral vivisection ? & 
‘ How dared they ever blame? o 
’ Ah, Robert, tot que jaime! 
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THE TRIPARTITE ALLIANCE. 


ris signe 1 and sealed, the compa t’s made; 
They all know they owe mutual aid ; 
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And each has cried, “ Now, who’s afraid 


Could ever peace be firmer :” 





With friendship fierce each bold breast burned Fi 
fsut when the three bold backs were turned, 3 
tener might have discerned : 
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Well, ] | blige [ always am 
Iam the Sacrificial lamb 4 


ryyt 1 : | 
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Chat serves for fight or fraud or sham, 
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Fr, Or tO Mlar,r ; 


But, thank the Fates, our treaties are 


f course ’t was all my plan, my plot: 
Otto, you know, is always hot 
On binding in one common lot 
The Kings who hate each other 


ry: 
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lo back our own old special hate, 


ee a  gnearcnpats 


Lest one become perchance the mate 
Of that red France, who’s our black /: 


Who’s black, but not a brother. 


Was that confounded cleric Rom: 
Whose Vatican’s disgusting dome 


“ F 


Shadows our aspiratior 


Which aren’t poetical at all, 
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THE TRIPARTITE ALLIANCE. 


'T 1s signed and sealed, the compact’s made ; 
They all know they owe mutual aid ; 
And each has cried, “ Now, who’s afraid— 
Could ever peace be firmer ?” 
With friendship fierce each bold breast burned ; 
But when the three bold backs were turned, 
A listener might have discerned 
About this kind of murmur :— 


AUSTRIA. 

Well, I’m obliged—I always am ; 

I am the sacrificial lamb 

That serves for fight or fraud or sham, 
Alternately recruited 

By Kaiser, President, and Czar, 

To make each other, or to mar; 

But, thank the Fates, our treaties are 
But seldom executed. 


GERMANY. 
Of course ’t was all my plan, my plot; 
Otto, you know, is always hot 
On binding in one common lot 
The Kings who hate each other 
To back our own old special hate, 
Lest one become perchance the mate 
Of that red France, who’s our black é/¢-— 
Who’s black, but not a brother. 


ITALY. 
Oh, drat the Latins! their first home 
Was that confounded cleric Rome, 
Whose Vatican’s disgusting dome 

Shadows our aspirations, 

Which aren’t poetical at all, 
Linked nor with Teuton nor with Gaul ; 
But simply shun the lone or small, 
And court the //eves/ nations. 
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SOCIAL SKETOHES. 
No. XV.—NORMAN POTTINGER, 


“ There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.’ 

NORMAN POTTINGER was a painter—a poor, proud painter—and he 
loved Hoyden Eckroyd ; but the silken tether of matrimony seemed a 
considerable distance off, owing to Norman’s impecuniosity. Norman 
much more frequently dined off the salt and savoury herring than the 
seductive saumon, sauce Hollandaise; but what mattered? His mental 
food was of the most superior quality, 

One afternoon, as Pottinger was strolling down Regent Street, he saw 
a pickpocket remove and annex a stout old gentleman’s silk pocket- 
handkerchief. To seize the thief and restore the property to its rightful 
owner was the work of a moment. 

** Thank yer, young man,” said the elderly party, while he gasped with 
emotion. ‘*I wouldn’t ha’ lost that there ’andkerchief fur a ’undred 
pound, Let the vagabone go, and come and ‘ave a glass o’ wine.” 

‘* Not so,” rejoined Pottinger. ‘‘Come with me and see my pictures.” 

Then Norman began his favourite essay. ‘‘ Sir, I assure you that I am 
thoroughly disgusted with the treacle-and-tea-tray painting of Hogarth 
and Etty. The contempt I feel for the want of common knowledge dis- 


the violent reds, the gaudy yellows, the harsh greens ’’—(‘‘’Ow I do ’ate 
‘arsh greens,”’ interrupted the stout old gentleman)—‘‘ of modern pic- 
tures pain me. Who can wonder, then, as I wander round the exhibi- 
tions and see the bubbling mass ef seething imbecility surrounding me, 
that, irrespective of academic sneers, of dealer indifference, of public 
blindness, I look forward shortly to fortune ?” 

‘* What is yer picture meant for, young man?” asked the obese one, 
**Is it a kangaroo ‘unt, or a storm at sea, or a Turkish preceshun ?” 

‘* Neither, sir,” said Norman in an angry tone; ‘‘it is ‘Meleagerand 
Atalanta.’” 

**Tt looks as if it wanted a good wash,” remarked the old man; but 
he continued, ‘‘can you paint ancesters?”’ 

** Ancestors, sir?” 

‘* Yes, ancesters. I’m rich, but I hain’t got no blue blood; an’ I 
buys things connected with blue blood. That ’andkerchief belonged to 
the old Dukeo’ Norfolk. Ancesters is things connected with blue blood, 
Now, I’ve been thinkin’ if you dun one on approval, an’I liked ’im, you 
could paint me a ’ole gallery of ancesters ; and wot’s more, I know ’arf 
a dozen other rich men in this country, let alone a lot o’ Americans, as 
‘ull buy ancesters. S’pose I look in this day week, could you knock off 
a reglar old-fashioned ancester, and ’ave ’im framed complete? Put the 
name on the frame down as Plugson, young man.” 

From the time that the stout old gentleman called and expressed his 
satisfaction of the ancestor painted on approval, Pottinger’s hard luck 
was a thing of the past. He is deluged with commissions for ancestors. 

Plugson is simply in ecstacies whenever a new forefather is sent home. 
Norman, being fanciful, gives them all sorts of names, such as Stafford 
de Rokeby Plugson, Belvoir Plugson of Wandby Wolds, Commodore 
Bamber Plugson, Peruvian Navy, Xc. 








Hloyden Eckroyd is now, of course, Hoyden Pottinger ; and Norman's 
| Prosperity is shown by the fact that a most fashionable West-end milliner 
| has just brought an action against him to recover £2,000 for dresses, 

ace, gloves, &c., supplied to Hoyden during the space of twelve mont! 
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played in the feeble productions of Rubens and Vandyck is unbounded ; | 








**T CAN tell you a lot more if you wish.”’ 
**T beg you will not address me in such a manner again,”’ said the 
counsel; ‘‘ I do not want to have any communication with you.” 


The trial was over at last, and he went out of the court. As he did 
so, the price of long pairs of tongs went up five hundred per cent. 

He took a cab down to the departure wharf. 

**Don’t hand the fare to me; I don’t want to touch yer,’’ said the 
cabman. ‘* Put it inside, with the money for disinfecting the wehicle.” 

**Can’t touch your trunk till I’ve bin and fetched a pair o’ gloves ; 
you ve bin touchin’ it,” said the porter at the wharf. 

‘* Berth?” said the steward. ‘* What—among the passengers?” 

‘* Not among ws,” said the passengers in horror. 

‘* No,” said the captain ; *‘ you ’ll have your berth at the masthead or 
the end of the bowsprit, which you like; and your meals shall be sent 
up by the halliards.”’ 

But the news of his setting out sped across the ocean ; and the legis- 
lature of the country he was sailing for hastily passed a Bill to make him 
contraband. 

‘*No; take Aim back,” said the inhabitants, when his ship reached 
the pier. ‘‘ He can’t land here; he’s contraband. We won't touch 
him.” 

‘*No, I shall not take yor any more voyagesin my ship. Must get 
back the best way you can.” 

So he made his way as best he could on a spar back to the country 
he started from, 

*©You can’t land 4eve ; we won't have you among us,”’ said the in- 
habitants on the shore. ‘‘ Go away, as far as possible.” 

So he drifted to an uninhabited island. As he approached it the 
vegetable and animal life upon it were luxuriant ; but, from the moment 
he stepped ashore, everything began to wither, until the island was a 
desolate waste of sand. Then the island began to recoil from his feet 
and sink, and he would have been engulfed, but that the waves drew 
back more and more, and refused to touch him. It was pitchy darkness 
on that island, for neither the sun, moon, nor stars would look at him, 

And anon a boat sought refuge on the island, and from it there stepped 
ashore the worst criminal that ever lived. 

‘* Hullo! you here?” said the criminal ; ‘‘I can’t stay with you.” 

And he launched his boat and went off again. 

And now the subject of this is drifting about with that homeless cargo 
of explosives that came from Spain, and he can’t persuade it to detonate, 








You Mutton’t Hat It. 


THE Queen has given orders that, in consequence of the high rate of 
mortality among sheep and lambs, and the decrease in the numbers of 
those useful animals, no lamb shall be used in the Royal household. 
Doubtless many, who consider themselves first-‘*‘ chop,” will also (cut)let 
these joints alone. Her Majesty’s edict is certainly a ewes-ful one, for 
to assist in decreasing our stock of sheep would be little less than baa- 
baa-rous. 





A-Meer Rumour. 


Ir is reported that certain Afghan tribes have refused to countenance 
the Sangu section of the Shinwarries in their opposition to the Ameer, 
It appears, however, that the dispute will probably be settled without 
having recourse to Sangu-inary deeds, and that even a kicking match or 
a Shin-warr-is not likely to result from the disagreement. 


City and &ub-Rosa. 


THERE were two Primrose Days last week—on Thursday in memory 
of Big Ben., and on Wednesday when Koysterer carried to the front the 
rose and primrose of the Earl of Rosebery and Viscount Primrose. 
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A CAPITAL ARRANGEMENT. 


‘Tue Clerk to the Chorlton Board of Guardians was summoned or 
wearing and using certain armorial bearings without a licence.’ These 
vce 5 bearings were a lion rampant and the head of an ox, on stained 











lass, in the window of defendant's room in the office of the Board of 
ians. It was urged for the defence that no one could be said to | 
be wearing or using an armorial bearing on another person’s window, and 
the magistrate took this view of the case. Unless, therefore, the Guar- 
dians remove their clerk's crest from their window, the Inland Revenue | 
authorities are left in a most painful position. "—S?. Zaines's Gazette. 


TIMKINS speaks : 
Goon _ tidings, | 
Tomkins — let | 
us cheer ! | 
At last, my boy, | 
thecoastisclear, | 
And we can both 
augment our | 
charms 
by carrying a 
coat of arms. 





I ever yearned, 
against therules, 
To wear a/ruffle, 
rampant, gules, 
Engratled— 
‘Sagainst the 
rules,’ I say, 
Because I never | 
wished to pay. | 





While you you covet all your days, 
A demi-dodo, coupid, at gaze, | 
Embattled, vert ; in fess a pair | 
Of knuckle-dusters, counter-vair, 


And now I'll tell you what we ‘ll do: 
I’ll wear my coat of arms on you; 
And furthermore we will agree 

‘That you shall carry yours on me. 





And when the Johnnie comes along 
Who hauls you up for doing wrong, 
And thinks he’s got a splendid hold, 
The chappie wid? be nicely sold! 


IIAs the ‘‘ Police Bill” anything to do with the ‘‘ Beak’”’? 






































THE GAME OF BUTTONS. 


Fuvenile Champion.—‘' D’ YER YEAR?—NICKED HIM.” _— 
[OLD Brown, just passing, yells ; the F. C. has nicked his gouty toe. 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL ON A FISHY SUBJECT. 


~ WHat will strike you most at the Fishery Exhibition, Sir—I am assu- 
ming you will keep out of the range of the Automatic Harpooner in the 
Greenland section—will be the marvellous thoroughness of the com- 
mittee’s efforts. Everything in connection with the show is of the fish, 
fishy, so to speak, even down to the accounts, which are so kept as to 
show only ‘‘ net’ takings. 

It would have done your heart good last week to have seen Mr. 
Birkbeck, M.P., one of the chief promoters, weighing the fish in their 
own scales as they were brought in, and heard him giving peremptory 
orders that the mackerel should be fed with ‘‘ Spratt’s ” biscuits or no- 
thing. 

It may seem carrying pisciculture a little too far, perhaps, to have re- 
planted the open spaces in the Exhibition with “ fishing rod ’-odendrons 
and ‘‘eel’’-iotropes, and I am not quite sure that the ‘‘ dressed crab ”- 
apple-trees will even take root; but these facts show, at any rate, 
27 the official mind at South Kensington is nothing if not “ of-fish- 
all.” 

I need scarcely tell you that ‘‘ Chubb’s”’ locks are used in all possible 
cases ; but it will be agreeable news to you that the refreshment de- 
partment will be in the hands of a ‘‘ Messrs. Fish-Spears and Fish- 
Ponds,” formed specially to take up the contract. 

There will be a fish ordinary, as a matter of course, or, so far as that 
goes, of a dozen courses, all to be served on ‘‘ fish-plates,” I hear, with 
accompaniments, and a running ‘‘cast-a-net”’ fire of jokes from a spe- 
cially engaged fish-‘* bones.”’ 

There will be one department set apart for piscicultural phenomena. 
There, Sir, you will see the ‘‘ Trout fly,” the ‘Salmon peel,” the 
** Whale blubber,” the ‘* Sturgeon row,” the ‘‘ Salmon run,” and so on; 
and “ys hear, I am very much afraid, both the Shrimp and the Lobster 
sauce 

The hatching of fish will be shown only too fully ; this feature will be 
somewhat ova-done, in fact. Some will doubt, too, the advisability of 
making the ‘‘ Oyster-beds” in public every morning, but as to the ad- 
vantage to be derived from the series of pay isci 


’ 
ers On piscicu 


| yourself, 


read at the Albert Hall there will be no question. ‘The topics touched 


| will embrace the following :— 


** Euclid as an Angler.” aoe 
‘¢ Spare the rod ;” z,¢., let your child have it when you’re not using it 
A lesson for fathers. 

‘*Whitebait v. Béte Noire.” A plea for ‘small fry.” 

‘* Higher Education for ‘ Whales ’.” 

**On the Board Schools of Porpoises.” 

‘* The Voice of the Turtle,” &c., &c. 

I am not sure as to the theatrical performances. Some salmon were 
**cast’’ last week, I know, and there has been a rehearsal, | think ; 
but nothing is settled. It is settled, though, that a Red Indian is coming, 
and will float about on the pond a bark canoe, fishing for dog-fish, | 
suppose, as they would naturally be attracted by the bark. 

One more item of news and I have done. You know Doctor Carver, 
the crack rifle-shot? Well, they say 4e is coming to show what he can 
do in the fish way. If possible, he will be exhibited daily in a canoe, in 
which he will go out shooting rapids ; but if rapids are not forthcoming; 


"he will be put on to ‘‘pot” shrimps with a repeating rifle! 


There, Sir, won’t it be a show, eh? 








Silence is Golden. 


IF neither wit nor wisdom fill thy brain, 
And thou hast light to see they are away, 

From thought’s expression pen and tongue refrain : 
** Silent and wise!” thy fellow-men will say. 





A JOURNAL devoted to the interests of engineering recently published 
an article on ‘‘ The Decay of Bricks.”” We were not aware they were 
in a state of decadence. We know several people who are thorough 
‘bricks "—all the readers of Fun, for example. We should feel mor- 
tar-fied if we had reason to think otherwise of them. This, we trow,~'l] | 
be sufficient to show that the writer of that article is mistaken. | 
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The American Word considers that the Exp 
were at work on other than British territory, the E 
ever, that the dynamite party is threatening London, 





next-door neighbour showed his portrait. And somehow J 


im for, | 


1 if Johnny is not more of a fool than w 


JOHNNY’S LIMNERS. 


losives Bill was presented and passed in a state of panic. The°Pazrx says :—* When these Pétroleurs and Nihilists 


looked upon them as political offenders who were protected in England by right of asylum. Now, how- 
the Home Secretary . . declares that they must, like pirates, be treated as enemies of humanity. 








rom the truth!” 





ohnny did not seem to chuckle over that. 





1¢ will accept the hint, and go down to Soho with a « 
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“Hang it!" said he, ‘‘ you might be farther 


ustpan, and remove the rubbish 





[DaenTs.—TZhe Editor does not bind hims 


‘ te acknowladge, rrturn, or pay for Contributions 
amici Ow a stamped and directed envelope 
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A TROPICAL 





Fun’s favourite sportsman, staunch and brave, 
Upon some far-off foreign wave 

Went wobbling in his wee canoe ; 

Canoe-dling here our friend you'll view. 
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He soon held on with might and mane ; 
But, growing sportive, like the gnu, 
‘That buffalo a gnu-sance grew. 


But when our friend came down again, | 








He sought the bounding buffalo 
(Which animal, as you may know, 
Is noted for its humour grim), 
And soon the buffaloes sought 77. 





But as our traveller did not quail, 
The brute began a stirring tail— 
A tail that moved our hero much, 
As he that member tried to clutch. 


TRAGEDY. 








; ; | OF tages 
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Desired to argue on some points ; 
Our triend protested, but in vain,— 


| In fact, one beast who'd mighty joints 
with pain. 


He touched upon those “ points ”’ 








When, coming to a rocky ledge, 

Our sportsman thought it best to ‘‘ hedge”; 
Alas! fresh perils lurked behind, 

As readers of “‘ our next” will find. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or ‘*Fon,” 


DEAR S1R,—I don’t know how to write, my spirits faint, my face is | 
white, my deep chagrin cannot be gauged, and all my c/ie/2/e’s enraged; | 
and some of them have gone and smote the agéd man, and torn his coat. 
And, Sir, before their rage I’ve quailed, because, alas! I’ve gone and 
failed! My tip last week was wholly wrong, as all the raging roaring 
throng, in language you'd describe as stromg, impress upon me all day 
long. So, Sir, I feel a painful sense of unaccustomed diffidence, which 
tinges all the tip which now I’ve written for 


Tue Great Two Tiioo. 


Kind gentles, if I might suggest 

| A horse that’s likely to be the best, 

There’s Chiselhurst—now, don’t you think ?— 
Or Goldfield might obtain the chink ; 

I fancy so—unless you doubt— 

It might be—eh ?—just thought about? 

One can’t be positive, of course, 

But ain't The Prince a likely horse? 

At least—well—there—you 'll p’r’aps demur— 
But might I hint at Winchester? 








Of course you know much more than I, 

But Highland Chief is standing by ; 
There ’s Galliard too, and then there ’s—well, 
Of course, you know there ’s beau Brummel. 
This tip may be of little use, 

sut please accept, as an excuse, 
That I have done the best I can ; 
And if you think the agéd man 
Is only leading you astray, 

Don’t notice anything I say, 

\nd go without the least remorse, 

\nd bet upon some other horse. 


I am, with most respectful mien and love to all your friends—the 
(ueen, the Duke, Lord Mayor, your chums, those Earls, your lady 
friends (all pretty girls), yours to command ‘‘in all I can,” 


TROPHONIUs (the Banned Old Man). 








Haste” to the Wedding! 


I1ow is it people can still marry in Aas¢e and repent at leisure? We 


thought all ‘‘ //ee¢”” marriages had been stopped. 
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| ‘The CLEAN Black Lead.” 


U.BRANDAU 





Successive awards f) | Mi c “6 
Cleanliness in use. 


‘ —VIDE PRESS 
JAMES’ Sol) MEDAL 
for Excellence of 
Quality and 
BEWARE of Worth'!ess Imitations. 





Have met with 
lead pencil, A 








PONTEDPEN 


eperal approbation. Write as smoothly as a 
neither scratch nor spurt, the points 

sounded by anew process. Six Prise Medals awarded. 

Saupe Box,éd. ; post-free,7 stamps to the Werks, Birmingham 
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CAUTION. —If 
' Cocoa thickens in the () CGOd. 
cup, it proves the ad- 
dition of Starch, 


PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
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Mother.—*‘ WHAT HAS SHE BREN DOING?” 
Mother.—** WHAT! WHAT DO YOU MEAN?” 
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INVENTIVE. 
SCENE—Drawing-Room, MOTHER returned from Walk, to her Nine- Year-Old Daughter. 
Mother.—‘* WELL, ETHEL, HAS BABY BEEN GOOD WHILE I HAVE BEEN AWAY?” 


SS i \ i 
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Rthd,—‘‘ Ou, NO, MAMMA,” 
Rthel,—“* EXCAVATING.” 
Ethel. —"* HOLLOWING OUT ALL THE TIME, MAMMA,” 








THE BLUNDHRBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘* WAIT a moment, dear,” said Mrs. Blunderberry cheerfully, as she 
tried to carve a haddock with the sugar-tongs. ‘*I know you’ll like 
this ;” and she upset her lord and master’s tea with her elbow as she 
flopped three-quarters of the fish upon his plate. 

‘If, Mrs. Blunderberry, /Azs is a dried section of the whale which 
swallowed Jonah, soused in a decoction of chopped hay, I regret that 
after two and twenty years of married life you are as ignorant of your 
husband’s tastes as you are of—of—of politics,” replied Mr. Blunderberry 
witheringly, as he resumed the perusal of his newspaper. 

‘I do so try to understand, Solomon,” she answered pathetically ; 
Wag if you would only read out aloud to me and explain as you went 
on, ” 

‘*Take me for a Mechanics’ Institute, don’t you?” replied her hus- 
band, ‘‘ Think I’m going to let myself out for penny readings and in- 
structive lectures, accompanied by solos on the piano? Why not ask for 
dissolving views of the Tories while you are about it, and insist on comic 
magic-lantern slides of the Home Rulers? Do you fancy a conjuror 
would be any use to your comprehension, or a couple of American 
Brothers with the cabinet trick?” 

Mrs. Blunderberry made no rejoinder; but, stealing behind her lord 
and master, tenderly patted the circular portion of his back parting as, 
looking over his shoulder, she glanced at the column of the newspaper 
on which his eyes were intently riveted. 

**Ob!”’ she cried in a tone of rapture, ‘‘there’s something about the 
electric light. What Aave they been doing to it?” 

“* They ‘ve taken it in a deputation to Chamberlain,” growled Mr. 
| Blunderberry, nibbling his toast, but never raising his eyes. 
| ‘*Oh, I am glad,” cried the lady, clapping her hands gleefully, 
| ‘Lord Chamberlain is such a clever man, and can do almost anything, 








can't he? Why, he shut up the Criterion Theatre, didn’t he?” 
“I wish he ’d shut up an idiot,” interjected Mr. Blunderberry. 
**I’m sure he could if he tried,” replied the lady, blissfully ignorant 
ne ae 66 URI tL. on lever : 


} 
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rcasm, YYDy, he must be the cieverest man that ever lived. 





He’s something to do with all the new plays, and with all the deputa- 
tions, and everything about trade, and the theatres, and the Underground 
Railway, and the Queen’s drawing-room, and——””’ 

‘*I suppose, Mrs. Blunderberry, you are aware that the junior Member 
for Birmingham and——” 

‘*Oh, yes,” she answered cheerfully, feeding the cat with the remains 
of the haddock, happily unconscious of her lord’s gathering anger, and 
her tongue working away as steadily as a steam-pump; “‘ of course, I 
know Lord Chamberlain ’s the Member for Birmingham, and I wonder 
he don’t get Mr. Bright to help him. Mr. Bright might see to the 
ballet girls’ skirts and things, and read the naughty French plays, while 
Lord Chamberlain did the more dignified work, which, being a lord, is 
only right and proper, and——” 

Mr. Blunderberry’s brow was black as thunder, as he interrupted with 
angry majesty— 

‘¢ Madam, do you not know the Lord Chamberlain and the Member 
for Birmingham——” 

‘* Lor, no, dear! how should 7 know them?” replied his better half, 
airily ; ‘though I'll be proud and happy if you'll bring them home 
some evening to a meat tea—for you tell me you come across all sorts of 
people in the City—only let me know beforehand, because if there isn’t 
anything in the house I——” 

‘Mrs. Blunderberry,” said her husband solemnly, ‘‘ you only want 
a pink cover and gilt edges to be a peerage in your own = You 
shall have all the nobility here in turn, beginning with the dukes. Look 
out for an omnibus-load of dukes at six o’clock this evening—do you 
hear? The Lord Chancellor will come by himself in a wheelbarrow, 


| and bring his own woolsack. Ha! ha! Mind me, Mrs, B., the dukes 
| will be here at six,” 


With a hollow laugh, Mr. Blunderberry tripped down to meet his 


| customary conveyance, leaving his wife plunged in thought, her fore- 


finger gracefully inserted between her lips. 
‘I wonder if he means it?” she soliloquized; ‘‘and if he does, 
whatever shall I wear?” 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


VY the way, all my friends and relations keep 
asking me why Miss Jay, as the Eton Boy in 
Mr. Buchanan’s Lady Clare, doesn’t wear the 
costume as sketched in the margin. What I 
keep replying is that I don’t know, and it’s a 
ool that I can’t improve upon, 









li, Mr, Frederick Eastwood has been guilty of 
‘| a wonderful concoction in Zhe Decoy, ‘‘an 
|. Original Comedy-Drama in three acts” (‘‘ ori- 
| ginal” generally poses with a big ‘‘O” on 

these occasions !), which was produced at Miss 
Wallis’s final matinée at the Gaiety last month. 
It has few real claims to originality, not even 
in the calling of it original. ‘* What is good in 
it is not original, and what is original is not 
good”; the dialogue is commonplace, the cha- 
racterization conventional, and the construc- 
tion wild, The first act is remarkable as 
a strong reminder of 7he Money Spinner, and the second and third as 
strong reminders of No Znoroughfare; while the second act is addi- 
tionally remarkable for a long lecture on the domestic virtues, delivered 
by a young lady behind a screen in the public room of an Alpine inn, 
for the private benefit of another young lady, a total stranger to her, who, 
so far from resenting the liberty on the occasion I saw her, was so ab- 
sorbed and interested that she sat with her back pretty close to a goodly 
winter fire, without the slightest apparent discomfort. 


Tue Grose.—As sue 
SHOULD BE. 


The acting of the piece was very much beyond its merits, I am not 
oing to say that Miss Wallis invested the character of Madeline Ash- 
ord with reality, as I am scarcely prepared to credit her with super- 

humanity; but she 
acted with untiring 
devotion, and it was 
not the fault of her 
grasp, but of the ma- 
terial, that it crum- 
bled into ashes in her 
hands. Mr. Beer- 
bohm-Tree, a power- 
fuland consistent cha- 
racter actor, brought 
those qualities to 
bear upon the part of 
a scheming Russian 
card sharper with 
very complete suc- 
cess. Mr. Joseph 
Carne was a rather 
cold but otherwise Tue Gatety.—Tue Hooxep FisH—PLAvING HIM. 
inoffensive hero; and 

Mr. Julian Cross as Captain Ashford, another card sharper, who has 
won the Victoria Cross somewhen in his early career (our sketch gives a 
hint as to his probable method of doing so), worked with praiseworthy 
sincerity and success ; even the incidental part of the innkeeper was in- 
vested with interest by Mr. Herbert Akhurst’s clever characterization. 





Attendance at the first night of one of Mr. Sims’ plays is a curious 
and (therefore, I suppose) instructive experience. The gentleman has a 
strong following of ardent, almost frantic, admirers, who congregate on 
these occasions in pit and gallery (and possibly in the other less articu- 

late parts of 

the house), 

and boil over 

r-———— with enthu- 
/y> Silastic ap- 

ar. plause at the 
| ' mildest bit of 
humour or 

{| 7 cleverness, 
| \. takeable Joe 


oe gS and even at 
ap in the unmis- 
i . Miller which 


f 
, be Mr. Sims in- 
dulges in oc- 
casionally. 


It is not often 
Tue Gainty.—MADELINE WITH WHAT DOESN'T CONCERN HER, that such 

| iat wild popu- 
larity takes a just direction ; but as Mr. Sims has very much more than 












t, and bears his extraordinary success modestly enough, | 


there is nothing to quarrel with; but it isa curious study, nevertheless, 
and not unamusing, There is something quite touching in the devotion 
which receives the ‘‘I am a nobleman—one of Nature's,” from Caste, 
with exuberant roars of laughter, and which can scarcely resist prema- 
turely calling for the author when our old friend the Paddy S is in- 
troduced as proving a Persian gentleman’s Irish descent. 


The Merry Duchess 


A 
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—this author's new piece at the Royalty, for which 
et an Th Mr. Clay has com. 
> a ANY ‘(| posed the music—is 
>) i) iio { \ merry enough in all 
Ate MATA 21 conscience; the sub- 
1. ject is ‘‘ horsey,” and 
A the author (as he 
fc» might say himself) 
exhibits a good deal 
of horse-shoe-rance 
in satirizing people 
and things all round, 
But lest my previous 
remarks should have 
conveyed a false im- 
pression, I may say 
that for one borrowed 
> witticism that ap- 
Tue Gairty.—CapTain AsHFoRD’Ss PROBABLE METHOD Pears, Mr. Sims 
or ‘* WINNING” THE VicToRIA CRoss. brings at least a score 
of highly amusing 
original ones to bear it company. The first act leaves too much the 
feeling of a completed story, and the piece, as a whole, wants cutting ; 
but its future is very clearly assured, and it must be pronounced a 
marked success. 




















Mr. Clay has done his part of the work excellently, ‘*The Bird ina 
Cage” song is sure of popularity; ‘‘Room for the Duchess’ and 
‘* Love’s Memories” are comical in idea and taking in tune ; the ‘* Vocal 
Waltz” in the last act is another melodious number, and the ‘‘ Spanish 
Love Song” is exceedingly clever and characteristic. 


Miss Kate Santley makes a lively and attractive Rowena, and Miss 
Kate Munroe a handsome and effective Duchess. Mr. H. Ashley is ex- 
tremely comical as the impecunious Brabazon of ‘‘ nobbling’”’ tendencies ; 
Mr. W. Gregory displays sterling qualities both as an actor and a singer ; 
and Mr. H. Hallam, who made a favourable impression some time ago in 
the unfortunate J/c/ita at the now defunct Novelty Theatre, was soon on 
good terms with his audience: he has a pretty voice and sings well, but 
with too great a tendency to over-exert it. The theatre in its new form 
is very handsome and comfortable, with a pervading air of coziness, with 
bg Mr, Henry Emden’s striking and original curtain has not a little 
0 do, 


Little Miss Tiny White (in whom playgoers with faithful memories 
will recognize the intelligent Eva of Uncle Tom's Cabin, as presented at 
the Imperial some few years ago) has two claims upon public attention 
—she has been kissed by an Empress, and she can sing, play the piano, 
and recite matters both grave and gay. From which of these stand- 


points she is to be most admired is a matter for private decision, but it 
becomes my 


duty to ex- 
press an opi- 
nion upon 
an entertain- 
ment re- 
cently given 
by her at 
the Manor 
Rooms, 
Ilackney, 
and in doing 
so I shall 
endeavour 
** nothing to 
ex- Tiny- 
White, and Tur Gamry.—‘A Penny PLain, AND TwoprgNcr COLOURED.” 
nought set 

down in malice.” The little lady certainly differs from the ordinary run 
of ‘Infant Phenomena ;” she seemed quite ‘‘to the Manor born,” and 
not all Hackneyed in style ; facial expression (which cannot be wholly 
taught, because to be worth anything it must spring from feeling) she bas 
in a high and surprising degree for such a child, and she modulates and 
commands her voice with skill. Her sense of humour was very effec- 
he displayed in The Fackdaw of Rheims, and in the Helen and 


a 


~ an r _ J 4 2 - : 
$ scene tr Lhe Hunchback. NESTOR. 
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Conversion. 
(FROM A CONVERTED RENTIER.) 


Je cannot zing ze Marseillaise, 
Nor tra-la-la! an atom; 

And, as your ancient modiesse says, 
As for ze cancans, drat ’em ! 

Qu'impor te for moi that faith is dead, 
And the ég/ée Paul Bert-ed ? 

C'est cette chose hits me on ze head— 
My Xen’es have been converted 





Let pass milords’ fer fides descents 
On Egypt, Madagascar ; 

But oh! my own lost five per cents., 
Sur them let’s weep, alas! cas 

I’ve lost religion, genius, life, 
Sans being disconcerted ; 

They may convert madame my wife, 
But leave Rentes unconverted. 


I'll leave poor Congo to its fate, 
And Tunis to the nigger, 

The Senate may be swallowed nai, 
And Germany grow bigger ; 

On dit that the three monarchies 
A base plot have concerted ; 

But quel est that to one who sees 
His sacred A’entes converted ? 


I cannot woo my opal Muse, 
C'est fabsinthe, all men know it; 
Even my café I refuse, 
Though café primes the poet. 
But patriotism ’s not worth a franc, 
Gold’s not a thing that’s dirtied 
Je mettrai dans une English bank 
Les Rentes gui sont converted. 











Solus! 
































WHEN a customer returns a pair of boots to the maker 
merely because the heels are too high, can that be said to be 
the ‘‘sole” reason of the return? 





_ 4A Con, FOR CONSERVATIVES.—Can an M.P, ‘‘swear” | 
in ‘‘affirm” tone of voice? | 


FORETHOUGHT. 


Uncle. —*' NOW, WHAT WOULD YOU SAY IF I GAVE YOU A SHILLING 
APIECE?” 
a | Master Fack.—‘‘1’D RATHER YOU GAVE MINE TO Sis, UNCLE, AND 
TOLD HER TO BUY ME A SHILLING CANNON, AS PA SAID THE FIRST 
MONEY / GOT SHOULD GO FOR THAT WINDOW I BROKE!” 





aa 





THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Jeudi, ze 19 day of Aprils, ze noble Lords vere till aftare tea-time 
making ze Medical Boards. I suppose zat refer to ze esplints; mats yuel 
travail for ze noble Lords! 
Mr. Buxton ask ze Secretary under Foreign Affairs all about ze rum 
trade in Madagascar. Zvidem- 
ment, zat trade is ver rum. Ze 
lord who have fits at ze begin- 
ning of his name, vich is Maurice, 
reply ze Hova Government are 
looking Hova—zat is, over—ze 
matter. Sir George Campbell 
vant to know if ze Governor of 
Oveensland have annex ze New 
Guinea, Ji semble que out, ze 
Guinea zen is not vors much, for 
it is undare ze Sovereign of 
England—encore, it is under ze 
British Crown. Malgré ze storm 
in ze qveer cup of teas farm ze 
Radicals, Milors Alcester and 
48. Volseley get zeir deserts. (Zx 
passant, zey gave Arabi ze grape 
for his.) ; 
_On Friday ze Earl vich get Onslow in vain desire to read two times 
his Play Bill—zat is, ze Bill to allow ze play in private houses our /a 
charité, Milor Milltown ventilate public indignation at ze vay ze rail- 
vays vill ventilate zeir smokes on ze Embankment. I alvays have sink 
it vas your Sexton who toll ze knell; mais, Mr. Trevelyan he told ze 
Sexton and aussi ze nell—zat is, Mr. Parnell—that it vas not permit 
to collect house to house for ze defence of ze Galvay prisoners. Mr. G. 
‘\ussell vant ze volunteers to have ze medal for twenty-one year of 
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service. Ze Marqvis of Hartington say he have star for cach five year, 
and he vill not medal vit ze system. Mr. Stansfeld vant to upset ze 
seedy Act; his motion is carry. Zare is great row who is to be tellare, 
everybody put on his hat, sit down, and talk to ze Espeakare. 

Monday. —Ze Lords discuss Irish Distress. Milor Dunraven suggest 
emigration. on dessein, milor, but I cannot help but to sink vit ze dun 
raven of ze merle blanc, ze vite blackbird, 

In ze Commons ze qvestion of anozzare common is touch, Sir Bacon 
—pardon, Sir Hogg—say ze Board of Vorks, est ce gue c'est ze Vorkhouse 
Board ? vill not allow ze public meetings on ze Rye of Peckhams, I say 
‘Good job tvice,” and tell ze House ven von, two, tree people spik 
altogezzare at the same vonce, ze Rye—it is all awry, ma foi /—it is ze 
Rye-ot. Znfin, General Attorney rise to read ze two time ze Affirmation 
Bill, to commence round ze von of ze big battle. It is not Juggins, ze 
Sir James; but I sall not call him vat you say up to Dick, for Dick, zat 
is Sir Richard Cross, is ver soonup to him, Zare is great cheer ven Sir 
Cross resume his seat aftare zat he have sat on Sir Henry. Zare are 
lots more of speakers, vraiment, vey come as i say like Torrens. Ze 
debate adjourn itself at von of ze clock, ven all ze public house are shut. 
I sink of Mr. Bradlaugh and I—affirm, 

On Tuesday Milor Camperdown tell ze Lords he sink ze Zulus have 
hard cheese of ze Dutch kind from ze Boers, and sink ve should tell zem 
to cheese it. Milor Derby say ze Dutchmans are @ present not so much 
cheeky, and zat Sir Hercules Robinson, who have charge of ze affairs, 
vill soon be ici, It is indeed ze labour for Hercules to sveep zis time 
ze African stable of discord. 

In re Commons zare is lots of talk about ze blow-holes on ze Embank- 
ment. Sir Anderson sink zem ornamental ; feut-étre he would like ze 
banks of ze Thames like ze bank of ze Clyde. Ze House say ze holes 
sall not blow—it vill see zem blowed first. . 

On Thursday ve have round two of ze Affirmation fite. ZeG. O. M. hitout 
grandly ; ozzares hit back feeble; and Randy took up ze gloves for Monday. 
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WATERING HIS PLANTS. 
(See Cartoon.) 


I’ was a tender little plant 
That sprouted in a flower-pot, 
And round its roots the worm and ant 
A playing-ground had got. 


And still it grew, though slugs and snails 
Upon its stem thought fit to climb, 
Whose creepy progress seldom fails 
To leave a track of slime. 


And thither caterpillars met 
To crawl and batten on its leaves, 
Which oft were tangled in a net 
Such as the spider weaves. 


But then the gardener was near 
To tend and water it each day 
And prune its straggling twigs, and clear 
The harmful things away. 


He did his best, as all could tell, 
To save his tender plants from blight; 
And if it should not blossom well, | 
’'T would be in his despite. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. | AN EXCEPTION TO THE RULE. 
inden 46 dae tein | _ THE worst of the matter was that poor RIGHT was so fast asleep all 
C OF THE MOMENT, the time! It was so stupid of Right—everybody agreed that it was; 
New Serigs. No. 44.—A Sonc or Grumaes, but there, it was always her way! She never seemed to know anything 
AIR—/) 66 7), » Duc about what was going on, while that bad creature WRONG was a/ways 
rom he Merry Duchess, on the alert. That was why he invariably won every trick. 
BEHOLD, again the weekly task ! The present case was obviously no exception to the usual state of 
Though none if we are willing ask, things. Wrong was on the alert as usual, and exerting himself to the 
We set events up in a row, utmost in every way : he was as confident as ever that his schemes would 
And take them at a gallop—so— succeed ; but still he left nothing to chance, and did not spare himself a 
Houp-la! over! 


single effort. 
We start, then, by reminding some 
That, though it’s chill, May Day has come; 
Lord Wolseley’s and Lord Alcester’s grant 
There ’s some would try to stop, but can’t. 
| Houp-la! over! 
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Those ‘‘ blow-holes ” which loomed 
On the District are doomed, 

| And the Railway most properly loses. 

| We may have to pay 

| For obtaining our way, 

| 3ut the Briton will pay if he chooses! 


_CHORUS—We may have to pay for obtaining our way, c, 


They ve just unveiled and fair revealed 
The statue of Lord Beaconsfield ; 
May meetings, too, are all the go, 
Though soon they will be, as you know, 
Houp-la! over! 
The Russian prisoners have got 
It, what may be described as, ‘‘hot ;” 
Those ‘‘ Envoys” speak in Hamburg (see ?) | 
| Wath es 2 ra gion | Are all our brothers present?” whispered Wrong. ‘‘ Bloodthirsti- 
oup-la! over | ness !”—¥‘‘ Here!” growled a crimson gnome, licking his lips. —‘* Reck- 
lessness !’’—‘‘ Here!” shouted a wild figure, with the hair and eyes of 
| a maniac.—‘‘ Hate!”—‘“* Here!” hissed a hideously distorted demon, 
grinding his teeth.—‘‘ Cunning !”—‘‘ Here!” chuckled a very knowing 
mannikin, who was always pretending to be asleep. WRONG patted 
him lovingly, for he was his right-hand man, and Wrong never moved 
without him. Now, the great mistake that poor innocent Aie/t had 
always made—everybody said so—was the being without some such 
right-hand man herself; but she—as everybody said—was too good and 
innocent and unsuspecting to have anything to do with cunning and 
wiles and deep plans. But there, poor thing, she could not be persuaded 
to wake up—everybody said so repeatedly. 

‘“Now,’’ said Wrong, ‘‘ we must be very secret and sly———’’—“' Ay, 
ay, sir!” chuckled Cunning.—‘‘ And keep our guiding star, Revenge, 
incessantly in view.” —‘‘Good—it shall bedone!”’ hissed Hate.—‘‘ And 
when all is ready we must be as devil-may-care and unsparing as——” 
—‘* We will see to that,” said Kecklessness and Bloodthirstiness, 

And then, in spite of their aims, it was really admirable to see the 
organized way in which WRONG and his retainers set to work in Amefica, 
the country of their adoption. Such marvellous energy—such appli- 
cation—such cleaving to purpose—such clearheadedness—such disci- 
pline—such ingenuity—above all, such secresy! Nota hint leaked out 
of what was going on. Night and day the gang worked steadily at 
; ingenious infernal machines, destined to make it hot presently for poor 

And thus do we string _ | innocent Right. 
| All that ’s passing, and sing And meanwhile poor innocent Right was so inactive that she really 
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, 

| To our lady (which sometimes amuses) ; | seemed to be fast asleep. Everybody said what a pity it was that the 
| We're dound to display dear creature, with all her goodness, had not just a little bit of ordinary 
| All our talents that way, | sharpness to enable her to protect herself against the machinations of 


ut our lady can do as she chooses. her sharp-witted enemies, It is true that she would sometimes ask, in 


CHORUS—We'’re dound to display all our talents} that way, Xc., a drowsy, stupid sort of way, whatever that dreadful person over the 


But, to resume, the poet sees | water could be doing so secretly and industriously ; but as to her having 
’ ™ ’ { 


A strike of bakers (Viennese) ; 
Some more of crosses and of bawls 


any notion of a plot against herself—oh, dear, no! Teople said it was 
always the way with poor Right, and she was certain to be worsted, 
poor thing !—that is what all intelligent people said. 





Our task is done, we breathe again. 


Houp-la! over! Kight into elementary atoms. 


| Everything was ready—the unremitting efforts of many years devoted 

| to the great scheme of revenge were about to reap their reward—the 

| train was laid—the infernal machines were in position, and in one more 
instant poor simple Kight 
Well, poor simple Right did not wait for the one more instant, but 

quietly opened her eyes, stretched out her little finger, and smashed the 

cunning Wrong, infernal machines and all, like a fly on a window-pane, 
‘Poor dear!” said everybody. ‘‘ Who'd ha’ thought it?” 


In our Cathedral of St. Paul’s. | : ; 
Houp-la ! over! | At length Wrong’s preparations were complete, and he brought down 
Louise escaped the fire’s attack, | his infernal machines to the shore of the land of his adoption and em- 
And Mrs. Langtry ’s coming back; | barked for I.ngland. There he quietly disembarked and, wholly un- 
And so at last we hope it’s plain | observed (as people sadly remarked) by poor dear Kight, spread out his 
| ranks and silently prepared for his grand stroke—blowing poor dear 

| 


sut the writer, you ’ll say, 
Needn’t grumble this way, 
For the reader his comfort too loses ;— | 
But the writer »ust write 
(’T isn’t ‘‘ will he?” or ‘‘ might?”), 
While the reader can do as he chooses. [&ce. 
—But the writer must write (‘tisn’t ‘‘will he?” or ‘‘might?”), 
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WELL CARRIED OUT. 


zeal for his cause, made a sham attempt to blow up his own c/Afeaw in order to throw 
discredit upon the Republicans, and with having forged anonymous threatening 
letters to himself, has a for trial before the local ctional Police. Evidence 


i marks of the explosion on the window-sill ot his bed-room 
could ot Se td ahenbie any projectile from without ; and the footprint 
of the alleged malefactor, was found to fit exactly his own shoe. Two experts in 
handwriting swore that the anonymous letters were written by himself. A stronger 
circumstance was that the letters were written on a special kind of paper not now to 
be had, of which a relation of his laid in a stock years ago, and that it bore her 
initials. Moreover, it bore traces of a perfume fouad in his table. Judgment was 
reserved.— Newspaper. 

Mr. Fun (ofter reading the above) to his Office Boy :— 
A mosT effective plan to 
throw 
Suspicion on a deadly 
! 


The notion’s absolutely 
great ; 

We'll practise it on all 
we hate. 


A Tory - disapproving 
print 

Can mot do less than use 
the hint 


mendous thud, 
Conservatism, root and 
bud ! 





I'll tell you how we will 
employ 

This splendid plan, good Office Boy : 

We'll prove they tried, those Tory chaps, 

To blow our office into scraps, 


We'll prove Sir Stafford Northcote came, 
In grim pursuance of his game, 

In person, and at dead of night, 

To detonate the dynamite! 


Now go and fetch me—let me think— 
Some empty cans for printers’ ink 
From out the cellar dark and damp, 
And stamp them with the office stamp. 


Now place them ina spot where no 
Outsider possibly could go— 

A very cunning plan—and—stop ! 
Just place our card upon the top. 


Now, in the mud there must appear 
Sir Stafford’s footprints drawing near— 
These prints cull not be better done 
Than by the shoes of Mr. Fun; 


Those shoes are pointed, and, as well, 
There hangs to each a little bell; 
The shrewd observer thus will guess 
They are the footprints of Sir S. 


It might disperse remaining doubt 
To drop a bell or two about, 

And much discussion it may save 
To leave our snuff-box on the pave. 


And all with minds from vice exempt 
Will blame Sir Stafford’s base attempt ; 
While staunch Conservatives will pause, 
And then abjure the Tory cause ! 








“Ars Longa” again, etc. 


CONFUCIUS, after dinner, once warbled forth a wheeze about silence 
being necessary to the wise man. So it is sometimes! Gentle calm 
might amble over the brow of Ruskin, if, by want of space, he was com- 
pelled by an irate editor to hold over a massive notice of the Institute 
of Water-Colours (an excellent show), Messrs. Dowdeswell’s Exhibition, 
Messrs. Vokins’ Collection of Water-Colours, and the Fine Art Society’s 
War Pictures, Go, see, and enjoy them all, tender readers ; we shall 
not be able to crush anybody or anything till next week. 





forms for Kharkee. 





A Legitimist gentleman, M. De la Roche St. André, accused of having, out of 


To crush, with one tre- | 








A De-Grey-DING Step.—Changiny the scarlet of our soldiers’ uni- | 


KNICKNAOKS. 


Dear old Primrose Hill (supposed by the lower class Londoners, 
before the palmy days 
of School Boards, to be 
the highest mountain in 
the known world) has 
broken out (not in a 
volcanic way, —don’t be 
alarmed!) in smal] 
straight wiry trees, 
After fifty years these 
saplings may add to the 
beauty of this pastoral 
mound ; but at present 
from certain aspects 
Primrose Hill strangely 
resembles the bald head 
of an old gentleman 
after the wise use of 





Ross’s hair restorer for about three or four days. 


THANKS to Sir Robert Carden, Mr. Edward M ‘Carthy will not call 
out false news in the City for a few weeks. In the ordinary course of 
newspaper business we have enough mendacious reports foisted on us 
without such scamps as Edward exercising their lively imaginations, 


THE stolid Englishman is evidently a creature of the past. At one 
period the flippant Frenchman was scoffed 
at by us for his vanity and inordinate love 
of medals and decorations; but now we 
believe they order these matters better in 
France, and so follow the hysterical French- 
man’s example. A proposal to give volun- 
teers a medal for long service has certainly 
received a check from the Marquis of 
Hartington, but of course only a temporary 
repulse. We may shortly expect to see not 
only our volunteers but our police covered 
over with decorations. An Order of the 
wa Frog” might be instituted for 
them, 


By the way, now that the police have 
become such pets, a very serious matter 
occurs to us. We find that by law ‘a 
master is liable for the consequences of any 
wrongful act done by his servant in the course 
of service ; even if he did not know of his servant’s wrongful act, or even 
if he disapproved of it or forbade it.” rg, if cook, in the fondness of 
a woman’s heart, makes the rabbit pie-crust too rich for her Robert, and 
the officer is laid up in consequence with a severe biliary affection, we 
presume the incensed Commissioners of Police can obtain for the loss 
of their constable’s services substantial damages from faterfamilias. 





A CONTEMPORARY suggests that Mr. James Carey should be appointed 
Irish hangman, Why bring degradation upon a comparatively honour- 
able calling? James says he only took part in nineteen attempts on Mr. 
Forster—only nineteen ! 


Now that the nitro-glycerine scare is in full swing, the police have 
some curious experiences. A well- 
known inspector stopped a man the 
other morning at about 1.30, who 
had supped too well, and carried a 
large tin box. On its being opened, 
the contents proved to be hardbake 
and bull’s-eyes. Then the inspector 
and the confectioner’s traveller sat 
down on a doorstep and sucked 
sweeties till the grey dawn. 


Mr. W. S. Caine, M.P., @ 
teetotaler, has been caught coming 
out of a public house. He saw a 
notice in the window, ‘‘ The beer 
sold here is liquid bread,’ so 
couldn’t resist the temptation of 
finding out what that bread was 
like. His report is not favourable. 
He speaks of the publican’s staff of | 
ule crwstily, and insinuates there is too much ro// in it ) 
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A May Mixture, 


Ou, shout ‘‘ hooray!” for here comes May, 
The month of many pleasures; 

Let ’s gaily greet this month so sweet, 
Who scatters floral treasures. 

Yea, let us cheer the little dear 
Who owns such magic powers: 

Then ‘‘ Hail! Hooray!” (I vote we say) 
‘OQ merry month of flowers!” 


The birds are now on ev'ry bough, 
All warbling many a carol; 
With many a shout the ‘‘ sweeps” come out 
In soot-able apparel, 
And, now ’tis May, the famed R.A, 
May be (for cash) inspected ; 
That show so bright will give delight 
To all—but the “‘ Rejected.” 


To haunt the ‘‘ Row” is comme il faut, 
Now swells are townwards flocking ; 

The opera, too, one now must ‘‘ do ”— 
To shun it would be shocking. 

Moreover, some—now May has come— 
Revive the joys of coaching ; 

Note also, please, Sport’s devotees, 
That Derby Day ’s approaching. 





| 


| 
: 


| 


WT 


And May, methinks, will bring high jinks i 
And revels worth remarking— | 
Gay Whitsuntide (when Fun takes pride 
In assmanship—and larking). 
And there’s in May another day 
That is to FON a mirth-day 
(For loyal he will ever be), 
He means our Sovereign’s birthday, 


Then let ’s disport in merry sort 
In spite of troublous matters ; 

The heart should be, like Earth, all glee, 
Now May her flow’r-gems scatters. 


HD vyyerq ua HAM! 
i Anil 
| periiia 


i Ni 
| Hi!) i! ii 





Care oft appears, like April’s tears, 
To damp our noblest powers ; 

But joy some day will come, like May, 
And bring her choicest flowers ! 








NoT PLEASING FOR PoPILs.—The commencement of the 
‘* coaching ’’ season. 








Elderly Super.—* AIN'T GOT NO ROAD-SCRAPIN’ WORK TO DO? WALL, 
PERHAPS I CAN GET YER A TURN AT OUR SHOW. Now, AS THE HARIs- 
TOCRATIC AMATOORS IS REG’LAR '‘AVIN’ IT ALL THEIR OWN WAY— 
A-TAKIN’ THE BREAD OUT OF ‘ Pro.s’’ MOUTHS—I DON’T SEZ WHY THE 
Lower CLASSES SHOULDN'T BE REPRESENTED ON THE BOARDS MORE 
FREQUENT.” 


THE AMATEURS. 








OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AT THE CHESS TOURNAMENT. 


IF you wish to back me for the Maharajah of Vizayanagaram’s Cup, 
Sir, you had better drop in at the Criterion any day between noon and 
midnight and ask for the Victoria Hall. There you will find me 
(strangers know me by the sprig of ‘‘chess-a-men’’ in my buttonhole 
and my check(mate) tourist suit) possibly engaged in a fierce struggle 
at one of the tables, or sitting moodily apart and calling recklessly for 
‘*brandy chess-pawnee” as I try to think out that new gambit which 
is to make my name famous in the chess world, 

Since the tournament opened last Thursday, at the hour of 12 a.m., 
I have been as persistently on the spot as though it were a billiard 
match I am assisting at. The opening ceremony was studiously simple. 
As it was a tournament, the secretary, Mr. J. J. Minchin—and all of us 
chess men, I may say, are always proud to ‘‘ Minchin” him |—began by 
putting his pen in rest and entering the lists.* 

There ought to have been a fanfare at this point, but, as a matter of 
fact, Mr. Steinitz obliged on his own trumpet, after which our President 
said a few words :— 

‘‘Fellow-chessmen,” he began, ‘‘I need not ask you to let this 
tournament be on the square. Let their be no display of poonen. 
Should your rivals show any temper, your course is clear—check them. 
Remember, too, that any positions of special interest should be duly re- 
corded, Let each player keep his pencil ready, and when he sees a 
game worthy of preservation, let him ‘draw’ it. Above all, let brotherly 
love continue, and even in the hour of your triumph do not forget to address 
your defeated comrade with the reassuring monosyllable, ‘ mate !’” 
Then we drew our swords—I mean cur partners—and the tournament 
began in earnest, The first sensation was caused by the champion of 











* It would sound very prosaic and un-tournamenty to explain that the lists in question 
e eof the play members. and that he entered them ig his minute-book— | 
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France, M. Rosenthal. Mr. Blackburne, our champion, had opened 
with a brilliant gamit, on which the excitable Gaul, exclaiming, ** Vive 
la République!" responded with a Gaméitia, 

This put me on my mettle, and I soon attracted the eyes of all pre- 
sent to where I was sitting, by warmly demanding what Herr Zukertort 
meant by talking to me, as a member of the Anglican communion, of my 
‘* bishop’s spawn.’’ The Herr said nothing for a few moves, and then 
exclaimed, significantly looking me full in the face, ‘‘ Mate!” 

‘*Captain, if you please, Herr Zukertort,” I responded, indignantly 
producing my commission in the North-West Finchley Volunteers; but 
the Herr had already disappeared, 

On Friday, Sir, I was in great form. Observing Mr, Blackburne 
whistling cheerily over a defeated foe, I remarked, ‘‘I suppose you 
whistle, Mr. Blackburne, to suggest a bosun’s mate?” 

I was making other quips equally brilliant when I was called on, by a 
vote of thirty-one to five, to withdraw. Ob, Envy! Envy! what a 
green-eyed monster thou art ! 

By the way, Sir, if you can look in on Wednesday you will probably 
see me play the Russian champion. 

[We are rather inclined to fear that if we took our Extra-S at his 
word, we should be more likely to see him play the fool,—Ep, Fun.] 








One James Stilling, a shoeblack, was recently charged with being 
disorderly and creating a disturbance, From the nature of his calli 
we would have expected James to show more “‘ polish.” He was, how- 
ever, fined two pounds or a month, which was a very good way of 
Stilling him, 





Tue “ Return Post-Card” scheme is said to be a failure. It did not 
bring ‘‘ returns” to the revenue. 
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Our hero (Fun’s last number see) 
Imagined that he now was free ; 


When lo! there came a quadruped 
On whom our sportsman looked with dread. 


GF Ry 
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Again the dark abyss they neared ; 
And nervous then our friend appeared, 
** It grieves me thus to part,” said he ; 
‘* But I am getting up a tree.” 





TROPICAL TRAGEDY.—No. 2. 





‘‘ Aha!” he thought, ‘‘I must,’’t is clear, 
Attack the demon in the rear.” 

But that carnivorous party railed, 
Objecting thus to be en-tailed. 


He then remembered (with a “‘ swear ™) 
That he'd appointments otherwhere ; 
But that queer quadruped said ‘‘ nay,” 
And fondly pressed our friend to stay. 





For when the sun looked o’er the plains, 
It saw some pieces, or remains— 

Two tails, two horns, were on the spot, 
But our poor sporting friend was of. 


Down fell the tiger, with dismay, 
And met the buffaloat bay ; 

And their encounter, as you'll find, 
Was rather of a piece-ful kind ; 








Mr. Henry STANLEY, at the head of Ais expedition, will meet 
M. de Brazza at the head of Ais in the wilds of Congo. 


A Trio. 


be expected to run somewhat as follows :— 


STANLEY, 


De BRAZZ<A., 


I don’t quite know by whom I'm sent, 


Nor whom I really represent. 

Is it the Belgian lion, or 

The eagle of Columbia's shore ? 
Perhaps this is it after all— 

A Yankee’s spite against the Gaul 
Or even (to be frank) a Yank’'s 
Desire to shovel in the francs. 


At least we will distribute flags ; 
America or Belgium ma 
Go in for cotton and railway ; 


This is my French and novel tack, 


With tricolors to catch the black, 
And psing his red hue, 
Make the American look blue. 


Though as to colonies France lags, 


CONGO, wildly, Now, come, I say, I didn’t ask 

For foreign flag or whisky-flask ; 

I find that I am at my best 

When sober, savage, and undressed. 
It’s awful taste, but bad taste’s not 
Confined to this barbarian spot ; 

And can we long for progress that ’s 
To us tight trousers, stocks, and spats? 


The result may 








| FUN’S FUNNY BOOKS. 


z FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each ; post-free, 18. 2d. 
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FUN’S GOMIGAL GREATURES,—comic ricruRES ON EVERY PAGE. 


; ; : i f very 
**In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than Six SCOFE O ; 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—/Vechly Dispatch. 


FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Doncaster Gazette, 


J P TRES ON EVERY PAGE. : 
FUN ON THE SANDS,—comnc ricTUR es 


—COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
THE ESSENCE OF FUN. * Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes.”—Spo7ts™4%, 


PPP LOL ee ee ee 


FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, F.C. 














SPECIAL NOTICE.—/mportans 
Reduction in the price of Tonga. The is 
inal 4/6 size is now reduced to 2'9, eB 
- larger sizes are put up at 4/6 and 11,- 
he great reputation gained by Tonga 
FOR during the last two years sufficiently testi- t OU se 


Hes to its intrinsic value, and is fully re- 


[t 1c always safe 


Cadbury s 














cognized by the medical profession, as | & > ; 
evidenced by the habitual way in which 
N EU RALGIA. tt is prescribed by leading men -~ 
pe hee at PRY le them, both at rere and alread §=The | CAUTION. —If 
ee GE 4 Cocoa thickens in the 
tinent aly * t the VUeds “ Presi ana rrudar peak cup, it proves the ad- 
we have Qreactinaé & on sane be U & dition of Starch. . 
e Sok ce i Manufa e iT] 
: jini | ri PURE!!! SOLUBLE!!! REFRESHING!!! 
London: Printed by Dalziel Brothers, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published (for the Proprietors) by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.C 
ednesday, May end, 1883 
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A ‘*FARE” QUESTION AND A “FARE” ANSWER. 


Indignant Cabby (who has got his dare fare).—"“*’OW AM I TO K&EP A WIFE AND FAMILY ON PAY LIKE THIS?" 
Bland Fare.—‘*My¥ GOOD MAN, THE SUBJECT OF IMPROVIDENT MARRIAGES IS ONE WHICH HAS PUZZLED NOT YOU NOR ME 
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[Axit Cabby, using blessings. 








THH INSTITUTE OF PAINTERS IN WATER. 
COLOURS. 


EvVeRYPBODY is inquiring of those who ought to know, Why did not 
the Royal Society of Painters in Water-Colours amalgamate with the 
Institute when they were invited to do so? But those who ought to 
know become either singularly reticent or vary very much in their state- 
ments when asked questions on this subject. By gathering some vague 
answers together, we almost are inclined to fancy that the Royalists, 
looking upon the Institute as a badly manufactured mass of moral dyna- 
mite, feared amalgamation lest the mental vitriol contained in some of 
their own members might get loose, fire the Institute dynamite, and so 
cause an explosion disastrous to all concerned. 


Royal Society, and the Gallery (if so insignificant a term as Gallery 
should be applied to the splendid edifice they have erected in Piccadilly) 
must prove an eyesore to certain irreconcilable Royalists. 

If the building is grand both inside and out, the Institute Committees 
have taken care that its art contents at the maiden exhibition are worthy 
of it. England has always been famed for her water-colour art, and 
this show demonstrates her rightful claim to such distinction. 

We regret that Herkomer does not exhibit ; but Charles Green, ever- 
green and industrious, contributes two drawings ; his brother, Townley, 
shows four refined works, in one case, perhaps, too refined. We can 
hardly believe Townley’s innocent-looking young gipsy girl would par- 
take of the stolen property that is in her hand. C. Green’s pretty girls 


sorrow that we did not live in the period when such charming damsels 
paring to go on Parade,” is one of the most highly-finished works in 


production, sternly worked from corner to corner. A clerical party of 








| the good old days is giving a bit of his mind, or the mind of the Church, 


to some ducal person anent his (the ducal’s) festive habits, A lady pre- 


, - 4 - > Fane 
ars to be considerably more upset in her mind than the ducal 








<VIL.—NO. 939. 


The Council of the Institute, however, have managed without the | 





in ‘‘ Oranges, Apples, Bill o’ the Play?” inspire us with a feeling of | 
sold those necessaries. This artist’s drawing, “ Gabriel Varden Pre- | 


the gallery. J. D. Linton’s work, ‘‘The Admonition,’”’ is a scholarly | 


gentleman, who endeavours to bear the reproof likea man. A ‘‘ Min- 
strel Boy” (who has not gone to the wars) seems rather uncertain what 
he ought to clo, whether to weep or to *‘ tinkle, tinkle, tum,” like Charles 
Godfrey of our period. ‘‘ The Wild Swans,” by John Scott, is a cre- 
ditable work of imagination, painted with a strong spice of nature, and 
sure to be popular. By the way, we are rather sorry that KR, Spencer 
Stanhope’s picture is ‘*‘ The Music of Bygone Days.” Why doesn’t he 
try to paint a ‘* Punch and Judy Show” honestly—modern music, you 
know? Wedon’t like to be hard, but is David Mossman to be con- 
gratulated on ‘‘ His Portrait’? We heard a nasty ill-tempered old man 
say, while looking at it, ‘‘I’d like to be rolling stones at that Moss- 
man.” Thinking he meant it, we fled. 

Alfred Parsons contributes some broad manly landscapes—one entitled 
** Washing Day,” a day avoided by males who don’t want to know any- 
thing about it. ‘*Cold Mutton Day” would have been a more myste- 
rious title, but not so mystic as the designation FE. J. Gregory has 
fitted to one of his pictures—viz., ‘‘Macfarlane’s Geese "—*‘ They a’e 
likit their play better than their vivers.”” The picture is a young girl 
paddling her own canoe in a charming river backwater. We believe she 
has just escaped from a lobster salad picnic, but are not quite certain on 
this point, as even with the aid of a we were unable to detect 
many remnants of the feast in the background. ‘* Boulter’s Lock,” 
‘The Sanctum Invaded,” as well as the ‘* Arrangement in Macfarlane,” 
are brilliant, luminous examples of this talented artist's work. ‘* Waiting,” 
by Josef Israels, we unhesitatingly affirm is bad, being simply a misty smear. 

We regret not having space to notice this Exhibition ina way to do it 
justice, but append a few names of artists represented, which speak for 
themselves—vix, E A. Abbey, Aumonier, E. A, Caldecott, G, Clausen, 
T. Collier, H, Dalziel, O. Dalziel, E. Fahey, M, Fisher, Claude Hayes, 
C. Holloway, G. Kilburne, Seymour Lucas, H{. Macallum, J. Mogford, 
J. Mole. J. Macbeth, L. Smythe, W. Wyllie, and Thurne Waite. We 
should mention that a portion of the Piccadilly gallery space is devoted 
to 4 large concert hall, which has been dubbed ‘* The Prince’s.” It is, 
will be, let for varied entertainments, lectures, &c. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


AST week I had a word or two to say 
about Tiny White; this is the tiny 
wight in the margin. 


**Maskelyne and Cooke’s” was so 
full when I looked in the other after- 
noon that I had some difficulty in find- 
ing a resting-place, which says more 
than volumes of criticism for the attrac- 
tion of the entertainment. Zoe’s won- 
derful feats still form the first part of 
the programme, the second being de- 
voted to an amusing ¢xfosé of the 
** Davenport ” or ‘‘ Cabinet ” trick (not 
that the cabinet is in the least /ikea 
Hmiew axp Mopvs—Haren ex. Gavenport), which proves to be, like 

HIBITS INTIMATE ACQUAINTANCE Many another thing, ‘‘ very easy when 

wiTH THE Modus operandi. you know the way.” One observation 

I must make, however: the Davenport 
srothers were tied by any member of the public who volunteered ; 
Messrs. Maskelyne and Cook tie themselves. Another observation I 
must make: Mr. 
Maskelyne does 
not attempt to 
make humorous 
capital, after the 
manner of the ordi- 
nary (and impu- 
dent) conjuror, out 
of the gentlemen 
who are induced to 
come from the au- 
dience to see ‘‘all 
fair.”’ The last 
part of the show, 








consisting of /rs. 

le ; . CAR e 
Daffydilly’s Light GRE x. aM, 
and Dark Séance, Tur Rova.ty.—Bounp To BRrRaBa7On-Ovuk AND. OBEY 


is very cleverly and a : 
amusingly acted, and full of thrilling incidents. The vapoury and dis- 
tant-voiced ghost is capitally managed, and there is something so novel 
and exciting in 























; —— Ves Tey A 4 | witnessing a per- 
N) A? ¢ j \ i co — | formance in total 
> \— Je ne ae =a} = darkness, that it 

| n ws) : ry | is no wonder that 


intensely comical 
skeleton loses his 
head. 


— 
£ 


‘*Paganini Re- 
divivus,’” who was 
A rediviving awhile 
4 ago, lime light, 
<t \) ‘*make-up,” me- 
dals, and all, at 
the Oxford, and 
who first appeared 
as a Paganini at 
the Polytechnic 
some years ago, is at present giving recitals at the Piccadilly Hall, which 
he modestly renames fro fe, the Salon Paganini. In spite of the affec- 
tation with 
which he 
surrounds 
himself (he 
is not jo the 
least /the Pa- 
ganini, by 
the way), and 
which _pro- 
bably serves 
its purpose, 
he is a deci- 
dedly good 
player, with 
a good deal 
of mastery 
over his in- 
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Mr. Clement O'Neill's Veva, which saw the light at a recent Strand 
matinée, is not likely to bring its author many ‘“‘ vivas,” I should say. 
Produced at a 
performance for 
the benefit of 
Miss Ada Swan- 
borough (an old 
and tried servant 
of the public), it 
had a quiet recep- 
tion which such a 
weakly conceived 
and acted work 
would be hardly 
likely to expe- 
rience under other 
circumstances, 
| Mr. Wood was 
Tug Royatty.—Down on THe Ducuess or Epsom the only member 

Downs, of the company 

whose efforts are 

wholly worthy commendation. Miss Swanborough, experienced and 
painstaking actress as she is, is quite unfitted for such parts as Veva, and 
the dulness of the piece seemed to have worked its way into Mr. Pen- 
nington’s spirits. Mr, Wilson Wheeler’s chuckling villain was not at 
all respect-inspiring, and although Miss Ada Lee looked very nice flitting 
about in a costume of green and gold and russet tights, it was not al- 
ways obvious what she was wanted for at all, and her talent was S-Ada 
Lee wasted. ——-- 

Last week I told you all about the Ierry Duchess at the Royalty : 
this week my ‘‘ young man” gives a few sketches. 


Youth has been revived at Drury Lane with so many important altera- 
tions and additions, and with so much spirit and completeness, that it 
possesses all the interest of a new pro- 
duction. The play, as a play, is one of 
a class I hold in enmity—a mere collec- 
tion of well-worn incidents and ‘‘ safe” 
situations of, in an artistic sense, a rather 
coarse type;—and yet there are two 
points in the piece where a strong and 
legitimate chord is struck, which raises 
it for the time being into the realm of 
art. I defy the most hardened of habi- 
tual playgoers to witness unmoved the 
parting between the mother and the son 
she dare not recognize in the fifth act, 
or the battle scene in the sixth. In 
spite of the Rev. Joseph’s code of comic 
morals, the intangible charge of forgery, 
the fancy dress ball of a prison scene, 
and the general artificiality, claptrap, 
and inconsequence, it is impossible to 
resist the lump rising in the throat at the one, or to prevent the blood 
bounding and tingling with a generous excitement at the other. 

The mounting is very perfect, and the scenery presents a series of 
stage pictures which are in the highest form of art and a ceaseless enjoy- 
ment to contemplate: the rich and truthful rural landscape of the first 
act, the chill evening aspect of the Thames in the second, the lurid 
Fastern scene at nightfall of the sixth, and the Beechley Church in winter 
of the last, form a succession of pictures of surpassing beauty and variety. 
Of more realistic matters, a coach and four is a fresh importation, very 
effective in its way, and dividing the honours with the celebrated 
transport ship in the fifth 
act, 








Tue Rovatty.—Miss Katr— 
THE Mg&rRRY KATERER, 


Acting in plays of this kind 
is of something less than se- 
condary importance, so as 
Mr. Harris has engaged a 
really very strong company, 
we have the curious satisfac- 
tion of witnessing a number 
of clever ladies and gentle- 
men engaged in the edifying 
occupation of hiding their 
lights under a bushel. Mr. 
Harris himself, Mr. Ryder, 
Mr. Standing, Mr. Jackson, 
Miss Fanny Ensop, Miss 
Lydia Foote, and Miss 
Sophie Eyre have a spasmo- 
ng lance ” or two, and make the most of them. 


NE 
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OPENING OF THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 
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COUNTER-DEMONSTRATION BY THE REJECTED ONES—A SKETCH IN PICCADILLY. 








THE BRIDGH QUESTION, 


WE reckon as the very top- 

Most pinnacle of sorrow’s ridge 
The troubles of the working pop- 

Ulation east of London Bridge : 
From Thames’s shore to Thames’s shore 
Their wails are loud, their hearts are sore, 
And this because from bank to bank 
They baven’t even got a plank ! 


To people farther up the tide 
A bridge that spans from side to side 
Is not regarded as a theme 
Of wild and visionary hope ; 
To these who line the lower stream 
It is a wish—it is a dream 
Too subtle, shadowy, and wide 
For ordinary mental scope. 





When toiling James shall leave his Jane, 

At morn, in Lambeth, workward bound 
Ile may—nay, does—get back again 

Before the midnight shades profound, 
And this, although the worthy James 
Has, on his way, to cross the Thwmes. 
llow different the lot of bim 

Who starts from Deptford, let us say 
To seek a problematic, dim, 

And far-off fortune, Poplar way ! 


He leaves a letter for his Jane, 
Detailing all his hopes and fears ; 
And this because the youth would fain 
Avoid those dreadful parting tears. 
He damps, with scalding drops that load 
His downcast eyes, the Old Kent Road; 
He takes the tram, he takes the train, 
Iluge steamers bear him o’er the main ; 
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Here edelweiss, there bread-fruit, grows 
As aye he toils his endless way ; 

The tropic heat, the polar snows, 

And a'l the wonders ocean knows 
Become a thing of ev'ry day; 

The whirlwind whirls unheeded, while 

The earthquake wakes a passing smil:. 


At length, bebrowned and travel-sore, 
He reaches Poplar's busy shore, 

And, toiling as the seasons fly, 

Oft dreams of Deptford’s sunnier sky. 


Perchance, when Jane is old and pla‘n, 
He reaches Deptford once again ; 

Now, grant him but a bridge, and he 
Would probably be home to tea. 


—~ -——---- -~ -- _——— ——-— 


NEW LBHAVES. 


** PRINCIPLES Of Physiognomical Hairdressing,” by Joseph Lichten- 
feld (author).—This is a valuable contribution to the study of hair- 
dressing as an art, by one who is thoroughly master of his subject, and 
evidently ‘‘an artist in hair.” 

** Catechism of Shorthand,” by Thomas Anderson (W. H. Allen and 





| Co.).—This work is admirably adapted to serve the purposes of its 


author, whose desire is ‘*to smooth the path of the scholar and extend 


the boundaries of the art,” and by simplifying it to shorten shorthand. 


‘*ITe Died for the Love of Woman,” by Edwin II, Gomes (City of 


_ London Publishing Company).—From the story of this book it appears 


he did die for the love of woman, It may be in men’s nature to do so, 


| but not many of them do. 


** Odd People in Odd Places,” by James Greenwood (F. Warne & Co.), 


| is another of those acceptable volumes of articles reprinted from the 
| Daily Telegraph, anc is fully equal to its predecessors in letting light on 
| the ‘* ways and the manners”’ of the great residuum. 


**Oil on Troubled Waters,” by Richard Kose (W. Il. and A. Nutting), 


_ is a recently delivered lecture, which should be widely disseminated, as 


it has for its object the ‘‘ Saving of Life and Property at Sea.” 








House of Commons.—The Blow-Holes, 


Mr. ANDERSON said that a most absurd fuss had been kicked up about 
a very small matter. The structures were not half so ugly as—Ac., &c. 

Mr. Evans said that some people said that the ventilators were an 
eyesore; but so unconspicuous were they that— Kc. 

As they spoke, a raps ¢ and ewe form rose majestically from 
out the blow-hole: in a black and threatening mass it rolled into the 
‘*House.” ‘So! you ignore me/” it growled; and then in its 
shadowy and Avernian arms it enfolded for ever the defenders of the 
blow-holes, 

Let other fact-ignorers beware! 


eee 

























— 











a 
Soe TE er Ge EOS a ES 





ee ee 


SNe a AOR GE Rl Ap A ae 
lS a <a A eA 


—o es 











Ao Ras - 


me 


ee ea 








= 

















| 


5 met oh Rt 


——_ 


| 





oc SNES aS eS Pe 


cenmees, - 
Fi 


Se ee rer 


cena 




























































se 





FUN. 





May 9, 1883. 











a ee 


os 
-* 
el 








naan ane 


=~ 





Sete ot een cca 


SKETCHES AT THE ROYAL ACADEMY, 


WITHOUT THE KIND PERMISSION OF THE PRESIDENT AND COUNCIL. 
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THE FISH AND THE FISHMONGER. 


DEPUTATION 





FROM 


THE INTERNATIONAL FISHERIES 





EXHIBITION, 
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FISHMONGER, aghas/— 


A 
| THE FISH AND THE FISHMONGER. 
\ (See Cartoon.) 


“ Ou, you horrid little fish, 























t 
i How consumedly I wish 
‘ You were in your proper place—upon a dish! 
i 
| i) “ Don’t, for goodness’ sake. stand there 
il With that aggravating stare, 
| ut And your tail upon the ground and head in air! 
he “Why d’ye come to plague me so, 
143i] Since you very well must know 
111 How the splendid price you fetch to me you owe 
i) : 
4 “It’s a scandal to find made, 
| i By your most ungrateful aid, 
His A divulgence of the secrets of my trade. 
14) 
| . “ Would you, when you’ve left the deep, 
44) Come to town in such a heap 
| | That you must be sold preposterously cheap ’ 
5 
i} ) “ Are you eager thus to tour 
ib In a manner to ensure 
Rr Being bought up by the vulgar and the poor ? 
: 
Bie “Fie upon your intuition ! 
i Hang a change in your position | i 
i And confound your fishy tell-tale Exhibition!” 
ar 
| 
7 
7 
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DITTIHS OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MosIc OF THE MoMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 45.—A Sonc or Exvsion. 


AIR—fee-do ! 


Now, some say ¢his and some say ¢ha/, 
And some infer another thing, 
And ¢ha? with ¢Azs will now fall pat, 


Anon completely differing. 


And so we chase about the land, 
All up and down and to and fro, 
In search of facts and fancies, and 
With Madam Rumour play ‘‘ peep-bo !” 


As— 


Peep-bo! peep-bo! did we see you? 
Peep-bo ! peep-bo! pray say what’s new; 
Haven't we caught you ?—yes or no? 

Isn't it thus and isn’t it so? 


When dynamiters find police 


Are making things a bit too warm, 


Doth not anxiety increase 


To ‘‘save their bacon” and ‘‘inform’’? 
And hasn’t that ‘‘ Convention ”’ sat 
And given |\ossa’s party pain? 


And is it not reported that 


Sir Wilfrid’s motion ’s passed again? 


And— 


Peep-bo! peep-bo! have we caught you? 
Peep-bo! peep-bo! is that not true? 
Haven't we caught you—yes or no? 
Peep-bo! peep-bo! peep-bo! peep-bo ! 
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The Fisheries Exhibit ‘‘ Show” 
A sense of novelty imparts, 


If, as they say, there’]l be a row 
Of fisher-girls from foreign parts. 

We hear the Queen is out of pain, 
And getting over that mishap ; 


And hasn’t Marriott again 


Irom Brighton had a nasty rap? 


Eh ?— 


Peep-bo! peep-bo! we’ve caught you here, 
Peep-bo! peep-bo! that is quite clear, 
Pr’ythee, Miss Rumour, yes or know? 

This is your cry—isn’t it so? 


IIurrah! Select Committee on 


The Lambeth Water Bill! We hear 
You burked the Co. that would have gone 
And made the water all too dear. 


So ne go to see the R.A. show, 


And some to show the gay fal-lal. 


Po.t Said’s rioting, you know, 
And Suez wants a new canal. 
Thus— 


Peep-bo! peep-bo! Rumour’s flying, 
I Pp ing 
Peep-bo! peep-bo! the supple thing, 
Fitful and misty—sting of a wasp— 

, misty u 

Rumour elusive—into our gras] 
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MISDIRHECTED CONGRATULATIONS. 


‘* Resolutions protesting against interference with the right of public meeting on Blank 
Common were unanimously passed at a gathering held there the other day. 


‘* ANOTHER glorious triumph for the Public!” said Fon enthusias- 
tically, as he read those 

r am words; and he jumped 

up and called upon the 
Public, and patted it on 
the back. 

‘*What’s this for?” 
asked the Public. 

Fon showed the para- 
graph. 

“Ob, I see—it’s a 
little joke of yours at my 
expense. You've come 
to chaff me because I’m 
robbed of my recreation- 
grounds, and not allowed 
a quiet breath of fresh air 
on my own land, eh? 
You like to have your bit 
of fun out of respectable 
persons being swindled 
out of their rights, eh? 
Very kind of you, I’m sure!”’ said the Public. 

‘*T—really—I ’m extremely grieved to have hurt your feelings,” said 
Fun, taken aback. ‘‘I came to congratulate you; perhaps I ‘ve come 





**Oh, I see it all,” said the Public; ‘‘you ave come to the wrong 
party. I will give you the addresses of the gentlemen you seek.” 

Aad he told Fun where to find the paid stump orator, the political 
rowdy, and the professional pickpocket. 





TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe EpiTor or ‘* Fon,” 


DEAR SiR,—With that strong desire to avoid all appearance of boast- 
fulness, which has ever been the distinguishing characteristic of that 
faithful and remarkable genius your own particular ‘‘ Grand Old Man,” 
I would say nothing of my wonderful success over the Two Thousand, 
preferriog to leave that glorious though by no means unusual result of 
knowledge and foresight to speak for itself; but my duty to your 
journal is paramount, so that, much against my will, I am compelled 
to triumphantly inquire ‘‘Who gave you absolute first, second, and 
third for the Two Thou.?”” And I am equally compelled to triumph- 
antly reply, ‘I’m dashed if I know; but Trophonius gave absolute 


TIP FOR THE MANCHESTER CUP, 


Though Goggles’ chance the world advance, 
I see my way without their aid ; 
The Golden Gate, I beg to state, 
Will open nought to man or maid ; 
Macheath may chance to win a glance ; 
And Faugh-a-Ballagh ‘‘ clear” it well ; 
And pals may go for Palermo, 
But I shall plump for Ishmael, 
And chance it. And so no more at present from yours, Xc., 
TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man.) 








Discontinuity Oured. 


IN most worldly matters the Squire was forgetful. He seldom ne- 
glected to brew strong ale in October, but rarely remembered the exact 
date to order his purple brocoli to be transplanted under frames ; he in- 
frequently recollected to adjust his false teeth. Ah! gaysome were the 
games of battledore and shuttlecock his offspring sometimes had with 
them. Lost in thought, the Squire stroked the back of his favourite 
prize hog with one hand, holding notes to the value of three hundred 
pounds close to the animal's snout in the other. Sad was the Squire 
when he discovered the favourite to be his debtor to the amount of those 
notes, Gently a tender wife led the Squire by his ear up to London, 
and placed him under Professor Loisette in his School of Memory, 37 
New Oxford Street. The Squire’s memory is now so retentive that he 
never even forgets to buy his spouse a new bonnet if she asks him to do 
so... I erb, sap. 





SOMETHING THAT CAUSED A LOT OF ‘‘REpoRTs,”—The Explo- 





A POLL THAT DOESN'T DRAW MANY VOTERS NOW.—The May-poll 

















Gere 


SS ae 




















ert ae 


_s 


~~ 


Oo re ae nage 
. —— = 





° = > ee 


qe pean " en pases 
iitui—..—————————————— 


Stee ee ee 


PO ane 


= 
= 
eres 


enlaaiedes ee 
eres 


- 


a 


eee 


9 ee oe eee ge een 
= == ——a 
FN ID A a ne a rE 


ee eee 


eee dareresen — ———- 

















= faa = 
Nam ~- 


we me 


SE 












































Oe ee eS Me pee ee ee “ 
“ ame 








~ 


ae Se 


ion arent ~ 


a 


el i ta ee ee ee . ” 





————— ps 


a 


a 

ie 

A. 
- 
fe 
r ) 
Ke } 






















ro 
“on 





ty = el: ace ee are Ale ae own 


Ste ll 


ae be Speteics 
+ ee 


— 


i a cet PS ores 


- 


ee es 





abe: 


PS I Ot TN ER i aa EAE 8 





> Sele 


= 


<I, 0S 


ot rem 





~ 





a 



















$60 KUN. 


May 9 1883. 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


Toujours perdrix! Zat is vat ze Lords must sink, for on Sursday, ze 
seven and twenty, zey have encore ze Irish Land Act Commission and 
ze mendire of ze Medical Act. In ze Commons Sir Drum and Volff 
open again ze ball like ze enfant curieux, Cest a dire, he keep boiling 
ze pan of sauce by vire into 
ze Affirmation Bill like von 
clock. Mr. Bradlaugh sit 
undare ze gallery, and, like 
ze Spartan young shavare, 
he smile /endant gue ze 
Volff gnaw him! JZais, 
Sir Volff he only ignore 
him. Zen ze Grand Old 
Villiams is up. Apres ce 
soir I sall call him Affir- 
mation Bill. He make big 
espeech, and ze effect it is 
more big—zat is, before ze 
espeech I sink I vill vote 
against ze Bill; aftare—I 
am sure I vill. venti? ze 
House adjourn. 

Friday.—I sink you call 

| your parks ze lungs of 
London. Vell, your London have congestion of ze lung. Zat is vat 
Milor Forty screws say of Hyde Park. Ze great joke in ze Commons is 
ze victory of Sir Vilfrid, who move zat ze Government take up ze 
measure of Local Option (ma /.i/ zat is measure ze publican not like 
in his ménavv). I demand vy is ze option to be local only, ven Sir 
Vilfrid tell us to s/un ce hop everyveres. Alaintenant, Sir Vilfrid’s 
motion is carry. 

On Monday Milor Moreanmore—I go say Oranmore, who is also 
Browne—tell ze Lords of ze hard /romage of ze landlords in Ireland. 
Vraiment, vat vis ze rent charge to pay out and ze ‘‘no rent” to come 
in, zare is not much chance of cheese and bread atall. Ven Greek meets 
Greek zare is deuce of arow. Awujourd’hui soir, Milor Randolph reply 
to ze Grand Old Man. Zis time zey do not laugh at milor. On Sursday 
ve have had Brutus, to-night place 4 Marc-Antoine! Tres bien, milor ! 
it is time for ze beginning of ze end of your larks ; 2 me fait de plaisir 
zat you fly more high. Amcore ve adjourn. I vonder ven sall ve reach 
ze end of zis (ad)journey ? 

Tuesday, ven I ask Milor Carlingford to give it ze name, he say he 
cannot stop, he must go in to tell Longford vy zat zey have move ze 
Bailey. I say I vas in Ludgate IIill zis afternoons, and Old Bailey it 
vas still zare; but milor say it is some von else, and hook his sling /oute 
suite. Mr, Gladstone tell us zat Milors Alcester and Volseley vill take 
zare revards, like ze small boy his jaw vich stick, invonlumps. /e plus, 
he say on ze elevens ve sall rise for Vitsuntide. Nous revenons a nos 
moutons, only instead of lambs ve have to-night ze Lyons on ze Affir- 
mation Bill. Ze Bill is against ze Faith, zarefore Mr. Beresford Hope 
is against ze Bill, Vat is ver strange is zat Mr. Davey is against ze 
oaze; I suppose he is not your affi-Davey of vich I hear. 
Vennisday.—Mr. Monk desire to read two times ze Bill to limit ze 
liability of ze ships of partners. I say I sink ze 2 présent ability to lie 
is in trade unlimited. Mr, Kylands bring down ze House vit his jeu de 
mot zat Mr. Monk represent ze clerical party. Ze House give zeir vote 
and zeir heart to zeir Highlands, and ze Bill c’est perdu. 
Sursday.—acore Affirmation Bill. Like your players of pool, ve 
divide, Ze Opposition get ze pu//. Ze Bill is lost by three. 








JUBILANT VERSE sung by members of the Royal Family on Her Ma- 
jesty’s change of opinion touching lamb :— 


Oh! we may eat a little lamb, 
With flesh as white as snow, 
Sparrergrass, and sauce of mint, 
No longer ma says, ‘‘ No! no! no!” 
To luncheon now let ’s go. 


Nous avons changé tout cela. 


Tima was when the aristocracy of this country thought it the swell 
thing to do nothing and to know nothing, but now, alas! we find them 
*‘all over the shop.” No calling or profession is sacred (the stage has 
been inundated with them lately), and the latest step in this direction is 
an intimation that the ‘‘ Princess Christian has been awarded a certifi- 
cate In nursing.”’ Fancy the royal lady being knocked up at 3 a.m., 

trotting off with a bundle 7amp, and a pair of pattens! We 
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THE BILLINGSGATE FBTISH. 
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We’LL take the British General : he goes away to fight, 

And (spite of British muddles which assail him left and right, 
And spite of all the swindles of the parties who contract), 
He generally conquers by his fortitude and tact : 

And on his coming home again to grace his native land, 

We cover him with honours with a very open hand ; 

The dinners are proverbial ; the praise is pretty free ; 

But still there 7s the feeling that he’s not a Bummaree. 


We'll take the British Admiral: he steams away in pride, 
And (when his noble vessel doesn’t happen to collide, 

And when it isn’t pulverized by perils unforeseen, 

Torpedoes, double charges, or the gentle xerotine), 

He renders forts and batteries inactive by the score, 

And leaves, with much effectiveness, his shells upon the shore ; 
And handsomely we welcome bim, this hero of the sea, 
Though ever recollecting that he’s not a Bummaree. 


A statesman, after wonders of diplomacy achieved, 

Will mostly, if respectable, be decently received ; 

It gives our constitutions quite a salutary wrench 

To mention disrespectfully a judge upon the bench ; 

We feed upon a laureate with never-sated maw, 

And gaze upon his photograph with some amount of awe ; 
And each of these celebrities is honoured as can be 

For an ordinary mortal who is not a Bummaree, 


For the latter is an idol with a privilege divine, 

If the sacrifice we make him may be taken as a sign— 

The centre of traditionary reverence and pride, 

If the way in which we bow to him be taken as a guide— 
A fetish whose admonitory wrath we wouldn’t brave, 

If there ’s any sort of meaning in the way that we behave— 
A cause of self-abasement and a bending of the knee— 

An autocratic demigod—in fact, a Bummaree. 


There ’s fish, a daily requisite—we clearly understand 

That limitless supplies of it are ready to the hand— 

It’s nigh as inexpensive as the wreckage and the drift, 

The ocean holds it out to us with ‘‘ Take it as a gift.” 

But ‘* No,” we say decidedly ; ‘* we mustn’t have it cheap, 
We must support the fetish—there ’s the demigod to keep ; 
So send it down to Billingsgate, this present from the sea, 

And pass it through the fingers of the blessed Bummaree.”’ 


To carry out the principle, wherever we reside— 

At Lewis, or the Scillys, or at Berwick, or at Ryde, 

At Lincoln, or at Liverpool—it matters not a jot, 

If fish in any quantity is caught upon the spot, 

That fish, without exception, must be put upon the track 
And make the double journey up to Billingsgate and back, 
To be robbed of all its relish and its savour of the sea, 

And be blessed and rendered costly by the potent Bummaree. 


The Iriton in the colonies who lands a little sprat 

Would never eat it then and there—he ’d sooner eat his hat; 
Ife sends it up to Billingsgate by steamer homeward bound, 
And triumphs if he gets it in a year, and for a pound. 

Four million are the Londoners,—so gentle is their mood, 
They go without a necessary article of food, 
Or purchase it at famine price, exclusively t 
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THOSE RELIEFS. 
(Being a few remarks on the subject of the necessary preparations of a citizen bent upon examining the b:auties of the bronze reliefs on the “‘ Memorial ;" with an 
illustration of the probable claakd 
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Praising the Prophet. 
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Lady (apologetically),—‘'1’M SO SORRY FREDDY IS SUCH A BAD Boy.” 


(Freddy yells louder than ever.) 


Visitor. —** OH, DON’T MENTION IT; I LIKE TO SBE IT, OR RATHER 
HEAR IT, BECAUSE I KNOW THEN THE BELL WILL SOON BE RUNG FOR 


THE SERVANT TO TAKE HIM AWAY.” 
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an article, entitled “ Elijah’s Mantle,” in the /ortnightly, says, ‘We 
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A CAROL OF COMFORT, 
A Conservative daily paper, referring to Lord Randolph Churchill's 


welcome the spirit that should animate Conservatives. His words wil] 
have a strong and lasting effect. The party needs ‘spunk’ and fire.” 
WHEN Elisha of Woodstock, that wise young man, 
Found fault of late with the Tory clan, 

And wrote a long screed in a certain ‘‘ mag,” 

Accusing Sir Stafford of want of brag, 

Elisha was chaffed by the general crowd, 

Who all at his prophecies laughed aloud ; 

Yea, the Woodstock Wonder was jeered by most, 

But he found a friend in the M/ornine Ghost, 


i 
Chorus. 


And this was the sense of the words it wrote : 
‘* We welcome the style of this youth of note; 
Into corners of late have our leaders shrunk— 
The Conservative party needs fire and ‘spunk. 


Then, doubtless, Elisha of Woodstock smiled, 
And said, ‘‘ Though by enemies I’m reviled, 
This word of praise does my spirit cheer, 
And I heed not how my detractors sneer. 
’T will nerve me again in my fight for fame, 
’T will help me to go on the same old game, 
And anon, in the fulness of time, you ‘ll see 
Elijah’s mantle will fall on me!” 
Chorus. 
‘* Yes, it rests with me to set all things right, 
To teach the Tories the way to fight; 


For they ’ve now in a sort of inertia sunk: 
The Conservative party needs fire and spunk,” 














Oh, foolish paper! oh, stupid sheet! 
’T was wrong the small lord to applaud and greet ; 
For, to wish all Tories a spirit as hot 
| Were to make bigger boobies of all the lot. 
The Yankees say ‘‘spunk” means *‘ mettle,”—alas! 
Young Randolph’s metal is chiefly ‘* brass.” 
And when next Elisha comes forth to boast, 
The guilt will be thine, O A/orning Ghost. 
Chorus. 
And still there singeth that wise young man, 
‘*T anon shall be chief of the Tory clan. 


I might in a corner have calmly slunk 
Were it not that our party ‘needs fire and spunk.’” 
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The Artists’ Studios, 


We are glad to see that the proprietors of our excellent and spirited 
contemporary, Zhe Pictorial World, are taking advantage of the art season 
by announcing a series of drawings of artists’ studios, commencing with 
that of Sir Frederick Leighton, giving at the same time sketches of 
various apartments in bis house, which is replete with architectural 
grandeur and decorative beauty from basement to the roof. In these 
pictures the general public will have an opportunity of ‘‘ Visiting the 
studios,” a privilege hitherto enjoyed only by the art critic and a few 
select connoisseurs. The next on the list is John Everett Millais. 





Our dear little Lambs. 


IT is stated that the Queen in withdrawing her /ad/ike command is 
influenced “‘ by the loss produced in many quarters ”—hind-quarters and 
fore-quarters, we presume. We trust our Royal Lady’s gracious con- 
cession will not incite some butchers to fleece their customers more than 
is absolutely necessary, as they chant the classic stave of ‘‘ Up goes the 
price of lamb, up higher.” 








EFUN’S FUNNY BOOFS. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 1s. 24d. 


vee 


FUN’S COMICAL CREATURES. —comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


“In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score Of very 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—JWV eekly Dispatth 


FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK,— comic PpicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
** It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.”—Doncaster Gazette. 


FUN ON THE SANDS,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


For the road, rail, and river. 


THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
** Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes.”"—Sportsman. 








J. F. SULLIVAN’S WORKS. Boards, 25.62. ; post-/ree, 3s. each. 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


** However funny or ipamegee Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always a serious purpose 
in them, and we close his book wiser, if not sadder, from its perusal.”"—Graphic. 


THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches, 
INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 


FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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1. ‘‘ Never knowed there was such purty things in the world, missis!" ‘We 
never had time to look at ‘em afore, Jack! ”’ 
“Yah! Hif the marses wants ‘Igh Hart, let em look at me on the 
Imbankment!” 
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SHALL WE OPEN OUR ART GALLERIES ON SUNDAY? 
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». “Pictures? And Music? The Vandals would make our cherished Sabbath 
actually ENJOVAELE!" 

4. ‘‘ Pall away, boys! Bigotry’s caving in; we've only Bung to conquer 
now |” 











AT THH ROYAL ACADEMY, 1883, 


WE do not remember ever receiving a pleasanter deputation than the 
committee of Royal Academicians which invaded our sanctum recently 
to inquire the reason why we did not put in an appearance at the 
Academy banquet. In answer to questions, we replied, with much 
modesty, that we had heard of Irish arrangements for poisoning the 
whole of the company assembled, and that, though teeming over with 
courage ourselves, a darling wife and thirteen curly-haired children had 
clung round us with tears in their eyes on the eve of our departure for 
the banquet, refusing to let us go and be basely slaughtered. Then we 
continued something about the tender affections of a charming wife, and 
thirteen peculiarly curly children, being more worthy of consideration 
than the insincere plaudits of a mixed assembly—plaudits perhaps mixed 
with a cup of cold poison. 

At this period of our speech the Academicians, who had begun to wink 
wildly at each other, formed a ring round us, chanting a verse or two of 
the late Mr. Robson’s famous song, *‘ Vilikins and his Dinah,” finishing 
up with the words, ‘‘ And a cup o’ cold pizen it stood by his side, and 
a billy-doo as stated as by pizen he died.” As the only refreshment (by 
strict orders of the proprietors) kept in the Fun Office is a cracked bottle 
of blacking and a pot of wholesome but strong-tasting paste, the mem- 
bers of the Royal Academy firmly declined our offers of hospitality, and 
left rather suddenly, first having extorted a promise that we would 
notice their show. ‘‘ Tread lighly over our corns, and come to next 
year’s feed,” they whispered with one accord, as they filed gravely off 
our premises, Seeing that a notice of some kind was in a manner ine- 
vitable, we wandered into Burlington House in less than an hour after 
the deputation left us. 

The two pictures of the year, we found out, like several other giant 
minds have (after being told so), are ‘‘ Voltaire,” by W. Q. Orchardson, 
R.A., a cultured work full of expression, not overdone though dramatic 
—while looking at ‘‘ Voltaire” one almost seems to live in the days of 











that cynical ** assaulted ” genius, so realistic is Orchardson’s scene, while 
rtist’s technical method of work is thoroughly satisfactory 
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| plus ultra of collected wickedness. 


with the brilliant Scotch artist the honours of this exhibition, Logsdail 
has painted his subject from that grand old square in Venice, with St, 
Mark’s in the background. Only those who have visited that fairy city 
will be able to do this picture the justice it merits for thorough truth : 
the groups of people belonging to all nations are well composed and full 
of character, without being forced or vulgar in any way. Frederick 
Barnard again shows in what a masterly manner he can draw expression. 
His work, ‘‘ The Jury—Bunyan’s ‘ Pilgrim’s Progress,’” depicts the me 
E, J. Gregory, A., has displayed 
much learning in working out a most difficult subject: ‘* Piccadilly— 
Drawing-Room Day,” though we object to the Life Guardsman popped 
up in the foreground like a Jack-in-the-box. 

In case our readers think that the magnitude of the show overpowered 
our brain, and made us become serious, it may be well to relieve their 
minds. After a long look at Charlie Wyllie’s ‘‘ Home from the Brazils : 
Refitting,” a notable work, we were suddenly excited by the capital 
picture of Lance Calkin’s, who works somewhat in the same manner as 
Frank Holl, R.A. Feeling that music is a sister art to painting, we 
twanged a military march on the Jew’s harp while we gazed at ‘A Tale 
of Kassassin.” After being informed that frivol was not allowed in the 
Academy, we became sternly practical, and irrigated ourselves with 
several bottles of lemonade. We then returned to labour, and took 
various notes (we have since lost) about ‘‘ Preparations for the First 
Communion,” by Henry Woods, A., ‘‘ Dymphnia,”’ by Philip H. Cal- 
deron, R.A., whose quotation, ‘‘ Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes,” 
moved us to tears, ‘‘ Oyster Dredgers,” by Charles Napier Hemy, and 
‘* At the Sign of the Blue Boar, Holborn,” by E. Crofts, A., when we 
chanced to catch sight of ‘‘ The Dance,’”’ by the learned Academy Presi- 
dent, Sir Frederick Leighton, a chaste conception which pleased us so 
much that, like some of the lady admirers of ‘‘Genera]” Booth, we 
began to exhibit a quantity of enthusiasm approaching delirium. The 
Jew’s harp was taken out (so were we subsequently), and ‘* The Dead 
March”’ rang through Burlington House. 

Then menials suddenly objecting to our criticising any more works of 

that day, regretfully we left. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


R. LEATHES probably knows 
by this time (it he does not, it 
is certainly not for the want of 
being told) that his play For 
Kine and Country, produced on 
a recent afternoon at that home 
of matinées, the Gaiety, is a very 
bad play. The blank verse in 
which it is couched (and bein 
** couched,” it were best for al 
parties that it should go to sleep 
peacefully, and for ever) is not 
of a dignified character (‘* stout 
old swan” is good!) and the 
construction presents quite a 
bewildering number of changes 
of scene, Treating of Crom- 
wellian days, it starts appa- 
rently with the curious assump- 
tion that all that is Royalist is 
virtuous, and all that is Rouwnd- 
head is vicious—a kind of par- 
tisanship which puts an au- 
dience in a bad humour at 
once. One-half this postulate the ‘‘ wicked cousin” is certainly made 
to prove by indulging in a good deal of almost purposely mean villany, 
but the Royalist hero does little to prove Azs half beyond calling names 
and boasting. This and a bet, and a fencing bout (clever enough that, 
Mr. Leathes), and a faint reflection of A// for //er in the hero’s giving 
up “lands, and life, and love” to his younger brother, were all I could 
clearly gather from a piece of which perhaps ‘‘the Leathes said the 
soonest mended.” 
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Tue Carety.—‘A Strout O_p Swan’=— 
LEATHES OONEST MENDED. 


SAID 


Mr, Leathes’ rather artificial performance of an artificial conception 
may be pass- 
ed over as 
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tangibility, Tue Havuarket.—Tur Two FRbdoRAS, TO RE KNOWN COLLEC- 


and he was . SARAH P.RRNHARDT-BERRE. 
able to do 

something with it by a determined and sustained sincerity much to his 
credit; Mrs. Billington’s clear enunciation and just emphasis told well, 
and Miss Florence Wade, wade in the balance, was not by any means 
found wanting ; Miss Clara Jecks made a decided hit in the striking 
situation where she boxed Spikely’s ears, and altogether, in a small 
part, made herself one of the 


pleasantest of ob-Jecks. 


TIVELY IN FUTURE AS MR 


People going in for holiday 
trips will find Mr. Leader, at Her 
Majesty’s (as was to be expected 
from his name), an excellent 
‘* personal conductor.” Thou- 
sands have done his 77if fo the 
Moon, and he keeps on adding 
new trips. Those of Mile. Li- 
mido are the most recent, and 
holiday-makers having once seen 
them will go again and again. 


Proved True (* with all the old 
favourites back’’) has taken the 
place of Fun on the Bristol, which 
has been revelling royally at the 








Sadler's Wells for the last three 
stu pe! h 


-o— 


h 


weeks 
= 
| 





honourable sense of the word), the performers unquestionably do. Mr. 
Sheridan’s Widow O’Brien is the most outrageously truthful comic de 
lineation, and as a picture of Irish character has never been excelled by- 
man or woman—within my knowledge, at any rate; while his picture 
of a Jew, which is simply a ‘‘ make-up,” and nothing else, is an almost 
equally striking instance of the grasp of character he possesses. Mr. 

aldon is a comedian of a resource and comicality apparently inex- 
haustible; and the negro delineators, Mr. Richards and Miss May 
Livingstone, give something like cha- 
racter to their parts—which is a refresh- 
ing novelty. The company seems to 
D—. have been chosen with an eye to its 
singing powers, for though there is an 
unmistakable ‘‘stick” or two among 
them (Mr. Bedell’s expressionless face 
|| and acts, for instance, are of the funniest 
things in the piece), they all sing re- 
| markably well—the Trovatore Bur- 
' Jesque is really a little musical treat, as 
well as immensely funny. Miss Evans 
has a very pretty voice, and Miss Kel- 
sey, in addition to less accidental merits, 
so pretty a face and figure, that it is no 
wonder she received a ‘‘ round” when 
she appears in a natty ‘‘bell-topper ”’ 
frock-coat and—the rest ! 
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Drury Lane.—HARRIS-IN' THE 
ARMY. HE HAS NOT ONLY 
TAKEN THE SHILLING, BUT CON- 
TINUES TO TAKE ‘THOUSANDS 
NIGHTLY. 


There be changes in the acting- 
managerial world: Mr. Augustus M. 
Moore leaves Drury Lane for the 
Princess’s, and Mr. Frank Dietz, lately with Miss Hilda Hilton at the 
Opera Comique, goes to the Olympic, vice Mr. G. F. Bashford, who 
becomes secretary to Mr. Bancroft at the Haymarket. As I have expe- 
rienc:d some little kindnesses at the hands of each of these gentlemen, 
I wish them the best of all good luck in their new appointments, 





Mr. H{arris has made a second hit with Youth: it has proved a re- 
gularly double-barrelled affair ; those who have never seen it wiil have 
to do so now, and those who have had better go again, they ’ll be sur- 
prised to find how well it bears the ordeal, The cast is stronger for 
one thing; it is true such old and familiar friends as Mr. F. Charles, 
Miss Fanny Brough, Mr. Harry Nicholls, and Miss Agnes Thomas, and 
a comparatively new-comer, Miss Addie Gray (who has but to look hand- 
some and speak twice, neither of which tasks appear to cost her much 
effort), are so much good material thrown away ; but it will not be easy 
to find much sounder acting of their various kinds than that of Miss 
Sophie Eyre, Miss Lydia Foote, and Miss Fanny Enson among the 
ladies, or of Mr, Herbert Standing and John Ryder among the sterner 
sex, There is a curious feature about the programme, by the way: all 
the gentlemen’s names are printed without the customary “handle.” 


To-morrow afternoon (Thursday) Mr, Joseph Derrick will produce 
Confusion on the Vaudeville stage. Let us hope that it will not be 
created among the audience, or the author may find himself ‘‘ worse 
confounded” than he relishes, 


A piece by Mr, Freeman Wills, entitled 2 Asunder, will be pro- 
duced under 
the manage- 
ment of Mr, 
Harrington 
Baily at the 
Gaiety on 
the _—after- 
noon of the 
28th inst. 
Miss Wallis 
will sustain 
the principal 

art. Let us 

ope _ that 
the principal 
part will re- 
turn the 
compli- 
ment, 





Drury Lang.—Heroes in Emurvo. A PROMISING RECRUITING 
GROUND. 


ir, by Mr. H. J. Byron, to be played for the first 


time in London at Mrs. Billington’s benefit at the Gaiety on the 31st; 
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The Ambassadors, | 


It is announced that many of the ambassadors wlio will assist at the | 
Moscow coronation will be accompanied by special detectives. 
THEY met, the doomed ambassadors, 
Their hearts were sick unto their cores ; 
They packed their garters, crosses, stars, 
They took stiff drinks at divers bars, 
In order to prepare for what | 
They dreaded—bomb, or knife, or shot. 
And then they made up their vast minds 
To saving plans of various kinds, 


’T was Austria said a breastplate might 
Be no defence ’gainst dynamite ; 

But then her special spies make known 
That dynamite has vulgar grown, | 
And Nihilists, with holy zeal, | 
Only consent to use cold steel ; 

Wherefore a breastplate best saves life 

Against the kisses of the knife, 


*T was Germany, and Teuton guile, 
Prompted the plotters with a smile ; 
Knowing that while Moscow they win, 
They can’t be killing at Berlin. 

And France, and Italy, and Greece, 
United, called in the police, 

And not an envoy paid his court 
Without a very loud report. 


And in the coming ages trade 

Will come to special envoys’ aid, 

And Birmingham will make like mats 

Chain armour for the diplomats, 

Collars for guarding consuls’ throats, 

Knuckledusters and antidotes ; 
In short, ’tis known you’d better far 

Be sent to Plutus than the Czar. 








**Ver non semper viret.” 
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Are our bodies fast decaying ? 
Once—ah ! once—the spring was swect 


ARE our brains as things effete ? | 
In the days when we went Maying. | 


But the Standard’s writer says 
Seasons really do grow colder, 
By the ‘‘ light of other days ” 
May herself seems growing older! 


AT 





INTELLIGIBLE. 


Young Lady.—‘‘COULD YOU TELL ME AT WHAT TIME TIIE CHALK 


l’‘ARM TRAIN GOES?” 
Porter, —‘*A (UVORTER ARTER, ARF-ARTER, A QUVORTER TO, AND 


“ [What he meant was that the trains went at every quarter 
of the hour. 








TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF ‘* Fun,” 


S1R,—I am preparing for the Derby. I 
readers know this at the earliest opportunity, in order that they may be 
prepared for the preparation, and may take the opportunity of sending 
me any little sum they feel inclined, so that their representative may 
present an appearance of respectability on the course, alike worthy his 
clients, and usual to himself when in affluence, which he regrets to say he 
is not at present, his large winnings over the Two Thou. being invested 
in securities so utterly depraved that he cannot convert them at all. 
Next week I shall have something stupendous to show in the way of 


always was famous for a pretty large one, and you ve no doubt it will 


subs. You never were a gentleman (or a lady either), and were always 
down on the Old Man, so that’s nothing new. But as I said before, I 
am preparing for the Derby, so look out for great things next week. 
he preparations are a white hat and a green yeil up to now. So no 
more at present from yours, &c., TROPHONIUS (the Grand Old Man), 








Something to Bo-st or. 
THE oldest tree in the world is said to be the *‘ Bo”-tree in the 
sacred city of Amarapoora, Burmah. It is 2,171 years old, so we suppose 
that “‘Bo”-tree can hardly be a(n)arrow tree. We have heard of elder- 
trees, but this is evidently the eldest tree of all. It would be difficult to 
find a tree to rival—that is, to ‘‘ tie’ —that ‘‘ Bo;” and, moreover, not 
many a Bo can bo-st of such an ancient family tree. 





MOTTO FOR MERRYMAKERS JOST NowW.—*' There is a (Whitsun)- 


tide in the affairs of man.” 





be extra red from frequent potations, if parties do come forward with | 


tips, though I scorn the insinuations you throw out when you say I | 





Misery Averted. 
Iliprep by celibacy, Sir Staptopp had married; but his brow was 


I think it well to let your | still clouded. ‘‘I have made little impression on her heart,” he thought 


as he watched his young wife Rosamond anxiously, ‘‘ Sir Staptopp,’’ 
she suddenly exclaimed, ‘‘ to-day I give an afternoon tea, and,” she con- 
tinued in a voice of hoarse irony, *‘did I not remind you to pay your 
dog tax just in time, and so save you from the clutches of the law? and 
yet, ingrate! you are incapable of suggesting anything—anything fresh 
for us to nibble this afternoon that we have not yet tasted.” Thena 
beam of great joy spread over Sir Staptopp’s sallow sunken face, and 
he toyed with the golden aureola of her hair as he whispered softly, 
‘‘Extra Toast! Extra Toast!” 


Fishy. 

THE opening ceremony ot the International Fisheries [Exhibition 
consisted of a royal procession, comprising their Koyal Highnesses the 
Prince and Princess of Wales, and other members of the Royal Family, 
the Royal Commissioners, the Foreign Commissioners, &c., to and from 
the dais from which his Royal Highness declared the Exhibition one 
As two guineas was charged to witness this procession, it is evident these 
grandees considered they made a good exhibition of shemse/ves, 





AT a breakfast, General Booth stated that he had during the last 
nine months spent £9,000 0n instruments. Music hath charms, we know, 


but the outlay seems unnecessary considering how well they blow their 


| own trumpets. 


A DAILY PAPER, in noticing the Royal Academy, says, ‘Mr, Orchard- 
son seems to be incapable of depicting a smile.” The gifted artist 
probably felt some cha-grin a little while (l)aughter reading this. 
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IN TRAINING. 


A STUDY FOR WHIT MONDAY. 
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IN TRAINING. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE sentiments of somebody we know, 
Who said that if, when on his donkey lolloping, 
He found the creature disinclined to go, 
He wouldn’t condescend to any walloping, 
But rather that by giving it some hay, 
Adding a verbal method of persuasion too, 
He soon could lead it in the proper way, 
And make it trot whene’er he had occasion to. 


Not ev’rybody, though, by very far, 
Possesses such a quantum of humanity, 
And petulant protervities debar 
Full many from exhibiting urbanity ; 
And some attempt so very hard to ride, 
With whips and spurs enough to scare or bother one, 
That often ’t isn’t easy to decide 
Which is the ass and which is-~well, the other one, 


Apply these dual systems as you choose 
To matters private, social, or political, 
You’ll find harsh driving rather prone to lose 
Than soft persuasiveness when things are critical. 
Wherefore take heed, show mercy to your beast, 
And mind, in times of work as well as jollity, 
To view with reprehension at the least 
The whacks of irresponsible frivolity. 
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To evrything 


They have an 


(The hospital 
*€ True bills,” 


So 


DITTIHS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MOUsIcC OF THE MOMENT. 


New Serigs. No. 46.—A Sonc oF SomgarTuine or OTHER. 


AIR—*' Sing a Song of Sixpence.” 


Ou, let us take our paper up, and let us put it down, 
And let us tell the multitude what’s happening in town, 
What’s happening in country too, as well as busy marts, 
What ’s happening in Bermondsey and other foreign parts. 
Our all-absorbing cognizance exhaustively extends 


whatever that is happening, my friends; 


But if we do not meztion all, you mustn’t have the face 

To say that we ’ve forgotten some—it ’s only want of space. 
So sing a song of Standard, No-'s, and all the host ; 
Sing a song of 7¢/e-graph and _|/orning Pos! ; 


Sing a song of Echo, 
Globe, and all the crew; 


Sing a song of Figaro and Salurday Review, 


exhibition of impressionists, we see 


(Whatever, we may mention, an impressionist may be), 
They say the London Hospital, though far from moribund, 
Is poor enough for Lord Mayor Knight to organize a fund 


is poor enough to want a little ‘* chink,” 


And most of us are rich enough to give it, we should think). 


is what the conscientious jurymen have done 


For Messrs. Walsh and Sheridan and Mr. Number One. 


sing a song of §cad’my (couldn’t well do less) ; 


Sing a song of Lancet, also City Press; 


Sing a song of /”Zice News, 
And the AegisTER ; 


Sing a song of Bultionist and Newgate CalenDER. 




















A fire has paid 








And 





The London Schoolses Swimming Club which met the other day 
Deserves to be encouraged in the most emphatic way. 


a visit to Freemasons’ Hall, and raged, 


On Whitsuntide its holidays at present we’re engaged. 

A ‘‘living pieces” tournament of chess at Hengler’s Cirque 
Was very interesting and a taking piece of work. ; 
The Portsmouth bomb-explosion we have heard about with pain ; 


And Davy’s domesticities are turning up again. 
So sing a song of A‘//ete (notes on those who swim) ; 


Sing a song of /zremav telling stories grim ; 


Sing a song of Bradshaw 
Picking out a spot; 


Sing a song of //ome Life, and jumble up the lot. 


A legal representative association, which 
Is called the Bar Committee, has been organized as sich. _ 
The Prince of Wales’s music scheme has come to head to rights, 
With College—op’ning ceremony—three new music knights, 
The swells at the Academy have sacrificed to ‘‘grub,” 
And we ‘ve started now the Liberal, the National, the Club, 
And so we doff our hat to you, a-wishing you good day, 
In consequence of having nothing further for to say. 

So sing a song of Zazvw Zimes (and Musical) to these, 


sing a song of A‘he-neum, if you please ; 
Sing a song of sixpence, 
Sell it for ‘‘a brown”; 


, 
yg of eighteenpenct f even half a crown. 


. = 


A SOLEMN JOKHB. 


_ Quotiag the Nineteenth Century, the Globe says :—‘‘ Our detectives do not, except 
in very unusual cases, and by special sanction of the chief of police, adopt disguises. 
Not only so, but we permit that which cannot but assist our criminal classes to be- 
come personally familiar with those whose duty it is to keep a watch on others. Until 
very recently it was the practice to bring all convicts, on the expiration of the term of 
their sentenee, face to face with the detectives of Scotland Yard. The object of this 
was to enable the detectives to know the criminals ; but, as the business was managed, 
it was equally efficacious in enabling the criminals to know the detectives.” 


LISTEN to the tale of him who broke the point of etiquette. It isa 
fearful history—a terrible warning ! 

This was the point of etiquette—/o pretena mot to know the detective, 

It was a joke, but it was a most solemn and binding joke ; a religion 
in itself; a moral law that none might violate and live. 

And this was how it was played :—First the detective was chosen, 
solemnly and with fearful rites ; he was chosen for his peculiarity of ap- 
pearance; no ordinary-looking person would do; he must be emphati- 
cally a detective in appearance; and he was chosen from a number 
specially cultivated for the purpose, and all strikingly of the detective 
cut; he was instructed in the detective gait and manner. Ilis hair 
and whiskers were then cut in a peculiar way; and he was presented to 
the criminal classes—shown to them in order that they might know him 
again anywhere. 

After this the solemn joke began. The Chief Commissioner of Police, 
passing the conspicuous detective in the street, would feign to have no 
notion whatever of his connection with the ‘‘department ;” the police- 


his eyes had never beheld him before ; the detective’s own inspector 


one ; the detective’s own fond mother would come upon her son at the 
street-corner, and, knowing him not from Adam, pass him by unsaluted, 
But first of all, and above all, the etiquette applied to the criminal—the 
criminal would know himself followed by the conspicuous detective, 
would note the eye of the latter fixed detectingly upon him in his most 
secluded haunts, would feel his warm breath fan his cheek, would hear 
him steal up behind, and yet have not the faintest notion of recognizing 
him as the detective. It was a peculiar joke, in truth; but it was most 
useful, for without it the whole existent economy of relations between 
the detective department and the dangerous classes would cease—would 
be hopelessly upset. This fact was fully and loyally recognized by the 
dangerous classes. : 

7 ¥ ’ * * 

Bill had long been a member of the dangerous classes; as a habitual 
criminal he was thoroughly respected by high and low; a tall, hand- 
some, happy criminal he was as ever blithely trod the mill. Long had 
the criminal classes accepted him alone as the model on which the true 
criminal should be formed. But one dark evening a bent and miserable 
figure crept into a thieves’ den behind the Mint, and grovelled in the 
darkest corner. ‘‘ Wot, Bill!” chorused the assembled criminals ; 
‘wot ’s wrong, old chum?” 

The former hero crawled ere aye | from his corner, and with bowed 
head confessed the blasting truth, while every cheek paled and every 
hand was uplifted in horror. 

‘* Broke the solemn pint of etiquette!” murmured the criminals, ‘* Oh, 
shame! Go hence—we loathe you. Speak to us no more!” 

The wretched joke-breaker crawled out; at the corner stood a con. 
stable who turned in horror from his piteous prayer. ‘* J/- take you up 
—you as have broke the point of etiquette ?—never !"’ he said; and it 
was the same everywhere. ‘The station sergeant, the inspector, the Chief 
(‘ommissioner, the Home Secretary—all, all refused to touch him. 
Marwood shuddered and drew back in horror, appalled at the suggestion 
to lend his professional 
services to such a one. 
Lut the bitterest scene of 
all was the lost criminal’s 
interview with his aged 
mother: the instant he 
told the blighting truth she 
cast him off for ever, and 
retired into the seclusion 
of a convent. As for the 
detective, he never smiled 
again. 

And what had this lost 
criminal done? Murder? 
burglary? forgery? sui- 
cide? larceny? dynamitics? ' . Seta S 
Nothing so venial—no- 4% : - 

thing so pardonable. No; =, ~ . r ” F 
he bad, in an instant of ~ <9 = a 3 
strange, mad, incompre- catenin al ' 
hensible forgetfulness, re- 


cognized the detective. We know not what became of him, We 


lL Lene , 
snould not lke to know 
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man on the beat would stare through the conspicuous detective as though | 


would feel no familiar chord struck by the passing of the conspicuous | 
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“GOT IT HIMSELF THIS TIME!” 


Ir wasn’t flagitious, it wasn’t depraved, 
The wonderful way that the public behaved ; 


But the coolest observer was forced to concede 


It was very remarkable—very, indeed ! 

The obvious air of ineffable joy, 

Of limitless pleasure that nothing could cloy ; 
The snatches of song from the heart that expands ; 
The wild, irrepressible shaking of hands! 


The gay interjections delivered in hosts ; 


The clinking of glasses, the drinking of toasts ; 


The shouting, without any adequate ends ; 


The general treating of neighbours and friends ! 


The jubilee dances of persons on walks 
In places where sober propriety stalks ; 


The purposeless punning, the meaningless jokes ; 
The widespread indulgence in twopenny smokes! 


All this and a myriad parallel swerves 


Krom custom, impelling the man who observes, 


With reeling impressions and pivoting sense, 


‘To tender the dazed interrogative ‘‘ Whence?” 
Why Jones, who had never been seen on a trip, 


Should take the whole family off for a dip 
(Discarding his club so enticing and snug), 
And regally purchase the baby a mug ; 


Why ever the duke (to begin at the top) 


Should suddenly, traversing Kegent Street, stop, 


Kegardless of lowly observers about, 
And fling up his legs with a boisterous shout ! 


Why ever the bishop—a marvellous sight— 
Should throw up his mitre and scream with delight, 
And gather his robes in a bundle, and go 
And dance through the whole of his diocese so! 


Why ever the manager, smiling and bland, 


Should grasp the Lord Chamberlain thrice by the hand, 


And warmly declare he was holding the paw 
Of the jolliest fellow that ever he saw! 


Whatever could cause, in that marvellous style, 


The humorous writer and artist to smile ; 


And Gladstone to chuckle with pleasure at chaft ; 


And folks with Hibernian tenants to laugh ! 


Ye fancied the nation, for good and for all, 
Depressed by the butcher's detestable thrall, 


And mulcted and crushed that the latter may gain, 
Had banishéd laughter, and wallowed in pain? 


But once, an it please you, the shock has recoiled— 
The butcher is cheated—the spoiler is spoiled, 


And that is the cause of the spirits that flow. 
Just look at this comforting cutting below :— 


‘* Guildhall, —Extensive Meat Robberies.—]ames Williams, of no 
mmitted for trial for obtaining goods to the value 
lealers in the Metrop: 
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| each Ilouse to cleal vit Bills pass by ze ozzare ze last Session. 





| and zey have tell him ‘‘ Not in zose boots!” 
| mates. 





tan Meat | 







THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


OO much conundrum make 
von desire jump on ze con- 
undrum-mare,” ze Lor 
Chancellor say to me on 
Fridays, in ze salon a diner; 
*‘and zat ze Lords have 
do nozzink but demand 
zem apropos of British 
possessions abroad, Egypt, 
ze Volunteers, ¢¢ d'autres 
choses.” 

Vill ze House permit 

. Mr, Bradlaugh spik at ze 

4 Bar? I say, ** Que oui! 

Mr. Spikare, for I alvays 

spik to ze charmante young 

lady whose fingare I 

esqveeze ven she hand my 

change.” Mais is me 
disent, zey mean ze Bar of 
ze House. Mr. Bradlaugh, 
like your Otello, deliver 

_ his tale unvarnished. Mr. 

MB, . Labouchere move ze pre- 

vious qvestion, mais c’es/ 

perdu, 271 to 165. 
Monday.—Milor Balfour (ze lord so stout, zey call him Burleigh) vant 
Milors 









ane 
DUNRAVENT 





VN THE po Ver L~ ; 
SUNDANV e V7, 


OPENING OF 


ZA MUSEUMSH 


















sit on Lord Balfour, and he vitdraw his motion, 

In ze Commons Mr. Fawcett say his parcel post vill begin on ze First 
of August. Quel donheur ! 1 sall zen send my vashing and remove my 
furniture far /a poste. Mr. O'Donnell desire know vy um avocat /ndien 
have been chuck out of court because he have not on ze proper shoe, 
Ve go into Navy Esti- 
Some Membare complain of ze cost, but I tell him du course 
ze monnaie go ver guick over ze Fleet, 

Tuesday.—Milor Dunraven vant to open your museums and your 
beautiful galleries of art on Sunday; @ present zare is only ze public 
house. Milors Shaftesbury and Cairns vill shut up ze galleries, but zey 
cannot shut up Milors Dunraven and Cowper. Ze motion is lost—67 to 
g!. Cependant, ze museums vill be open tree days a veek at night. 

In ze Commons Mr. Lewis is alarm in case Mr. Bradlaugh come down 
on ze Ilouse par force majeure. Mr. Collings discuss ze sale of ze four 
shores of Southport, sans doute c’est une ile, Mr. Stanhope sink India 
have been going it, zat she must leavejoff going it, and reduce her expen- 
diture. Zare are lot of peoples like India. Zare is debate, vich is 
adjourn, 

Vennisday.—Sir Lawson tell Mr. Varton Varton nuisance he is to 
block ze Bills like your donkey-barrow in front of four-in-ze-hand. Mr. 
Dixon- Hartland is concern for ze safety of ze ¢hédtres. Malheureusement! 
his Bill is lost. M, Broadhurst bring in his Bill to mend the Factory 
Act, ze vich I comprehend is not satisfactory. He show us how ze 
young ladies in ze Pays Noir hit on ze head ze right nail. J/ais, c’est 
perdu, his Bill. 








The International Fisheries Bxhibition. 


NATURALLY the Prince of W(H)ALEsS was the proper person to open the 
International Fisheries Exhibition on Saturday. The interest our Royal 
Family have shown in the venture has had much to do with the success 
of this scheme—for successful it undoubtedly is. Not being scientific, 
we will not attempt a detailed criticism of the contents of the show. 
Somebody or other once said he had no gratitude to scientific people 
who informed him that human food was chiefly composed of gas, glue, 
&c. He likewise loved not the man who harped perpetually on the 
fact of horrid animalcule being always found in water: one may know 
too much. We do not even feel sure that the long-snouted pipe-fish 
exhibited in the aquaria here might not be rightly dubbed smoked pipe- 
fish, and certainly don’t care. The model lent by H.R.H. the Princess 
of Wales of two smacks passing on opposite tacks alone is worth the 
admission money to see. When we say that Juan Fernandez (Robinson 
Crusoe’s island) is even represented here, it is fair to assume the world 
has been pretty well ransacked for specimens of everything connected 
with fisheries by the executive committee. 





Mr. CHAS. JAS. JESSEL, son of the late Master of the Rolls, who is 
about to be made a baronet, was the tallest man but one at Oxford. 
No wonder it was thought necessary for him to be thus /#g4/y honoured. 
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THE SEARCH. 











sé 


Stay, said the Poet _ pause on your headlong way, and observe the beauties of Nature.’ ** Not so,” said the Pilgrim ; ‘for I stay not until I find The Most 
Beautiful Spot in Nature, there to plant my standard.” 
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“Stay,” said the Brick-and-Timber Merchant; “ pause and pay my bill tor materials.” But the Pilgrim passed onward in search of beauty. stay,” said the 
Tenant; ‘‘shore up the new speculative villa I rent; pay my doctor’s bill for rheumatic fever and typhoid.” But he Pilgrim passed onward in search of beauty. 
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A Dis-tress-ing Ditty. 


“‘I¢ is announced in a public print that Osc——” (Here the MS. 
seems b as with tears.—Ebp.] 


’*T was lately rumoured that—but no! 
Why suddenly give rise to woe? 

’T will soften the heartrending blow 
To break it gently—see below. 


——EEy 


Go to! ye paltry ones, who prate 
Concerning the affairs of State ; 

These are but trivial themes when Fate 
Decrees a matter which—but wait ! 


Avaunt ! ye folks who day by day 

Are shocked at dynamite display ; 

That is a topic blithe and gay 
Compared to one which now—but stay ! 


Ah! he who humbly woos the Muse, 
Implores you, readers, not to choose 
This dreadful time for merry views ; 
No, be prepared for startling news! 


And ye who think, now Whit-tide’s here, 
At scenes of pleasure to appear, 

Go shed instead the silent tear 

For one whom all the world holds dear. 


Alas! the news you ’ll ne’er forget, 

’T will fill you with intense regret ; 
Your cheeks with tear-drops will be wet 
When you are told—but no—not yet ! 


I know the words that I shall write 
Will fill your bosoms with affright, 
'T will all the pangs of woe excite, 
And turn e’en raven tresses white. 


This tear-bedewed MS. will bring 

To all (alack !) sharp sorrow’s sting ; 
All joy will from the world take wing, 
And men will weep—like anything ! 








CAUTION. 
Syuire.—"* WHERE ARE YE GOIN’ WID THE PIG, Pat?” 


Syuire.—** Woy NOT?” 


HIM ALONG ANYHOW.” 


Pat.—‘* AH! THAT'S JUST WHAT I CAN’T TELL, YER HONNER,” 


Fat,—** Sure THe BASTR ’UD HRAR ME! I1’S HARRD WORK GITTIN’ 


And lo! this news that brings us care, 
And looses misery from its lair, 

Yea, fills all hearts with dread despair, 
Is—Oscar Wilde has cut his hair ! 











A GOOD NAME FOR A ‘*PrRooFr” READER,—Correctacus. 








An R.A. R-A-ngement. 
Nor py Hook, NoR By CROOK, 


ONE portrait now at the R.A. 

Your close attention will repay ; 

The subject your respect will claim, 

’T is J. C. Hook, of seascape fame, 

It is but natural to opine 

That Hook is somewhere near the “line,” 
And if it e’en be in a nook, 

Full many an eye will seek that Hook, 





In the Swim, 


It is said that in Mr. Swinburne’s forthcoming new volume of poems 
several of the chief rondels will describe a swimming expedition in the 
Channel Islands, ‘The publisher will doubtless find it a good stroke of 
business to float the book; it is sure to go off swimmingly, and it may 
happen that the poet will be presented with the Order of the Bath. We 
presume that one of the poems will be entitled ‘‘ Go, diver.”’ 





FUN’S FUNNY BOOFES. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 18. 24d. 


ww wey ewww 


FUN’S COMICAL CREATURES,—comic PpicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


“In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of very 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—Weehkly Dispaks. 


FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


** It is replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Doncaster Gazette. 


FUN ON THE SANDS,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


For the road, rail, and river. 


THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comMic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
** Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes.” —Sfortsma”- 


J. F. SULLIVAN’S WORKS. Boards, 2s. 6d. ; post-/ree, 35. each. 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 


AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


“However unny or grotesque Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always a serious purpose 
in them, and we close his book wiser, if not sadder, from its perusal."—Grafphic. 


THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches 
INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 
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FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








idake writing a luxury and delight. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE revival of Zhe 
Danischeffs at the 
Court is done with 
the care, complete- 
ness, and finish cha- 
racteristic of the ma- 
nagement. The piece 
itself is somewhat 
out of the ordinary 
groove, and there is 
a refreshing interest 
in the novelty of its 
main idea; though, 
I understand from a 
contemporary, that, 
like a few otherthings 
‘‘under the sun,” it 
is not absolutely no- 
vel, having been 

worked out (though, I venture to think, in a far less exalted strain) in 

an old piece called 7he Sledge Driver. Mr. Clayton resumes the véle of 
the high-minded and self-sacrificing Osip, and plays it with a quiet truth 
that is very effective. The cast isa very strong one throughout, and except 
that Miss Moodie is wanting in variety—decidedly monotonous, in fact— 

in the first act, there is little fault to be found withit. Mr. Conwayis a 

handsome, chivalrous Vladimir, and displays some very sound actiny ; 

quite rising to the strength of the situation at the close of the second 
act, and proving conclusively that there is some depth, after all, to be 
found under the still waters that flow through modern comedy. 





Pur Covrr. 


Too many (Danis)ciie Ol 
THE Brorn, 


The part of Anna does not afford opportunities for any great display 
of talent, but Miss a _ 
Marion Terry made 
the most of the wild 
grief and despair of 
the girl forced to 
marry against her 
will, and of the quict 
hopelessness of later 
scenes; Mr. Arthur 
Cecil was a most 
amusing Taldé; and 
Miss Carlotta Addi- 
son a well-bre«| Prin- 
cess. Mr. Mackin- 
tosh’s little bit of cha- 
racter as the Prince 

a striking feature 
inat must bynomeans 
be passed over— it is 
}a marvel of unobtru- 
sive truth. The part is entirely subordinate, and Mr. Mackintosh never 
| takes it cut of its place; but the unsteady head, the undecided mouth, 
and the wandering eye of the man forgetful with age, are reproduced 
with a fidelity which fixes attention at once, and stamps it asatranscript 
froin nature, 





lug Covurr.—ANNA objects T@ be MatrRaD—RATHER 


ANNA-MATED Sca@nyr. 





The piece is excellently put on the stage, and anybody who is fond of 
good music well played should not go out between the acts. 





Madame Louise Reichner, who appeared as the heroine of 7%! an 
fas-t-n at 

Gaiety 
ince recent- 
ly, would 
have been 
better  ad- 
vised had 
she selected 
some part 
more suited 
to her 
powers and 
appearance 
in making 
her first bow 
toa London 
idience as 


ress. 








,’ } t \ I 











physically, nor did the performance otherwise rise much above the level 
of what might be expected from an ordinarily clever amateur; her voice 
was ill-managed and frequently inaudible, and altogether, taking into 
consideration her very fair rendering both of the curse scene from /z- 
borah and Foan of Arc’s Farewell, i should be sorry to judge Madame 
Reichner’s powers from this one exhibition of their use. The house was 
crammed and applause was copious and frequent; but I could not help 
regarding it, rightly or wrongly, as the reckless and satirical outlet of 
weariness, particularly when 
two indifferently well ren- 
dered songs were encored. 
The programme cynically 
announced ‘‘ Carriages cav 
be ordered at 5.15 ”—the 
italics are mine—the per- 
formance concluded about 
an hour later. 





Two novelties were pro- 
duced at the East-end on 
Whit Monday,—Mr. Paul 
Meritt’s thrilling and excel- 
lently constructed drama, 
The Hidden Million, at the 
Surrey—which I hope to 








WHAT SERE-E 


(une Court.—Poor Serres! 


treat of anon—and 7z%e An- INGS ARE THEIRS! WHAT HAVE THEY LONE 
chor’s Weiched, “*a nautical TO BR PUT INTO THE SHORT FROCK AN! 
oe” KNICKERBOCKER OF YOUTH? 


drama” by Mr, T. P. Tay- 
lor, at the Standard. The 
latter contains a bustling succession of ‘‘hairbreadth ’scapes,” comic 


scenes, and desperate villanies, worked up with some ingenuity and | 
stage-tact, and as the hero turns sailor and several of his messmates | 
come upon the stage (one of whom gives a rather feeble rendering of 
‘‘The Anchor’s Weighed ”), I suppose its title to be called ‘‘ nautical” 
is sufficiently established. Heroic Virtue is represented with heartiness | 
and not a little ability by Mr. E. Coveny, Virtue in Distress finds in Miss 
Kate Carlyon a pretty and sufficiently skilful exponent, Mr. Leathes 
gives full colour to Uncompromising Villany, Mr. Charles Steyne is in- | 
defatigable as Comic Villany, and Comic Virtue fares well in the hands 
of Mr. Montague ; but the piece is not a pantomime, as you might think | 
from my way of putting it, | 





I ‘‘assisted” a few mornings ago at an introductory entertainment | 
given by Mr. Charles Du Val at St. James’s Hall. Mr. Du Val, who} 
has had exciting times in his day (having amongst other things served | 
as a Carbineer in the Transvaal War during the investment of Pretoria), | 
is an entertainer of the Maccabe type; he delineates very much the same | 
round of characters—the showman, the belle, the swell proud of his | 
‘*whiskaws,” and so on—and on the whole scarcely so well as his pre- 
cecessor; there are points, however, both of originality of conception 
and excellence of delineation about Mr. Du Val’s entertainment, for | 
which he is entitled to full credit. His by-playas ‘‘ the belle” is pretty | 
well perfect, the scientific lecture is extremely amusing, the demureness | 
of the ‘‘ professor”’ being well kept up; the ** Vocal Picture of a Steeple- 
chase” was so good that I could hardly keep Trophonius (who was with 
me) in his seat; his brogue 
is capital as the Irish school- 
master; but the cleverest, I 
think, and most original 
item of the programme is 
the ‘* Speaking Likenesses ’ 
scene in the artist's studio, 
in which Mr. I)uVal’s con 
siderable powers of humour 
and mimicry come out in full 
force. 


On the 15th inst. Miss 
Cowen gave one of her dra- 
matic recitals at the Steinway 
Hall, when her known gifts 
of both pathos ard humour Te Covrr. 
were effectively displayed in 
a programme somewhat more 
interesting and varied than is usually met with in entertainm u 
class. Miss Cowen was assisted by Mr. Arthur Lewis, two of her pup!s 
(Misses Alice Cru:t nden and Nellie Haas), and vocalists. A feature) 
is the introduction of a dramatic sketch, ent 





‘THE PRINCR#SS FINDS THE 9! 
A LITTLE SkELF-SERFICIEN 


ents of this 


= 
tied } 


of the programme ' . ' 

Mavic Flowers, vy Mr. R. E. Francillon. On the evening of Junet 

Sth a more extensive entertainment will be given by Miss Cowen ar 
ryupils at the St. George’s Hall. 
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RACE-Y. 


Bystander (listening to Burnt Cork Comedians ).—‘' WHAT A STRANGE HAT OUR ME&LODIOUS MINSTREL WEARS!” 
His Friend.—“*IT 1s HANDY ENOUGH TO COLLECT THE MONRY IN, I DARRESAY.” 
Bystander.—‘* Yas; BOT A HANDI-CAP WOULD BE MORE SUITABLE AT RACING-TIME.” 











OUR EXTRA-SPECIAL AND THE RUSSIAN 
WAX-WORKS. 


I HAVE always believed in wax-works, Sir—in fact, I do not exactly 
see how ‘wax ”-works can ever be on the ‘‘ wane,” unless in a purely 
vehicular sense, when they are being taken about the country on a waggon 
—and when I heard that Madame Neuwald’s had arrived, I at once sent 
off my photograph to the Aquarium with a few personal anatomical 
Statistics, arrived at by following the rules of self-measurement issued by 
the ready-made tailors, so that there might be no delay in case Madame 
wished to advertise an ‘‘ Extra-Special’’ attraction to open with. 

3ut I suppose she was not in a ‘“‘ melting mood” when my letter 


| reached her. At all events, I have not been ‘‘tableaued”’ yet, though 





I feel sure that the best way to keep up the popularity of wax ‘‘ figs.” 
is to give them a ‘‘currant” interest of their own. 

Though somewhat disappointed, then, at not myself ‘* figuring ” in the 
exhibition, I nevertheless visited it without prejudice, and the only fault 
I have to find with some of its groups is that their interest is of a general 
rather than a special character. If I were Madame I should take the 
trouble to correct this at once, and, as she will see, itcan be most simply 
done, The great and sanguinary tableau representing the ‘‘ Massacre of 
Jews at Balti” is, for example, scarcely local enough for the Westminster 
Aquarium, What could be more easy than to borrow the spare brass 
instruments of the Aquarium band, rig up a few cheap banners, dress up 


| some of the Jews in War Cry bonnets three days a week—say Mondays, 


Wednesdays, and Fridays—and ticket the group ‘‘ The Salvation Army 
Enjoying a Hallelujah Tea-Fight”? and on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and 
Saturdays, by merely exchanging the Salvation ‘‘properties” for brimless 
felt hats, dhudeens, whisky-bottles, and a few green umbrellas, the 
tableau might be metamorphosed into a realistic representation of *‘ How 
they used to Collect the ‘ Rint’ in Ould Oireland.” 

Again, Sir, graphically as ‘‘ The Shipwrecked Mariner ” is modelled, 
lam sure he would come home more to the public’s hearts, so to speak, 
were Madame Neuwald to provide him with an ulster and a stylographic 


pen, and label him ‘‘ A SEAFARER engaged in Writing Nautical ‘Copy’ 
for the Daily Telegraph.” 

** The Savage Chieftain Awaiting his knemies,’’ too (Tableau No, 40), 
only needs to be arranged in a *‘ Blackford” suit, to have his feathers 
plucked, and a curtain-pole rigged up for his hands to rest upon, to be 
transformed into a most striking representation of ‘‘ Mr. Bradlaugh at 
the Bar of the House,’”’ which I daresay they would run excursion 
trains from the Radical strongholds to gaze upon, especially if Madame 
saw well to go to the expense of fitting Mr. b. with a clockwork stomach 
and ‘‘ practicable ”’ right arm. 

If she wished to avoid politics, however, the *f Savaye Chieftain” could 
be toned down into a Dillingsgate Bummaree waylaying the Committee 
of the Fisheries Exhibition, with an equally little expenditure of pains, 

I cannot but regret that the ‘‘ Double-Headed Nightingale’ (Tableau 
No. 14) was not draped in a sheet, provided with a couple of property 
gilt lyres, and put prominently forward as ‘‘ An Allegorical Kealization 
of the Hoped-for Fusion of the Koyal Academy of Music and the Koyal 
College of ditto.” Why, such a happy thought as this might have 
settled the whole business, and brought I’rofessor G. A. Macfarren on the 
neck of Sir G. Grove! Perhaps it isn't too Jate even now, Sir. 

I do not mean to go through the entire collection, though it is impos- 
sible for me not to notice the lack of enterprise which has failed to put 
a brass helmet on ‘‘ Frederick the Great,” and label him as ‘' Col, Fred. 
Lurnaby.”” What a chance has been lost, too, with the ‘* Mechanical 
Acrobat,” which, with a slight alteration of the cog-wheels, and the ad- 
dition of an eye-glass, an ironical smile, a frock-coat, and a few other 
such items, would have made such a splendid ‘‘ Mr. Plimsoll Dancing a 
Pas Seul before the Mace!” 

jut enough! My suggestions, if taken in the spirit in which they are 
offered (which is not a ‘trum ” spirit, I may add), cannot but lead to a 
general and perhaps daily revision of the interesting collection. ‘| igu- 
rative’”’ groups will then have realistic meanings, and the Aquarium 
Annexe will be peopled with a ‘‘ waxy-nation,” so to speak, which is 
certain ‘‘to take,” whatever ‘‘ waxen-haters”’ may say to the contrary. 
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JUSTIFIABLE SUSPICIONS. 
PROLOGOE, 


Our Friznp TorrPo.e. No, there’s not one of these that suits me, 


They 're all right in the brim, and they’re nice and light, but I seem to 
require a taller one than 


any of these; say about 
an inch tal——But why 
do you start thus? Yes, 
you ll have to make me 
one—about an_ inch 
taller, then there’ll be 
room for my handker- 
chief, which I generally 
carry in my ha——But 
tell me, why—w/y do 
you thus start and turn 
deadly pale, and eye me 
with this cruel suspicion, 
and whisper to your shop- 
boy to fetch a detective? 
But no matter, I will call 
for the article this day 
week; and look here, 
by the way, just fix one 
of those little circular 
mirrors inside the crown; so useful, you know, when you want to touch 
up before entering a ball-room, and so on. There! WHY this start 
of wild alarm? Lut no matter; you are unwell. Good day. 
* * * 7 . 





CONSEQUENCES. 


Wicacins. Yes, awfully nice fellow, Toffpole. Glad 4e’s going to 
dine with us. Bosom friend of mine—— 

PiGGins. Mine too; trust him most implicitly in anything. Never 
met a man in whom I'd place more implicit conf———Let’s see ; we are 
to meet him here. Ah! there he comes; and if he basn’t got on a new 
h—— Wiggins ! 

WicGGins. Why this sudden and gruesome uneasiness? I scehe’s got 
on a new h——Piggins } 

PiGGiINns. You also turn deadly pale, and tremble. las it struck you 
that it is a very tall one? 

WicGins. It has. Were you impressed with the unusual height 
of-——? 


— {Piggins! | He takes it off tocool his brow; and within it 


| Wiggins !§ lies a handkerchief. See! Ile isabout to with- 
| Piggins! | I--a—I've a sudden engagement at—with—-by 


draw it! | Wiggins !{ —from—— [ 7aey fire. 


Enter TOrFPOLE, 

Torrro.e, Ifa! there are Wiggins and Piggins, my bosom friends. 
But they tlee! They must be eluding justice; I shall have to dine 
without them, . . ” 

ATTENDANT, Leave your hat here, sir, please. Gentlemen are gene- 
rally expected to leave their h 

Torrroie. I yield—yet why does this shudder rack you from head to 
foot, and why do your knees thus refuse their wonted support? I repeat 
I will leave it under your care; yet you motion me away—you refuse 
to touch it. But see, I leave it on the table. Ila! What madness 
seizes him? Ile whispers agitatedly to the other attendants, who glare 
wildly at me, then fly from the building. No matter, I will ascend and 
dine. * ° 7 

WiGcins. Piggins, I fancy we may safely stay our flight, for full 
three good miles separate us from him. But how sad a thought that Ze 
—the virtuous and steady Toffpole—should have joined himself to so 
murderous a business! 

PicGins, Yet can no doubt exist of it. Let us give information to the 
police. ° ° . 

TorrroLe, Ha! While yet I toy with my soup a hand is laid upon 
my shoulder. Horror! I am arrested—yet for what? llow say ye, 
ofcer? ‘*A Fenian”? Oh, #e, NO! Unsay your cruel words, for 
indeed, what evidence of my iniqui——-What is this newspaper 
cutting that ye hold before me? Let me read :—** Tue Latest IN. 
FERNAL MACHINE is a high silk hat, containing over a quart of nitro- 
glycerine. <A mirror conceals the contents of the hat, and the removal 
of a handkerchief starts the machine.”’ I see it a// / Oh, shame,-that 
I should have come to this! I cast myself off forever! Ha! Help! 
Murder! The hat detonates Confound it, my dear! you 've spoilt 
my nap opening that new opera-hat of mine. Precious pop the thing 
makes! Capital springs, by Jove! 





SHAKESIPRARIAN MOTTO FOR THE ACADEMY CATALOGOUE.—“ Look 





DITTIHS OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Series. No. 47.—A Sonc oF A Porucar HOovipay. 
Air—‘‘ Captain Pump-Water's Recrut’s.’ 
Tue blue ribbon of the Derby is a-colouring our views, 
And there’s no one cares a bit about the ordinary news; 
The whole of the community has gone into the blews 
Like a great big blue-ribbon army. 
There ’s the banker and the brewer and the Tory and the Rad, 
There’s the bishop and the duke, and there’s the lady and the lad, 
There’s the coster and the copper and the masher and the cad, 
In this blue-blue-blue-ribbon army. 
So—thr-r-r-r-r-um! (cadenza). 
Blues-blues-blues never hear the news, and never read not no papers, 
Come out of that, now, Taffy and Pat and Sandy, and kick up your capers; 
And you, John Bull, of the fun you're full, so come to the Downs so baymy, 
Come along, John, and the pot put on, in the blue-blue-blue-ribbon army. 


’ 














You may fuss about a foreshore and a market meant for fish, 
Of the ‘‘lick” of that false prophet and the Fisher's Exhibish : 
How Irving seeks America, and Switzerland says ‘‘ Pish!”’ 
To the beautiful Salvation Army. 
IIlow sausage-making SHAW the law at last has caught—and binds— 
How Lord Ripon—vaccination—dullards girding at one finds ; 
But you ’ve little chance to penetrate the occupated minds 
Of the blue-blue-blue-ribbon army. 
Blues-blues-blues never hear the news of Sheridan, Walsh, or Tynan, 
Though you propose on Sunday to close and think the dodge a fine ’un, 
And swear they are to crown the Czar, their state of mind is carmy ; 
So come along, John, and the pot put on, and »crutt in this blue- 
ribbon army. 








FoR insulting the Prince of Wales by calling out ‘*‘ Down with the 
Royal Family!’ Charles Lambert has been fined forty shillings, or in 
default one month’s imprisonment, Mr. Vaughan leniently regarding the 
misdemeanour as a drunken freak. As the affair occurred at the termina- 
tion of the Koyce benefit, the magistrate assumed the man was a 
R yealerv er, 

NOTWI1HSTANDING the heavy wet on Whit Monday evening, which 
must have driven many holidaymakers into the public houses for 
shelter, the police court charges on the following day were lighter than 
ever this year. This looks as if Sir Wilfrid’s Local Hop-shun movement 
has made some 77a//eration for the better. 





AT the forthcoming coronation of the Czar it is stated ‘‘ There is to 
be free dining and free drinking, the latter being provided for by 
50,000 casks of beer. Every person is to be provided with a stoneware 
mug, and to be allowed to draw from the nearest barrel as often as he 
likes.” Possibly, it is hoped that the Nihilists will get drunk and in- 
capable—of treachery. 


_ THE ‘‘rising of the House” for Derby Day is what Sir Wilfrid would 
like to make stringent Laws-on. But doubtless the Attorney-General, 
and many another Law’'s-son, do not agree with him. 

A“ SUE/-SIDE-AL” PoLicy,—Cutting a second Suez Canal by the 
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RIDING THBIR HOBBIBS. 
(See Cartoon. 


THE Epsom Derby’s but a type 
Of what is constantly occurring 
In public life, when things are ri de 


secoming questions dubb’d as “stirring 


And men, who thus get widely known, 
Adopt those questions as their own, 
And do the needful spurring. 


For instance, see in Parliament 
The course kept by official Bobbies ; 
Jockeys, each cause to represent, 
Prance by on self-selected hobbies ; 


Flog them along from head to tail, 
Rush past the post, and go to scale 
In the division lobbies. 


And outside Parliament as well 
We’ve riders with familiar faces, 

Who often run for stakes pell-mell 
At very many sorts of paces ; 

And sportsmen are at liberty 

To give the odds, and prophesy 
The winners of the races. 


By 
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THE SONG OF ST. STEPHEN'S. 


We ’re Members of Parliament sent 
To St. Stephen’s some work to do; 
To the people we vowed we meant 
Our measures should not be few. 
Our promises we ’ve forgot, 
And their hopes we nightly balk, 
For time for work we ’ve not, 
But only for talk, talk, talk ; 
So we chatter and froth and fuss, 
As if for that we were sent, 
As if talk were the work for us, 
We Members of Parliament. 


Some ugly times we ’ve reached ; 
Of that we can’t lose sight ; 
Of change by explosives preached, 
And reform by dynamite. 
And Communist ways have crossed 
The Channel, and here they ’Il stay, 
And the people’s wants will be forced 
To the front in a nasty way. 
But we only chatter and fuss, 
As if all were peace and content, 
As if talk were the work for us, 
We Members of Parliament. 


The Bills that we're asked to pass 

We own are but poor and small, 
Patent-Reform and that class, 

Scarce more than nothing at all ; 
Even these we ’re hardly sure 

By our leaders will not be dropped, 
If our flux of speech we can't cure 

And Churchill’s babble be stopped. 
But to all the chatter and fuss 

We've all of us some froth lent, 
For talking is work with us, 

We Members of Parliament. 


Some growls we ’re beginning to hear, 
And the dangerous classes, fast 
Losing faith in our use, we fear, 
Give us up in despair at last ; 
And to own the truth, ’tis true 
We fear that we're useless quite, 
That little and less we’ll do 
The people to raise and right. 
For we're fogged in chatter and fuss, 
Till with that we ‘re quite content, 
Till talking is work with us, 
We Members of Parliament. 
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GOING 


I doubt if you 
truthfully ga- 
ther my mean- 
ing. 

The turf that is 

downy’s the 

turf that is 

‘6 hossy,” 

The summer 

who ’s gay is 

the summer so 
iT 7 dossy ” 

Who tots up his 

winnings from 

every comer, 

The maiden 

who’s winning 

is winning her 
bets !) 





And winnin 
(But, thou 


u 


OWN BV RAIL. 





be smoked) ; listen, my festive bo 
and in the winning vein ! 


TURF CUTTINGS._THE DERBY AND THE OAKS. 
To THE EDITOR oF * Fun,” 
IR,—The rolling years go on—and it 


is because they are rolling years that 
In course of time they ‘‘ come round,” 
I suppose—the rolling years go on, I 
say, and each one brings its Derby in 
its train—a down train, of course, an 
Epsom Down train—and each Derby 
brings the Old Man’s tip; asuccess now 
and proudly admitted, a failure anon 


and cheerfully, 


nay, 


ostentatious- 


ly, denied, but in any case a tip. 
The Prophet’s preparations (which 
are mot patent medicines), shadowed 
forth last week, have received addi- 
tions and continuations, which latter 
are very well, though a little tight 
about the knees, and the Old Man is 
all ‘‘ready.” His purse is mot, unfor- 


tunately, but he hopes by perseverance and honest toil (he will get as 
many pigeons and greenhorns into his 
ly manage in the time) to recti 
conclusion of Epsom’s Sum 


honest toil as he can convenient- 
fy that mistake of Fortune’s long ere the 
mer 


Meeting. First, however, for those 


My Derpy Tip. 


knowing and noble sportsmen, the Prophet’s backers (and may they never 
ys, to Trophonius on the high horse 


Oh, downy’s the turf! and oh, gay is the summer ! 
1g the sweetest of maidenly pets ! 
gh it is not very hard in the gleaning, 





TAKING THE ‘T1\18— ‘ TAKEN AND O! 


Oh, downy’s the turf! and oh, gay—I repeat it— 
The summer, and winning the maiden; but see, 
The Prophet is downier, gayer—complete it-— 
And soon he’ll be winninger, far, than the three. 


For wit has the Prophet (with wisdom to flavour it), 
Long has he known it exceedingly well, 
While Ladislas holds out attractions to many, 


While Goldfield is backed to the ultimate penny, 
While Highland Chief’s claim, more than like it have tasted, 
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While Energy 
proves itself 
thoroughly 
wasted, 

The Prophet, 
for once, will 
go xc for 
the favourite— 

Galliard, 
Prince, and 
the gay Beau 
Brummel. 


There, Sir, 
that’s as 


straight a tip 


as ever was 


fashioned, let grumblers say what they will; it’s only to be equalled for 
straightness by this :— 
My Tip For THE OAKS. 


Believe the Prophet when he says 


He hasn’t slept for many days— 











Or stay, to put the thing to rights, 
He hasn't slept for meat ni, is 

The Prophet is—think not he jokes — 
Extremely puzzled with the Oaks ; 
For mares or women, friend or foe, 
Are “‘kittle cattle,” as you know. 


Now, Lovely is the first I spot, 
But who shall cut the fatal knot? 

For Lovely she > 
is not to me, ¢ hye. = ee 

So what care I * pancneis wor ( . Y 
how fair she Ro haar S 
be? ey ) 

And _ Rookery 
one’s goose 
must cook, 

Associated with 
a rook ; 

Come weal, 
come woe, of 
all I scan 

I give the 
palm to Mali- 
bran. 








THe Previminary CANTAUR. 


Well, Sir, I can’t say those preparations of mine, in spite of their 
having advanced, are half so satisfactory as I could desire, and I cannot 
but attribute the smallness and few-and-far-betweenness of the subs, to 
the nasty way you must have, I’m sure, of calling me names behind my 
back, well knowing that I shouldn’t see them there—not that I should 
exactly ‘‘see’’ them either, I daresay, if you said them to my face; and 
I do think it’s hard on a contributor who's always done his best for you, 
and if you’re a man I shall be happy to take off my coat, old as it is— 
I mean, old as I am—and have it out with you behind the grand stand. 
So till we meet on the course, I am yours, &c., 

TROPHONIUS, 

P.S.—If we were to work it so that you took half of all the subscrip- 
tions I get, would you leave off calling names then? 

P.S. 2.—Do you know any one who’s going down on a drag with a 
luncheon basket they'd like taken care of while they stroll round ? 








The Bulldog Olub Show. 


LUCKILY tastes differ in this world. Some people revel in shaven 
chins, others take pride in the length of their beards. Confucius, John 
Stuart Mill, or somebody, once remarked that any person desirous of 
obtaining a sample of genuine unadulterated contempt, should interview 
a barber whose favourite customer had given up shaving, and ask his 
opinion about this client. in the matter of dogs, certain parties love 
brawny bulldogs, while, on the other hand, many doat on silky King 
Charles spaniels and toy terriers. Touching bulldogs, suppose some 
rash being suggested to Mr. Joe Hadley that these animals are nasty 
ugly brutes, possessing a wretchedly small amount of intelligence, and 
hinted at the same time that their pluck is frequently overrated, then 
we imagine this well-known breeder might treat the venturesome y 
with—well, something stronger than unadulterated contempt. ose 
whose discernment enab'es them to appreciate bulldogs had a good 
chance of seeing them in form at the Club Show held at Humphrey's 
Hall last week. Mr. S. Smith's Gamester, which took first prize in 
Class I., is a remarkably fine specimen. Mr. G. Taylor's Surplice, in 
Class III., isa model dog. Mr. J. Burt's Goliath and Mr. Fore- 
man’s Big Ben, in Class VII., struck us with a kiad of awe. We hunted 
about for Rip Van Winkle, but could not find him; perhaps, like his 
vagrant namesake, he had snesked off unbeknown to get a glass that 
‘* doesn’t count.” Mr. George Blewitt’s Jumbo, who graced Class XI, 
is another terrible-looking animal. The show likewise boasted of a real 
live ‘‘ Fenian,” belonging to Mr. F, Frank, A ‘‘Quack-Quack, a 
by Mr. H. Ellis—‘*' Positive duck of a dog,” we heard a lady remark ; 
and a ‘*Troy,” whose proprietor, Mr. A. S. Drummond, we assume, 
may be Scotch, from his name, and from the fact that his ——— 
blinking with an air of haughty pride, upon a Scotch plaid. 
general mass of exhibits was more than fair average. 





A couPLe of chinese visitors created quite as much interest as an 
part of the show at the Fisheries Exhibition on Whit Monday. ** Loo 
ere!” we heard one gentleman remark, while he rae. the two 
ohnnie Chinamen standing at a refreshment bar, ‘* look ere, Sairey, 
blow me if they ain’t a-eating Bath buns! why, I thought as ‘ow they 
lived upon nuffin but birds’ nests.” Then after staring at the bun-eaters 
in an incredulous manner for a few minutes, the gentleman and Sairey 
subsided into a series of hoarse chuckles expressive of extreme delight. 


Truly the Britisher is easily amused, 
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A SURFEIT OF BNJOYMENT. 


Be circumstances grave or gay, 
Upon a certain date in May 

We go to Epsom on the heights, 
And we enjoy ourselves to rights. 


For, be we man, or be we beast, 
It doesn’t matter in the least ; 
Enjoyment there will even wait 
On objects quite inanima’e, 


But, let us profitably scan 

The joys procurable by man:— _ 
We ‘ve, first, the dust that will arise 
Along the road, and fill our eyes; 





And then the swearing of the chaps 
Who occupy colliding traps; 

And then the swindles by our friend 
The welsher at the other end; 


Or if we like to go by train, 

There is the crush to turn our brain, 
And elbows to improve our spine, 
And hours to wait upon the line, 


Or let it be supposed and said 

We are a horse—a thoroughbred ; 

We have to wrestle for a *‘ place,” 
And strain ourselves like mad to race: 


It’s ten to one in that affair 

We strain a sinew here or there; 
We're lame, as sure as eggs is eggs, 
And, like as not, we break our legs, 


Or, on that most delightful day, 

We are the Derby dog, we'll say: 
In such career what biisses blend ?— 
And kicked to pieces in the end! 


Or let ’s suppose upon the day 
In question we ‘re a one-horse shay ; 
We revel in a heap of things— 


We smash our shafts; we smash our springs ; 


To our career there comes a check— 
We're in the ditch, a total wreck ; 
It makes our pleasure more profound 
To think that all is wreck arouad, 





We view the soul with deep disgust 
That finds no joy in rows and dust; 
And for that grosser mind we blush 
The tne t wreckage, r vhs, and crush 


} 











A Bitter Blow! 


For the annual hippic contest which on Epsom Downs takes place 

I have backed a certain gee-gee to be foremost in the race ; 

’T is a horse that—well, suffice it that the prophets all declare 
That ’t is really the intention 
Of the animal I mention 

To rush gaily on to victory,—in fact, ’t will be ‘‘all there.” 

And so I rest in simple faith and confidence, forsooth, 

For I’ve heard that sporting prophets never fail to tell the truth. 


I have largely backed the animal, as prophets all advised, 
Though my kindred at my boldness say they ’re very much surprised. 
They tell me I’m a lunatic, and that I shall be ‘‘had ;” 

But they show, as they importune, 

That they ’re jealous of my fortune, 
And when that horse is Number One, with envy they ‘ll be mad ; 
So my glorious heaps of winnings I most anxiously expect, 
Full of faith in sporting prophets, who, I hear, are all correct. 


I admit I do not understand the sporting mode of speech, 

It has heights too lofty and sublime for me to hope to reach ; 

Those mysterious ret'rences to ‘‘ weights ’’—to ‘‘T and O” and ‘‘ T, 
Evade my comprehension, 
Though I’ve paid them strict attention, 

But with what these wise ones tell me I respectfully agree, 

For ’tis not for me to challenge any sportsman’s word or act, 

Because these sporting prophets, I am told, are so exact. 


Here ’s a busy crowd careering past the office of friend Fun, 
(Whose Prophet great TROPHONIUS is), to see which horse has won ; 
It is a mighty multitude, vociferous in tone, 

Raving, rushing, fuming, fighting, 

In a manner quite exciting. 
But why are they in doubt at all? They surely might have known 
Had they from a sporting prophet ta’en the—(what is it? the ‘‘tip’’?) 
For they tell me sporting prophets never make the slightest slip. 


Still, as they seem determined (and I cannot well get free), 
Methinks I will accompany them, my winner’s name to see. 
Of course, though, the proceeding isn’t needful in zy case, 

For I am certain that—good gracious ! 

Zs that telegram veracious ? 
It can’t be, for it doesn’t say my horse has won the race. 
Can those tipsters have deceived me, and have made me lose my cash? 
Are sporting prophets sometimes in their prophecies too rash? 








The First Derby ‘“‘as ever was.” 


Ir is rather more than a century since the Derby was established. 
Since then a good many ‘‘ centuries” have been lost over it, but that is 
neither here nor there, It is not true that the first Derby was a hoax, 
but it is a fact that the ‘‘ Oaks”’ was instituted just one year before the 
Derby. The ‘‘ Ladies’ Race,” therefore, is the premier in respect of 
age, but that is the only importance it claims over its big brother. La- 
dies of the equine persuasion and their races are very small potatoes 
compared with their lords; wherefore it is bad form to say or give place 
aux dames upon the turf. Lady horses may run for the Derby, and win 
it too if they can; and horsey ladies and others can look at the Derby 


| being run for, the same as a cat may look at a king, but they are voted 
| very much in the way; and most male parties who go to the Derby 


manage to do without ’em. 

The first Derby was a very tame, family party sort of affair. There 
were only nine runners, and, as every racing tyro knows, it was won by 
Sir Charles Bunbury’s Diomed. It is not, by the way, so well known 
that the winner's name gave rise to an expression that has since become 
very common, particularly among sportsmen. Some anxious speculator 
who had backed every horse in the race but one, according to the gene- 
ral practice with anxious speculators of that day, was inquiring after the 


| race what had won, He was very anxious, and he added to the ques- 


tion, with beating heart and bated breath, ‘‘Never say Die-omed.’’ But 
they did say it, plump and plain, and the A. S. dried up. 

It is not precisely known who invented the Darby, but it is a mistake 
to suppose that it originated with one Joan. Whoever invented it had 
probably no idea what it would swell to in the course of years, or what 
it would inflict upon the posterity of a century or two. There were no 
comic papers in those days, nor any sporting prophets, and no one then 
could have foreseen the plight of a comic writer, a hundred years or so 
thereafter, trying to do the Derby in a light, airy, and original style, or 
the throes and spasms of an inspired tipster casting wildly about him to 
spot the winner. We are not going to attempt anything of either kind 
ourselves; but we cannot refrain from saying that it is surely a great 
pity that when people invent Derbies and University Boat Races, and 
other public spectacles, they can't look ahead a little into the ages to 
come, and behold the trouble they are entailing upon future generations 
and the police, as well as the peril, from dynamitists and others, to which 
a great city like London is exposed by the temporary withdrawal from 
their beats of so many of its active and intelligent protectors. 
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WOULDN'T DO AT ALL! 
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“Hullo!” screamed the Metropolitan Fish-Ringer—{observe the fish-ring (an object of great value) on his finger)—‘‘ there's the London Poor off to that beastly 
Exhibition! Why, he'll learn everything—this will never do; he mustn't go!” “ Doturn aside and have a drink, old fellow!” wheedled the Fish-Ringer. 
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But it was in vain; the Poor got to that Exhibition. iar!’ said he to the 
** Lot of us here!” laughed the fish; ‘‘ why, the North Sea is ¢Aic& with us! 


‘‘ Don’t you go that way—there ‘s a mad lion on the road!” said the Fish-Ringer. 
fish, “wot alot of yer! Why, you can't ‘ave left any in the sea! 
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Cocoanuts (lo . 
VOR you, SiR! 




















My Batavian One. 


I PICKED her up, Matilda Jane, 

Where Epsom’s hill commands the plain ; 
Where nags compete for sovs. and cup, 

I say again I picked—her—up. 

She Jay—(the brain, recalling, reels !)— 
Beneath the racers’ very heels ; 

Nor groundless was her wild alarm— 

I grieve to say she lost an arm. 


With tender care (I teem with that) 

I bore her homeward in my hat, 
Rescued from death, yet sadly pale, 
And nestling in my verdant veil. 
‘*Pale” did I say? Too plainly speak 
Yon hectic dots on either cheek, 

While to the same conclusion points 
This creaky stiffness in the joints ! 


Matilda !—have a care, I beg !— 

You ’re pulling off—ahem !—a leg ; 

The peg ’s come out ; ’t would give her pain 
Too great to poke it in again? 

Oh, let me gaze, with parting sighs, 

Once more into those dotted eyes ; 

Now bear her hence, my heart’s desire, 
And use her, Jane, to light the fire. 








The Una-veiling Doll Trick! 


1 HERE’S something of the heathen kind 
At Derby-time, ’mongst foolish males, 

For by their veils and dolls we find 
I-doll-atry just then pre-veils! 





Two Bars’ Rest, 


‘¢Hi1! Three to one upon the field, bar two!” 
Bookmakers cry, when they would business do; 
But many a loser, looking rather blue, 











CONSTITOOSHINAL. 


LOOK AT YOUR CONSTITOOSHON ! 
EVER SINc# I WAS IN THE NOSSERY. 


Advocate of Teetotalism).— AM! IT’S ALL WERRY WELL Derby, for there they will see the ‘‘Blue Ribbon” of the 
I’VE BIN DALICUT Turf. 
I NEEDS A DROP NOW AN’ THEN!” THE chief playful sallies at Epsom are ‘‘ Aunt Sallies.”’ 





Full often feels inclined to say ‘‘ Bah!” too. 


TEMPERANCE advocates may conscientiously visit the 
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Fisheries |} 


during its more odoriferous period. 


st in the buildings. 


But though ‘* The Oleander 
He might have made it ‘‘ classic ’ 
Scene—Sestos ; 


‘On the Ecent,” 


THE variety of aromas wafted about in the different divisions of the 


R.A. R-A-ngements. 

A. TADEMA, whose classic fame we know, 

Selects a floral theme for this year’s show. 
Some say his picture hardly could be grander ; 


’ is its name, 
all the same. 
Hero crying, ‘‘Oh, Leander!" 


THe inexperienced donkey-rider often has three ** shies’ 


for a penny; and frequently strikes his ‘‘nut’’ in falling. 


<hibition are as diverse, though not so unpleasant, as those 
smells which used to permeate through the high-flavoured city of Cologne 
A season-ticket holder may never, 


but any one possessing 


**follow your 
likely to get 


even with the aid of plans, maps, or catalogues, be able to find his or 
her way about, with any degree of certainty ; 

keen olfactory sensibility, who works on the principle of 

no — after the first few visits to the exhibition, very unl 


(and more) 
Is it nut so? 


FUNS FUNNY BOOKS. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One titi each; post-free, 18. 244. 


FUN’ 8 COMICAL CREATURES. — COMIC oe eae RES ON EVERY PAGE. 


ome amu y prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score f very 
\uSsing we dcuts * from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset."—Weekly Dispatch’ 
FUN'S HOLIDAY BOOK. —< OMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
* 3 ts replete with wit 3 nour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Dencaster 
FUN ON THE SANDS. —COMIC PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
For the road, rail, and river 
THE ESSENCE OF FUN.—comic picTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
** Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes."”—S/o7 


—~ 


J. F. SULLIVAN’S WORKS. Boards, 2s. 64. ; post-free, 35. each. 
THE BRITISH WORKING MAN, by One who does not Believe in Him. 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


** However funny or grotesque Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always eri 
n them, and we close his book wi er, if not sadder, from its per. isal."—G raph 


THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches. 
INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 
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FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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“The CLEAN Black Lead.” 
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The ‘Art Season.” 
A PHILISTINE PROTEST. 


Oue me veux-tu, Art? 
Aren’t we well acquainted ? 
Can’t I have at heart 
Something that’s not painted ? 
Salon, though you’re ‘‘on,” 
Haven’t Ia garden? 
Won't sweet Burlington 
If I stay there, pardon? 


Pardon if I plant, 
Art, without your orders, 
Vulgar greens that want 
Carved and gilded borders. 
(Greens and blues at home, 
Seem less melancholy ; 
If you ’re polychrome, 
I’m more fond of Polly. 


In my blooming beds 
Only insects kill life; 
See their matchless reds 
And you call that s///7 life! 
Talk your wretched fill 
As to tone and skill, ay ; 
I prefer the mill, — 
Miller unto Millais. 


Oxchardson can’t come 








Though you had him tortured 
Near my own at home, 
My unpainted orchard, 
Let oil paint our scenes, 
Midnight oil, in ballads ; 
But when touching greens 
I would have them—salads. 


A Saucy Story. 


’'T WAs an Irishman, travelled and proud, 
Was boasting away in a crowd :— 
Iie had cruised in the Mediterranean, 


And marvellous objects had seen 
Unequalled in Ballyporeen. 

For example, on walls at the ‘‘ farrums’’ 
Anchovies were growing in ‘‘swarrums.’ 
‘* That’s a lee,” cried a truculent Scot; 
‘* You ’ve stated the thing which is not : 
Anchovies don’t grow upon trees, 
So you ’re telling a paircel o’ lees. 
(uoth Paddy, ‘*I’d have you to note 
That you ’ve trod on the tail of my coat. 
It’s myself ne’er an insult survives— 
Here ’s an end, then, to one of our lives.’ 
So, rifle in hand, they withdrew 

To a distant glade hidden from view, 
Where, whichever could get a good shot, 
Was to give it his enemy hot. 

So, though reason and prudence forbad, 
They blazed at each other like mad, 
Endangering others as much 

Who had followed as seconds and such ; 
Till at last, too courageous by half, 

Poor Paddy was hit in the calf, 

And the leap that he gave in the al 
Was a caution to ev ry one there. 

**By the powers,” cried one of the men, 
** You made him cut capers, sir, then !”’ 


‘¢ 


’ 


Oh! had I but earlier known ! 
Sure it wasn’t anchovies at all, 
lt was CAPERS / saw on the wali!” 


OVERHEARD in an Underground 
carriage coming home from the Fisherie 


hibition. —‘‘ I say, Bill, what's that there 


by a sea-henemony. 
A Busy Co, just N .— Mos-c 











‘* Dat’sthe word, ” howled the victim, ‘‘ochon 


r).:1. 
NauYv 


Been sacked from his ship for a ‘‘ F'aynian,”’ 


way 
Ix. 
bird 
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a-flappin’ his wings on the Phen 
Hortfice’s advertisement?’ ‘*Dunno. I spe 
it’s a sort of sea-gull what’ een caught h 
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A CHILD AFFECTED WITH THE FISH CRE 
Auntia.—‘*'SoO YOU DON T INTEND TO MARRY A SWE8LI 
May.—‘*' Weir, I WANTS TO SELL FisH, AUNTIE—YAKMOUTH 
THEN I CAN MAKE AS MUCH Row AS I LIKE IN Tile SiREHI3.” 


" ‘ 4 ‘ 4 ss. 
Mr. Procror, the astronomer, has been writing in favour of the ‘divided skists 


IIe says 
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Ma “fa Cens ‘ Crow 
No “La Crosse,’ no Crown 
‘* La Crosse” teams have arrived in this country from Canada, and will | 
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A Proctor Intervening., 
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tAZE. 


WHEN YOU Grow Ur, May?” 














BLOATERS—’'Cé 


"5" Jadies. 


that the chief object of modern feminine attire is to captivate the ‘' fop,” the ‘‘ fribble,’ 
ling. Modern ladies’ 
may not be all one could wish, but why should Mr. I’roctor plan-ets destruction by writing 


brainless ‘‘masher.’’ For one versed in star lore to talk thus is star-t 
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R. JOSEPH 
DERRICK 
has certainly, 
in Confusion, 
corcocted an 

) uproariously 
comical piece. 
He calls it an 
Eccentric Co- 
medy, and al- 
though there 
is consider- 

able familia- 
rity about the 

aspect of the 
main idea, the 

Situations 

built up upon it display an amount of inventive ingenuity and dramatic 

tact, the value of which was seen in the practically continuous merriment 
with which the piece was received. 





| HG 
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Tue VAUDEVILLE.—WuHAT A Day WE ARE HAVING! 


A large proportion of this success was undoubtedly due to the excep- 

tionally strong cast. Anything more deliciously humorous, as well as in 
perfect art, than Miss Sophie Larkin's portrayal of the middle-aged and 
gushing Miss Lucretia Trickleby it would be difficult to discover: there 
was something maddeningly funny in her manner of alluding to herselt 
as a ‘‘ happy girl!” and her cold lout offended contempt of Blizzard after 
the discovery of his supposed perfidy was chuckle-provoking to a degree 
dangerous to the securest waistcoat-button. But they were all alike 
nearly: Mr. 
Charles 
Groves was 
almost as 
funny as 
Miss Larkin, 
and Mr. 
Philip Day ~~: 
was as funny 
as Mr. 
Groves, and 
Miss Kate 
Bishop, 
whose deli- 
cate since- 
rity of style 
only in- 
creased the 
joke, was as 
funny as both. To hear this lady exclaim, ‘‘ Not that, not that!” in 
the most distressed of tragic tones, when her uncle proposes to drown 
her pug dog as the only way out of a difficulty, is a histrionic education 
in itself superior to anything to be obtained at the most successful of 
dramatic schools, 








Tue VAUDEVILLE.—THE CONCEALING LER AND THE TELE. 





Mr. Fred Thorne’s performance of James (a new combination of 
James and Thorne) was as good as anything he has done yet (he gets more 
| and more like his brother Tom every minute!). Mr. H. Akhurst gave 
'a decidedly artistic rendering of a small part, and Mr. F, Desmond 
| raised as hearty laughter as any by an eccentric, and perhaps too pan- 
| tomimic, rendering of Dr. Bartholomew Jones. Mr. F. M, Pigott and 
Miss Emma Kitta seemed to feel a trifle abashed and put into the back- 


ground by 


the energy 

and high spi- 

rits of their 
comrades, 

but Miss 

Kate Lee 

was as seri- 
ouslyandde- 

li- Kate-Lee 

ky humorous as 
could be 

“y wished ; the 
baby was a 
\ little stiff, 
but the little 
pug pup de- 
serves a 








rfec 


word o f 





Mile, Camille D’Arville, who played the title-7é/e during the entire 
run of Cymdia at the Strand, and by her very excellent singing, as well 
as a quiet 
seriousness 
of manner 
which had 
something 
attractive in 
it, soon 
worked her- 
self into very 
general fa- 
vour, has 
joined the 
company at 
the Comedy, 
appearing as 
Katrina in 





. : the now 

THE VAUDEVILLE.--THOUGH LARKIN HERSELF HAS NO SYM- shene. iene 
PATHY WITH SHADY Groves! pon- 

two-hun- 


dred-night-old Rip Van Winkle (it has reached its one hundred and 
ninety-fourth, to be precise), The seriousness of manner mentioned 
above hardly accords, perhaps, with the character of the village flirt of 
Sleepy Hollow, although there is a certain amount of comicality in the 
incongruity of manner with act and deed; but of the three ladies who 
have played the part, Mlle. D’Arville certainly carries off the palm for 
vocalization ; in this respect she is one of those ladies who are not only 
able but d’Arville-ing. 


During as much of the fortnight which finishes to-morrow as has 
elapsed, Mr. J. S. Clarke has been 
(and will be for the remainder of 
that fortnight) playing his two 
parts of Major Wellington de Boots 
and Timothy Brown in Zhe /Vidow 
Hunt and My Neighbours Wife 
at the Strand. It matters very 
little what part this remarkable 
comedian presents himself in, he 
is pretty certain to attract a large 
section of the public, and send it 
home again with a large section in 
sides which have undergone the 
cracking process, as our youngest 
would say, ‘‘ torights ;’ and there 
is an artistic truth at the bottom 
of the wildest of the actor’s inter- 
minable eccentricities which re- 
conciles the most exacting oppo- 
nent of ‘‘farcical absurdities,” 
Our ‘‘ young man” has depicted 
the comedian in the margin more 
or less as he appears in the first piece demanding ‘‘ Satisfaction or death 
—death or satisfaction!’’ He certainly gives every satisfaction to his 
audience, and is nearly the death of some of them. 





Tuk Comepy.—KATRINA THE THIRD 
AND CAMILLE THE SECOND MAKES 
HER BOW. | 


Miss Genevieve Ward's next piece (and last during her present manage- 
ment of the Olympic), will be a translation of Scribe’s Za Verre d’Eau 
—you may have Verre d’Eau’ve it ?—in which she will appear as Sarah 
Churchill, Duchess of Marlborough. No one has attempted to throw 
cold water on the idea up to now, and 
I am sure no one need desire to give it 
such Churchilling reception. 


That morning performance of Rolert 
Macaire at the Lyceum, which is pro- 
mised for the end of the season, with 
Messrs. Irving and Toole as Macaire 
and Strop respectively, ought to be 
something to see. It is to be for the 
benefit of the funds of the Royal College 
of Music, so it is clear that these two 
great liphts of the dramatic world are 
determined not to allow a des-Irving 
cause Toole languish for want of assist- 








ance. 
Tue Stranp.—How Mr. J. S. : : 
CLARKE MAKES HIS Deg-Boors Mr. Charles Du Val has engaged to 
\ THE STAGE ! appear for a series of afternoons at the 


Imperial, in his entertainment ** Odds | 
and Ends,” preceded by ‘‘some reminiscences of travel, illustrated by} 


rraphic transparer NESTOR. 
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‘little fishing village of Lobscuttle. 





THB UNACCOMPLISHED TOILER 














A FRAGMENTARY PICTURE OF THE HABITS OF THE PEOPLE. 
‘While the Newhaven fisherwomen went into the palace to sing some ballads to 
the Princess Beatrice and the ladies of the Royal Household.’—See Newspaper. 
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Ir was an animated yet simple and beatifully homely scene in the 
In the background the wild and 
towering waves breaking in thunders upon the echoing shore, while the 
and whirling clouds, and the howling 
and resistless wind whirled great anchers like straws, indicated that a 
fearful storm was raging. But the terrors of the elements were unheeded 
by the picturesque band of fair and delicate fisherwomen grouped upon 
he shore in front of their neat cottages, whose fronts were covered with 
choice and tasteful specimens of art-needlework, ‘The grouping of the 
girls gave proof of that vast amount of careful study which, starting upon 
a basis of intuitive art-sensitiveness, far distanced the merely mechanical, 
and fell little short in its results of pure and unstudied chance, 

Here a dark-haired beauty, leaning lightly against a newly-pitched 
lugger, touched with her delicate fingers a ribboned guitar in accompani- 
ment to her fair-locked sister, who, seated in her dove-tinte]d silk skut 
upon a pile of mackerel, warbled a French romance, 

Meanwhile the maidens around lent an ear, capable of the subtlest 


white foam mingled withthe black 


‘ 


‘criticism, to the performance, ever and anon nodding in approbation at 


the faultless execution of some florid and intricate passage, or shaking 


their dainty heads at some slight fault—imperceptible by the ordinary 
musician’s ear—of vocalization. 

All this while a silent maiden stood upon the cliff, in front of her 
humble home, apart, and with her face buried in her hands, while ever 
and anon a balf-stifled sob told but too plainly that some secret trouble 


| dwelt in her bosom; nor could the observer fail to be struck at the con- 





| blame her—nature has not 


'the furious hurricane over the wild and raving 


ee 


trast between the surroundings of this girl and of those upon the beach. 
//er little cot was unadorned with the triumphs of the art-needleworker’s 
skill, while her dress was of plain serge—art serge, indeed, and bearing 
many traces of unsuccessful attempts at embroidery and subsequent 
pickings-out. At her feet lay a shattered double-bass, recently jumped 
upon in a paroxysm of failure. 


i 
Poor creature! a pity she cannot do a single thing!” said dar!.- 


haired [eatrice with the guitar; ‘*but she may as well give up trying— 
she cannot sing a note any more than an owl 
‘And her voice ts like a crow’s,’’ said Amelia. 


‘And her needlework —she showed me the last design she at- 
tempted (a wreath of carrots and winkle-shel!s). Good gracious! 
‘*And her execution on the piano! It makes one feel faint.” 
‘Poor thing!” murmured the blonde Elaine, kindly. ‘‘ Do not 
fitted her for our rough life.” 
und of the most exquisite melody was borne by 
sea from a labouring 
dandie mnaking the cove in her return from the deep-sea fishing. In 
her reclined a group of rough and weatherbeaten fishermen, giving an 
exquisite rendering of Drahms’s Op. 119, ia B flat, for cello, Jew’s- 
harp, two pianos, organ, and seven double- basses. The fishermen 
glanced at the solitary Jane with pity not unmixed with contempt. 
The poor unaccomplished girl’s mind was made up. 


At this momenta 


As her fellows 
had truly said, nature had not formed her for the rough life of the fish- 
ing population. Making upa little bundle of curl-rags and crewels, she 
left the home of her youth, and trudged away on foot to find the sphere 
for which she was fitted. ‘* For surely,” said she, ‘‘a./ the labouring 
classes cannot be so accomplished as the unsophisticated fisher-folk. 
I shall find some community where I shall escape contempt 
But the poor girl was cruelly mistaken : the road-menders scoffed at 
her want of skill on the church organ; the nailmakers derided her 
lowers; the canal boatwomen laughed as she stumbled 
ave an inefficient rendering of the 


clumsiness at wa 

over the Shadow Song in ineorak or g 
gnate la vostra avola.” It 
| even where they were 


utiful ‘*Come le piace Londra?” or ‘*‘] 
was |! me with washerwomen, miners, gi) 


+} Lee internrit the 





DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 48.—A Sonc oF Puysic. 
Air—'! The Duties of Dr. Dosem."’ 


WE s’pose the poet can’t refuse 

To give his regular dose of news— 
He ladles out his grief and joy 
Exactly like a medical boy ; 

And though the weather is so fine, 
That he would like to pleasantly dine 
At Richmond fair, or haste away 
And take a ‘‘general holiday,” 

In town he is compelled to stay. 


With ‘‘infusi this” and ‘‘¢272-. comp.”’ that, 


** The hour for taking the pill at ;”’ 
With ‘‘ agua ad,” and *‘ signa”’ pat 
And ‘*something-or-other a?st://at,” 


They ’ve crowned the Czar and pleased the 
And done it splendidly too, they have ; 
They ’ve had more fights, we understand, 
In that unfortunate Zululand ; 
The Irish bishops like, we hope, 
The views expressed to them by the l’ope; 
And medals made like coin by art, 
By Act of l’arliament must depart, 
And not be sold in shop or mart. 
With zzfust Czar and tinc. comp. Slav 
(Immense for plying the quill at), 
With signa Pope for bishops to have, 
And Zulu and coin a?stz//at, 


The Coaching Club enjoyed a treat— 
The day was fine for their premier meet; 
The Malagasy Envoys, boys, 

Are with us again, so let ’s rejoys; 

We now with pleasure dine and sup— 
Tynan’s ready to give himself up ; 

lor those who tales of wonder like, 

Lo! a tale of a wonderful pike, 

Who seems to be at home ‘on strike,”’ 


Slay— 


With trac, comp, sulph. of Coaching Club 
(A thing that there’s seldom a spill at), 


With agua ad, for pike or chub, 
And tales of those fishes a/st7//ay. 


That piper is correct, no doubt, 

Who says he piped the Egyptians out 

(How cou/d that other piper lag, 

And never take them out of their bag ?), 

There ’s ev’ry one, I’m bound to say, 

IHias wished the (ueen ‘‘ returns of the day 

And Lansdowne’s Marquis sure was born 

To now succeed the Marquis of Lorn, 

An office which he will adorn. 
With zfusi, sulph. and tinc. 

(A thing which some are shrill at), 
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THE CORONATION OF THE 
(See Cartoon.) 


‘AVAUNT! and quit my sight!” thus cried Macbeth 


In trembling dread when Banquo’s silent ghost 
Uprose upon the mention of his name, 

To dash the feast ; and thus cry I to thee. 
What have I done that thou shouldst dog my steps, 
Incessant, unrelenting? Where I turn 

Thou turnest too; my second shadow thou, 
From whom ’t were idle to attempt escape ; 

And now, when, ’mid my people’s warm assents 
And shouts of joy, the imperial diadem 

Has openly been placed upon my brow, 

Thou springest forward in malignant spite 

To share my royal throne. Avaunt! avaunt! 
The Thane of Cawdor may have rightly earn’d 
The horrid hauntings of his phantom guest, 

For him he guilefully had lured away 

And murderously done to death. But I, 

I never yet have harm’d thee by one-half 

As much as thou hast me. Thy cruel plots 

Have slain my sire, poison’d my subjects’ trust, 
And robb’d my life of peace ; nor dare I now, 
Whilst thou art near me, grant the boons I would 


happy. Hence! oh, hence! 


T , * rar 
1o fé my country 
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THE HEALTH OF THE COUNT AND THH QUEEN. 


(JUST A FEW INTERNATIONAL RUMOURS.) 


Is there anything anywhere stirring ? 

Are there plenty more plots to be tried? 
There are plenty of murders occurring, 

There is dynamite far, high, and wide ; 
But the question the fashion imposes 

On people who’re true blue, but green, 
And too soon led by diag-noses, 

Is the health of the Count and the Queen. 


He was maimed by a Figaro writer, 
Who was hard up for copy, and took, 
To make Henri’s white drafeau look whiter, 
A leaf from Munchausen’s old book ; 
And straightway that weighty word-spinner, 
Of aspect monarchic and chic, 
Gave Henri a pill with his dinner, 
And Henri—who’s mortal—was sick. 


But Her Majesty’s case is much graver, 
And long columns in papers must talk, 
In order to speedily save her, 
About her appearance and walk ; 
We'll counsel Carlsbad and Mentone, 
At every new symptom we’ll knell, 
And if she’s not perfectly stony 
She must with /Aa/ treatment get well. 


So Chambord is down with new teething, 
And H.M. is down with the gout, 

And gin keeps his Countship still breathing, 
Saves H.M. from being snuffed out ; 

At least, in a few Fleet Street quarters, 
Where loyal lips royal boots kiss, 

A few ultra-loyal reporters 

Think loyalty’s proven li.e this. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES, 


rT 





THE PEOPLE AT PECKHAM RYE, 








INQUIRER (4o RESPECTABLE RATEPAYER). Your mouth widens with 
a gay smile! You leap high in the air! You stand yourself a great 
drink! You crow like one hundred babes! With much difficulty and 
contortion you pat yourself onthe back! You flatter yourself until you 
blush with confusion! What is this? 

RESPECTABLE RATEPAYER. It is joy. The wicked and cruel Metro- 
politan Board of Works is vanquished, and Peckham Rye is rescued for 
the People, and am I not the People? I crow over the cruel and evil- 
minded Metropol 
INQUIRER. Ah! I see; they injured you, this Metropolitan Board ? 
Resp. RATEP. Oh, yes, yes! Most horribly—most criminally—most 
—at least I was told so. 

INQUIRER. But how? 

Resp. Rater. *‘ How?’ Can you ask ‘ow? How! Why— 
well—that is—don’t you 4now? Why, they—they preserved the Rye 
for me, so that it could not be torn to pieces by mobs of destructive 
rowdies. Then they—they prevented meetings of roughs, so that I 
could go and have a quiet stroll there with my wife and children on 
Sundays. They—hang it !—they kept it quiet and respectable; they— 
can’t you see how cruel they were? 

INQUIRER. Oh, yes; how dense Iam! And you are hurrying—— 
Resp. RaTep. I am hurrying to the Kye to enjoy my rights. 
INQUIRER. I will accompany you in your great triumph. What is 
this howling as we near the rescued Rye? Is there some vast menagerie? 
Yet no; it is the Sabbath, and wild beasts respect the Sabbath, and do 
not howl or annoy human beings on that day. 

INFORMED ONE, Menagerie? Far from it; it is the Demonstrative 
League on the Rye. They are only howling down present institutions. 
Resp. Rater. Now for a quiet Sunday walk on the rescued Rye. 
POLITICAL ROUGH (¢o Resp. RateEp.). Hullo you! Come an’ ’owl, 
d’yeer? The Rye’s preserved for the people to ’owl on a Sundays. 
GENERAL ROUGH (éo Resp. RatTep.). ‘Ooyershuvving hov? Thisher 
Rye’s preserved for the people to blaspheme and bully on a Sundays ; 
you get horf, if yer don’t—want a—shove in yer—heye. 

Resp, Rater. Dear me! I suppose I must go away if I don’t want 
to be deafened or lamed. Hurrah! The Rye is rescued from the cruel 
Board of Works ! . 7 " 

INQUIRER. Why are you so glad, and why beams your eye with a 
tender joy ? 

CAPITALIST. Because I have houses to let on Peckham Rye, and now 
that the Rye is rescued for the people, these will flock thither to rent 
houses near their property. It is true that my houses are let at present 
under the wicked Board of Works; but of course they will be even 
more let-—oh, much more—now. 
InQuirgeR. Then the cruel Board ? 

CaPITALIST. Ah, yes, indeed! They wickedly kept the Rye quiet, 
so that people were not afraid to rent the adjacent houses; but we have 
conquered them now. 

INQoIrER. Good. I congratulate you. Quick ! let us stand aside 
while Time dashes past, lest he run over our toes; there, several years 
have gone by. What is this desolate neighbourhood, covered with 
tenantless and decaying houses? Is it a city of the dead? Has some 
terrible pestilence swept over——? 

CAPITALIST. Not so: on the contrary, all men have fled the neigh- 
bourhood because the People are on the Rye. My houses are empty, 











INQUIRER. Can you direct me to Peckham Rye? 


cannot pass that way: the police have strict orders to prevent any re- 
spectable person going to the Rye ; it is certain death; it is given up to 
the People; you may hear their howlings even here-—— 

INQUIRER. Doubtless the Demonstrative League—— 

POLICEMAN. No; that’s a thing of the past, far too mild for the 
People now. It is the Dynamite League of Devils now. By the will 
of the People no policeman is allowed within ten miles—ha! A violent 
shock tears you from the ground, and bursts your boot-laces. It is the 
League trying to blow up England from Peckham Rye, which was res- 
cued from the cruel Board of Works. 








R.A, R-A-ngements. 


WHEN at Burlington House, it would surely be wrong 
Not to notice the canvases painted by Long, 

To whom be-Longs merit, though sometimes he 's mystic. 
He’s a favourite man with the critical throng, 

For they know ‘‘ Art is Long,” and that Long is artistic. 





Settled at Last. 
(Not WRITTEN BY OURSELVES—WE’RE TOO Mopest.—Ep.) 


Wuao is ‘* Number One ”? 
We answer, ‘* Mr, Fun;” 
For, ’tis confest, he is the best 

Of wits beneath the sun. 





Toujours, Jumbo! 


Apvvicrs from America state that Mr, Barnum allows poor little 
Jumbo to be goaded or *‘ prodded.” This is likely to prod-uce a pain- 
ful impression, not only on the pet pachyderm, but on his numerous 
juvenile worshippers in England, who will doubtless consider that the 
Great Showman ought to be brought to the Bar-num-bers of times for 
such cruelty. The poor elephant will be reduced to an ele-phantom if 
this treatment continues. 





Senate 


THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


T is Monday ze first twenty, 
gue nons nous assemblons 
afiare ze holiday of your 
Vitsuntied. Sans doute, 
you so call zis pg 
parceque sO many of you 
Engieesh on your bank- 
oliday lose your vits, s'est 
ce pas’ It is ver good 
goods to hear Mr, Trevel- 
yan tell Mr, Justinmycarty 
zat he hope dient4t to viz- 
draw extra police from Ire- 
land, Ve go in Supply, 
Mr. Dillvyn object to 
£95,000 pour acheter site 
for ze new Var and Admi- 
ralty Office. He sink it is 
sight of money. Zen up 
vent ze Price vich is Car- 
tain, who say expend ze 
price in ze ships. Mr, 

Broadhurst say gue oui! but in ze British Vorkmanship, and ze vote is 

carry. Mr, Labouchere object to ze £1,000 for Sir Frederick Leighton 

for ze ‘* Arts of Peace” fresco. It is ze pieces he deplore most : Acureuse- 
ment, his motion is lost. 

Tuesday.—Zare is deuce of rows. Sir Mac Svell move ze House 

adjourn for ze Darby, bien! Mais Sir Lawson he say pas de tout, To 

ze Darby race he prefer riding his own hobby. our cela ve have ze 
mauvais quart dheure of Sit Lawson his joke. He say, ** Suppose 
zare vere a Blue Ribbon festival?” and I demand ‘' Vat is it zat it 

your Darby, if it is not the festival of ze Blue Ribbon of ze Turf 2" 

I say ze Grand Old Man /ui-méme have shut up shop, and I sink Sir 

Lawson had bettare shut up too, I say if I go I sail before I back 

return St. Blaise, zat is, back St. Blaise before return, and if ze House 

vill not adjourn, I sall instead remain d/as¢é. Ze House carry ze ad- 

journment. ue 

Zen ze House do somesink ver’ stupide. It have been full inside as 

your last ’bus on ze vet night for ze Derby debate, but Mr, Fowler have 

to speak to ze empty bench ven he move zat ze Budget of India be 




















land I generally wear rags—I prefer rags. Hurray ] We have conquered 
€ cruel Board ° ° : 


brought in more sooner as usuals. NV/anmoins his motion is agreed to, 
» House k no von fairer zan Fowler. 


POLICEMAN. Why do you seek death? You are yet young. You 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 

















PASSENGER. 


A PORTLY 


Ar umentative Party. —** AND DON'T YOU THINK IT IS HIGH TIME THEY 


DIl) DO AWAY WITH THE I AILWAY PASSENGERS’ Doty?” 


Burly Bucolc.—‘*l] DU THINK IT TIME THEY MADE THE COMPANIES 
AT ’EM KEEPING ME WAITIN’ LIKE 


LOOK AFTER THRIR DUTY. Look 
HIS ’ERF. Bur I'LL MAKE THE COMPANY CARRY ME,” 


Argumentaiive Party (asite, eyeing him),.—“ IT WOULD CERTAINLY RE- 
a —St. Blaiser, see? Whosaid tha’? wasn’it TROPHONIUS? 


UIRE A COMPANY TO DO SO. ONE PERSON COULD NOT MANAGE 





To THE EpDITOR OF ‘‘ Fon.” 


DEAR S1R,—Rather thirsty weather, isn’t it? I’m rather 
thirsty too. Here’s your good health, and that’s a heartfelt 
wish too. Not that you need pride yourself on ¢/at; it’s 
only because your temper is just bearable when you are ‘in 
good case”’ that I wish it at all, What your temper is when 








your digestion’s out of order, any known combination of 

English words is powerless to convey. Here’s your health 

again. It’s soda-water I’m drinking. I always drink soda 

when I’m thirsty; but I never take my liquors neat: it is 
only coarse natures and such as habitually indulge in stimu- 
lants who dothat. I always dilute my drinks, Here's your 
good health again. I dilute my soda with brandy generally, 
or that new liqueur ‘‘ Flying Dutchman.” Did you ever tase 

—I mean /aste—** Flying Dush—u‘chman’’? 

good ’elth ’gain; and, by the way, here’s—here’s a 

Tip FOR DONCASTER SELLING WELTER HANDICAP PLATE, 

Whatever the interest felt in this race, 
And I doubt not the interest ’s vital, 
A largish amount you’ll be able to trace 
To the copious length of its title ; 
There’s an air of description about it as well, 
Which is most undeniably telling, — 
But whether it’s ‘‘ Welter” or ‘‘ Handicap ”’ tell, 
Or the ominous adjective ‘* Selling,” 

Is a point upon which I’ve no reason to dwell, 
\nd no present intention of dwelling. 

I think Flying Datchman—no, that’s the liqueur— 
Trophonius, gather your forces ! 

Well, here’s your good health, but I’m not very sure 
That I’m up to the ways of ¢/-se horses. 

Let ’s see, Tarry Woo should be something to back, 
And Arabi is goodish at running, 
surper it’s obvious calls for attack, 
Meringo is decently cunning, 

Who gives up Enigma some ‘‘ pieces” will lack, 
But the chance of the Echo is stunning. 


Here’s your goo’ delth’gain. There’s s’m’thing ’bout this 

yrerwarrer, sodwarrer, sod’-wa-ter—s'm’thing ’bout it that I 
—dunno—p’r’aps Fline Dushm’n: it’s so smooth, an’ it’s 
ideous—I mean ins-hideous—that you nev’ know when you 've 
had ’nuff, an’ when you’ve ’ad a mush—borrer !—’ad too mush 

you do’ ’no an’thing bout an’thing. Here ‘zhgoo’elth’gain 
I—I—I shay, I—I mean who—who gave stray tip—I mean 
sraigh’ tip f'r Derby an’ Oaks? ’specially Derby? Who’s 
head—no, who said, ‘‘Oh, downy’s the turf, and, oh, gay is 
the summer,” meaning the day was t’ be hot—reg’lar blazer 


’ 











THE BLUNDHRBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 

ot) uld dearly like to see a coronation,” cried Mrs. Blunder- 
berry, ecstatically, reading sideways one corner of the newspaper which 
her lord and master, according to his wont, had propped against the 
sugar-basin while enjoying his morning meal, 

**You write politely to Her Most Gracious Majesty,” growled Mr. 
Blunderberry, ‘‘and ask her to arrange one for you in Westminster 


Abbey with as little delay as possible. She'll do it, never fear. Oh, 
yes, it’s the kind of thing she would do,” 

**] know,” replied Mrs. Blunderberry, seriously, ‘‘I know that the 
(Jueen always does everything that is right, and kind, and good, and 


proper; but—but wouldn't 
some extent, like taking a liberty? 
‘Not a bit of it. Oh, no, Mrs. B., not at all. 
. ¢ } . ‘d arr . te t} . syylies ~ : ” 
In fact, she'd appreciate the implied compliment. 
** Hut 


eem rather, as if it were, so to speak, to 


(Juite the reverse. 


but—that is,’ stammered the good lady, putting salt in her 
tea and sugar in her egg from sheer nervousness, *‘ you might have 
taken me to see the coronation.” 

**Coronation! What coronation ? 
sufiering husband to suicide, Mrs, Blunderberry? Maybe you think a 
coroner has something to do with a coronation—is that it? Imagine 
that’s why he’s called a ‘crowner,’eh? Fancy when he holds his court 
at the Crown and Sceptre it’s for a coroneration, I suppose?” 

“He he-he!” tittered Mrs. Blunderberry, ‘‘ what good spirits you are 
in this morning, Solomon! You cas be so amusing when you choose, 


Io you want to drive your lorg- 


Iie-he-he! as if you didn’t know what I meant! Solomon dear, why 
didn't you take me to see the Emperor of Kussia crowned ?”’ 


‘*So it was, ma’am, so it was,” cried Mr. Blunderberry, waxing furious. 
‘* The Czar was inatank all by himself, and three hundred fisher-girls, in 
short }etticoats, fed him every half-hour with worms and bread-crumbs. ” 

‘* Don't, Solomon, do-o-o-on’t,” whimpered his better half. ‘‘I only 

limpses at the newspaper, and if I do mix up things it is not my 
ult. I suppose I slipped into the wrong column just now when you 
urned over.” 

‘“Mrs. Dlunderberry,” said her husband solemnly, ‘‘ considering the 
information you possess about foreign countries, and the marvellous 
knowledge you have acquired respecting the royal families of Europe, if 
you could only be enclosed within a single cover, you might pass for the 
Almanach de Gotha and Cook’s Tourist Guide bound in one.” 

‘* But, Sol-ol-ol-olomon,” faltered the unhappy lady, ‘‘isn’t it at the 
Fisheries Exhibition—or is it at Moscow—that the dear Prince of Wales 
and the Lady Burcdett-Coutts are supplying fishdinnersatsixpence ahead?” 

** That, Mrs, b., is at South Kensington. Those sixpences constituting 
the #¢! profits of the show, anything extra given for attendance being 
the perquisite of the Prince of Wales. Come, it’s a fine day, and I'm 
not over-busy, so meet me in the City at two o'clock, and I'll take you 
to the Fisheries Exhibition.”’ 

‘*Oh ! how good of you, Solomon dear—if I only knew what to wear! 

‘“Wear! wear, Mrs. BDlunderberry? Put hooks on your dress, and 
your hair in a net, drop a line to the Prince of Whales to say you re 
coming, and if you are late I'll give you sw-4 a fishing-smack !’ 

**You dear old sole,’”’ cried Mrs. Blunderberry, enthusiastically, as 
she threw her arms round his neck, crumpling his collar and disarranging 
his hair, as she kissed him resoundingly on the left whisker. 

**Don't be late,” were Mr. Blunderberry’s last words, as, in a 
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‘“THERE’S MANY A TRUE WORD,” ETC. 


De Fones,—** WELL, TA-TA, OLD Boy, I’LL JUST BE GETTING ROUND.” 
Brown. —** WHAT ! NOT BEEN ROUND YET? WHY, I’VE EEN ROUND A LONG TIME,” 











THE HARBINGER OF SPRING. 


For dayes and scens which used to bee, 
Sutt which hev gone for aye, 

Wen luvly skys and barmy Spring 
Wur present with the May. 


O PHOOLISH cookoo, hast thow cum 
To phil my hart with pane— 

To sing, or rarther hoot, thy note 
At mi disordered brane! 


Methawt ’t was winter, and hadst thow 
Not uttered thi dul song 

To wake me to reality, 
I ’d ne’er begann to long 


H[oot onn! hoot onn! thi ojious voice 
Can nevver bring agane 

The budding hawthorn tres, the flours, 
Which dotted wunce the plane. one, and his coro-nation is the other. 


The seesons jumbled out of place 
Do mok thee—Voyce of Spring 

Thi nayme is sadly libellous, 
Thow false an lying thing! 





Most monarchs have only one nation of their 
own, but the Czar is enjoying two: Russia is 








|My associates—ome spec will spotl a peck. 





Roadside Philosophy; or, How Easy it is to Make 
Proverbs. 
IIl.—Tuk BRICKBAT. 


I’m a brickbat. At one period of my existence I was a brick, and 
formed part of a West-end mansion. I am still, to all intents and pur- 


| poses, a brick, although nominally a brickbat—geese //y enough to swear 


6y. Here I am now, an associate of other objects of the gutter, and 
feel proportionately degraded. My appearance is now a gutter appear- 
ance, and my behaviour likewise. My manner, too, is contaminated by 
And now where is my use? 
To be thrown at unoffending passers-by by urchins who are alive to 
misdeeds, and who little reck ’¢were better to sleep than do mischief; 
urchins, whose brains are cobwebbed from fallow, and whose minds 
turn naturally to ill-doing—when sparrows hop, little boys run. Maine, 
too, has been a downward course! What am I now but old rubbish ? 
‘ve been the subject of litigation and mortgage — there's no luck in 
nat’s deen pawned—and here I am at my rest at last. Who knows 
ut that I yet may be utilized ?—a zo rry serpent, 0 


t snake svutla 


. av - crea )ipatiea 7 ’ - } : ta ; ° 
I, perhaps, may yet see better days, and, instead of being despised 


may be smiled at, ancl when better days—d/ue eyes, luc skies. But then 
I’ll be prepared to fall again. Shore your mind ire prie)'s an ex- 
pected guest, and not |e so downcast, poor brickbat—J//ushes betide both 


shame and price. 


Fishy Novelties. 

Tie cooking of fish is made a speciality at the Fisheries Exhibition. 
Amongst the greatest culinary triumphs effected may be mentioned— 
red-mullet-gatawny soup, double sole au cork so kh, oiled skates a /a 
Dutch roll, eel-ectric pie, ex-salmon-nation cutlets with competitive 
sauce, Molly-cod-ling dumplings, and dressed crab-apple Charlotte. 


A CONTEMPORALY lately published an article entitled ‘*Temper in 
Chess.” It is probably intended to inti-mate that temper should always 
receive a ‘‘check’”’ during the game. Should the writer’s teaching prove 
profitable, he may be said to have made a ‘‘move” in the right 
direction. ut alas! temper is hard to control in those who possess 
paw(n) natures. 
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AL DRESS ASSOCIATION. 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
a ’ Y ™ 4 > Dp . | 
“RATIONAL” OR RIDICULOUS? DHE FAIR SEX. . 
° e ° > : . | 
' unt tn nian be Oh, dear! what a funny old notion this scheme they call Ax:/:ona? | 
rr ; ON AN ECCENTRI HILITION, r! ny oO ; 
° ° . l)ress! 
st lately a lacy a'ttempte t feminine fa NIODS tO SUTIKE, ; For this s/«prd attack on our costumes we can’t admiration expres3. | | 
ear ‘Tle p t hy ‘ ,Us ' > the c 1 Of {ress oar +] or ane . : es 1 7 ‘ } 
don > ieee BER, FOF S¥er Ane eves, Cae! s should both dres To thus keep to ONE fashion would shock us ; but really more 
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“BONNIE, BONNIE SCOTLAND." 


Sporisman.—**TIi! MY MAN, WE’VE LOST OUR WAY. IS THRRE A CHANCE OF GETTING ANYTHING TO RAT NEAR HRRE?” 





Vattve.—**Ou, AY! AT THE GOIDWIFE MACDRUGGAN’S, IN 


4 


PAUCITEE O' FRONT TEETH AN’ A BLIND JIcR3; AN YE’LL NOI 


COOKS VOR YE, AN’ THE CHAARGF SHE/I.L MAKIT ALSO,” 


GLENWALLOCHIR, PRIFTEREN MILE ABOOT. Yr’LL KEN HER BV A 


FORGET HER FRAE THE SNUFF SHE DRAPS I’ THE [DINNER SHE 














THE BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BREAKFAST. 

** SOLOMON, dear,” said Mrs. Blunderberry, pausing in her occupa- 
tion of slicing bread and butter and cutting her thumb, ‘‘ Solomon, dear, 
what is Local Option ?” 

‘*Local Option, Mrs. Blunderberry,” replied her lord and master, 
laying down his newspaper and assuming an oracular tone, ‘‘ Local 
Option is a beneficent measure introduced by Sir Wilfrid Lawson to 
enable a man to refuse a drink at a bar where they sell bad liquor.” 

“Oh!” said Mrs. Blunderberry, pondering, ‘I didn’t quite know,” 
And she bound her pocket-handkerchief round the injured thumb. 

‘¢ No, ma’am, you are one of those who wouldnt quite know, ! 
shouldn’t be surprised if you thought local option was the privilege of 
selecting your own place of residence; or perhaps you imagined local 
Option meant the right of a cook to stop in her place or not.” 

‘* Tf it means all those things,” replied Mrs. Blunderberry, *‘ it must 
be what they call a ‘comprehensive measure.’ ” 

** Tf you consider, Mrs. Blunderberry, that a ‘comprehensive measure’ 
is a measure within your comprehension, your powcr of comprehension 
is incomprehensible.” 

‘** How beautifully you do talk, Solomon!” said the wife of his bosom 
admiringly, as she drove the cat from the cream-jug and broke a saucer. 
‘** I love to listen to you when you are so eloquent. Why don’t you get 
into Parliament?” 

‘Why don’t I?” echoed Mr. Blunderberry with rising anger. ‘‘ Who 
told you Parliament was hke a ’bus, and that you had only to cry ‘ Hi!’ 
to the conductor and wave your umbrella, to take a seat inside? Is it 
your impression, madam, that Parliament is like a passion, and that 
you can get into it a dozen times a day? Have you any reason to 
believe Parliament is like a show at a fair, with Gladstone on the steps 


s¢ cI ruin< ‘Walk ; a)! '? har): ‘ “ 1¢ a 
outside crying, ‘Walk in, walk in!’? Perhaps you've got an idea 
rarilament is ike Chancery that anybocy can pet into and nobody 


if Have you got any more freso view DO the 





egg with such savage vehemence that the yolk streamed upon the table- 
cloth. 

‘* Well, dear, I’m sure I don’t know,”’ sighed his good lady, wiping 
a tear from her eye with a piece of toast; ‘' but, anyway, I do hope if 
you get in you won't be like that wicked man Lradiaugh, and swear 
when they ask you to take a seat.” 

**Oh, you know all about it, don’t you?” cried Mr. Blunderberry, 
crunching up his newspaper and throwing it indignantly upon the floor. 
‘Oh, you 've been reading the debates, haven't you? If there were only 
enough volumes of you, you’d be a Hansard in petticoats.” 

‘*Yes, dear,”’ answered Mrs. Blunderberry, wreathed in smiles and 
anxious to display her familiarity with the subject, ‘‘ yes, dear; I wanted 
to understand it so that I might talk to you. And I’ve read all about 
the Confirmation Hill—though, at their time of life, I _"" 

“The «4a/’”’ shrieked Mr, Blunderberry ; ‘the Confirmation Bill? 
Do you fancy Mr. Bradlaugh and Mr. Gladstone are going in white veils 
and with flowers in their hands to the bishop of the diocese to be con- 
firmed ?” 

‘*Ye—e—e—es,” faltered Mrs. Uluncderberry; ‘‘isn’t that what Parlia- 
ment is trying to make them do?” 

‘*Let me out—give me air! cried Mr. Blunderberry, fanning himself 
with his egg-spoon. ‘*You’re so cram-full of knowledge, Mrs. B., I 
wonder you don’t explode; you're loaded and primed with facts till it’s 
a mercy you don't go off.” 

‘*It’s a pity you didn't ‘go off’ in time to catch your omnibus, Mr, 
Blunderberry,”’ said his better half severely; ‘‘it’s just passed, and if 

ou want to be in the City by nine you’ll have to take a cab.” 

Mr. Blunderberry'’s exclamatory rejoinder was luckily choked by his 
last mouthful of buttered toast, as, clapping bis hat on hind part before, 
he rushed down the garden in a futile endeavour to overtake his usual 
moming conveyar.ce, 



















































te 


meet gt am te eet sae ee 
= + 
a 


ee 


Seer Sra ek 





a 








oe 
ms 








































_ ae 

















; 

F 

ae 

t 

| 

ee | 

she, & 

Ait) 2, 

ie 
eRe 

eigea 
BEL 
ae 

At iH 
af 


ae 


os a 
PO IR es AR nt 


a. et. A ee, a 


es 
ry 


ae 





; 
4 
’ 
' 
fr 
k 
a f 
a) ’ 
4 - 
: t 
et 
; 















' 
3 
iia 
% 
&. 
‘ 
% 
















FUN. 





JuNg 6, 1883. 








| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


STRELLA, as presented at the 
Gaiety the other morning, was for 
the most part a lamentably weak 
and uninteresting piece as a play, 
although it was obvious enough 
that it could be converted, at the 
expense of very little trouble, into 
a sufliciently interesting if not 
very strong one. The plot, though 
not startlingly clever, contains 
several points which missed fire 
for want of skilful manipulation, 
notably the trial scene in the last 
act. They are mostly points 
which it is the baneful habit of 
some authors to trust to comedians 
to ‘‘work up:” this noble task 
is usually accomplished by the 

latter with a good deal of clever- 

, ness in the course of a week or 

| two; but the custom is unhealthy 


, 





1 something approaching contemptible in an author 


for the comedian, roaching 
t t 


whose hands are not tied, 
Mr. W. Parke's lyrics are written with neatness, finish, and many 
touches of originality ; there is some point in the Doge's song, ‘** Now, 
who would marry,” and the ‘* Kiss Duet” is sure of success any- 
where. Such phrases as ‘*the undying worm of con cience, ‘not 
lost, but gone before,” however, may be omitted with advantage in any 
t Mr. Searelle’s mu (if we are justified in so 


future representa 
veneral a use of the possessive case) is extremely tuneful and catching 

roughout, but calls for little criti the influence of various well- 
known me- 
lodies being 





is entirely \» 
ccessful, ' 
( rnota f 
little to the \X 
sterling hu- 
mour und ‘ 
nying of 
Mir. Aynsley 
| Cook, the 
| de light! l 


singing and 
leacinag art y f AT; e ® ) > Lose} , | the truthfully a 1 t 
easing acting of Miss Constance seby, and the truthfully quain 
comicality of Mr. Kobert Brough. Mr, Arnold Breedon also merits re- 
| cognition as a very good tenor, Mr, (;, Temple and Miss Sallie Turner 
Mr, Ive Lange played with no 


were handicay pea by stupid parts, and 


i 
apparent interest in what he was doing. 


Mr. Lurnand’s Stave Dora, or Who Ailled Cock Lobin ? (which second 
tithe, by the way, will be found appended to a similar work, on page 7 3 


of our issue for October 23rd, 
1869), is a decidedly amusing skit 
upon the great Ilaymarket suc- 
} cess; but though the author’s 





y part of the lusiness is funny 
{ enough in its way, and contains 

many laughter-;rovoking absur- 

dities, it is clearly and mainly an 

actor's success, Mr. Fk. D, Ward 
| \ reproduces Mr, Bancroft, manner 
\ and person, with the closest 
: hdelity and laughter-provoking 

attention to detail; and the figure 

of Mr. Toole, pale-faced, sleek- 
haired, stern and stitf, as Mr. 
| Coghlan, the supposed apostle of 
‘‘reserved force,’ cannot be re- 

called with the most distant ap- 

. proach t ravity. Muss Marie 

: I W 4 le ‘ | se 


r 


} 


might be the original gentleman just stepped over from the Haymarket 
after ‘‘doing his piece” there, and the remaining ‘‘makes-up’’ (or 
‘“make- 
ups,” if you 
like), are 
capitally re- 
produced; 
the whole 
parody, in 
fact, is car- 
ried out in 





j 
2 the wildest 

Spirits, and 

for those 

who _— have 

seen the ori- 

“yx ginal attords 

— a rich feast 

Too.es.—IMITATION IS THE SINCBR8ST FLAT-AWRY. of amuse- 
ment : it 


might have been as well, however, to have done something for those 
who have mof seen the original, and have made the story amusing in 
itself, EE 

Fut Asunder, a play in four acts by Mr, Freeman Wills, is on the 
whole rather puzzling. A weak-minded woman might possibly act as 
the heroine does in concealing the supposed invalidity of their marriage 
from her husband that her son may retain his heirship—a bubble that 
might burst at any moment—but it is doubtful whether a weak-minded 
woman would keep it up to the extent of parting from her husband and 
the child for whose sake she has 
entered into a precarious and i 
practically useless compact with GA A 
a scoundrel, and a woman strong: >=. A 
minded enough to keep it up ‘4 
would scarcely do it. For my 
own part, I am inclined to accept Luan Mls 
anything that is unlikely and un- = 
tenable in Ida Gordon’s acts for ite, 
the sake of (what zw:/? be when the 
dialogue is cut dowa to reasonable 
proportions) a strongly dramatic 
and well-written piece. Miss 
Wallis played the heroine with 
varying success; there is too 
much sustained misery to suit this gz 7 
lady's want of variety in pathos, pa , Ea £ YR 
and to this extent she failed some- - 
what; but no one can give a de- 
licate bit of comedy better than Too 
Miss Wallis, or declaim scorn or 
detestation with more truthful 
emphasis. Mr. Philip Beck gave a powerful and uncompromising pic- 
ture of the cold-blooded Jonah Ilarding; Mr. Charles Groves made 
good capital out of a garrulous old servant; and Mr, W. R. Sutherland 
played the husband with ease and quiet tact. Master Grattan is a stolid 
little performer, but his stolidity stood him in good stead when Miss 
Wallis, in the agony of believing herself without a legitimate heir, 
knocked ott his wig, and catching his foot in the trimming of her dress, 
gave a rather gymnastic finish to Act II, 








—A PERFECT REPRODU( TION 
IN SEALING-WA\X 


Mr, Charles Bernard has guided the fortunes of the Greenwich Theatre 
during the 
last nine 
days, his 
fortnight’s 
manage- 
ment ending 
next Satur- 
day, and has 
introduced 
Miss Al- 
leyn, an 
actress of 
some consi 

derable pro- 
vincial repu- 
tation, in a 
Miss Al- 
leyn-eous 


: 
selection 
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added prospects of tea and shrimps and a roll down the hill afterwards ; 
but it has been my good fortune to see Miss Alleyn perform more than 
once in the country, and in my opinion she is a lady of no mean attain- 
ments, with a considerable command of pathos and varied power of ex- 
pression, and I hope Greenwich is showing itself conscious of its luck. 





On the 28th ult., at the Imperial, Mr. Charles Du Val repeated the 
monologue, ‘Odds and Ends,” with which he was so successful at a 
recent matince at St. James’s Hall (noticed by us at the time). The 
programme was to have opened with some account of the entertainer’s 
experiences of travel, illustrated by photographic transparencies ; but 
the limelight didn’t put in an appearance, so that that part of the busi- 
ness had to stand over. Mr, Du Val's success was quite equal to that 
of his first appearance. 


Mr. Richard Rickard’s Chopin Pianoforte Recital at St. James's Hall, 
on the 24th ult., introduced a performer of considerable merit to a fairly 
good, but decidedly conversational, audience. Mr. Rickard’s strength 
lies in his rendering of fiaxo and /egato passages ; his shakes are very 
shaky. He appeared to best advantage, perhaps, on this occasion in the 
Berceuse, the Vartationen, the Polonaise,and 7rauermarsch. Mr. Rickard 
played upon Somebody and Sons’ pianoforte (Advt.) to a continuous ac- 
companiment of chipping from the vestibule. Nestor. 








TURF CUTTINGS—ASCOT. 
To THE EDITOR oF ‘‘ Fon,” 


SiR,—There you are! Done it again! Who says I can't give a 
Straight tip when I like? Look at the Derby—who gave you absolute 














eer 








first? Look at the Oaks—who gave you unmistakable second? Ah, 
but look at the Doncaster Selling Welter Handicap Plate—who gave 
you incontrovertible first and second? There is but one answer to these 
pregnant questions, it is ‘‘Trophonius!” If you don’t believe me, 
look at that tip last week—wasn’t every horse I mentioned scratched 
ercept three? And of those three didn’t I say ‘‘ Usurper it’s obvious 
calls for attack, Meringo is decently cunning” (meaning he would run 
‘‘dark,’’ as I have reason to believe he has done, having heard from 
an uncle in Berkshire who used to be a tout, till every bone in his body 
was broken through stopping too long in a ditch near a field where some 
Leger trials were being made); ‘‘ But the chance of the I’cho is stunning.” 
And wasn’t Usurper first, and Echo second, and Meringo nowhere? 
They was. And now, just in time, here ’s my 


Tir FOR THE ROYAL Honr Cup, 
I’m getting so used to defeat, 
And people express such a doubt of me, 
That pretty well all the conceit 
I ever possessed is knocked out of me; 
But still just a little remains 
To help the old I’rophet in bearing up, 
And so that old party refrains 
From losing his temper and squaring up. 
To turn to the Royal Hunt Cup: 
There ’s Gerald will probably get it, or 
The number of Goggles go up, 
Although there’s a Burghley competitor ; 
But spite of Shotover, St. Blaise, 
Geheimniss, the Chief, and the rest of ‘em, 





Rejecting ambiguous phrase, 

I say Bonny Jean is the best of 'em. 
| Also my 
Ti! FOR THE ASCOT STAKES, 
| There’s some are backing Shrewsbury (they ‘li do extremely well, tov) ; 
| There ’s some will go and make a pot on little Ishmad¢/, too; 

Tnere’s some who’re taken with McGrath, will back him, neve: 
| doubt it; 
ut I shall take Liserta—can’t Bisertan, though, about it. 

Likewise my 

Til FOR THE ORANGE Cur, 
As far as the thoughful Bard 
Can say he has p/ainly seen, 
Ile goes for Geheimniss, for Cameliard, 
Or possibly Bonny Jean. 


lor parties who don’t enjoy 
The horses I thus advance, 
There ’s ©Quicklime, Dutch Oven, and Saucy Boy, 
With every one a chance. 
You go to press so early (just to annoy me, of course) that I haven't 
| time to get hold of the entries for the Gold Cup or the Rous Memorial, 
| or else your readers would have, as they ought to have, tips for those ; 
but 11 pe they will put the blame at the right door, and not at that of 





i 


' 
ROPHONI! 








War's thunder has had scarcely time to cease, 
Its dreadful din not long has died away, | 

And, lo! almost ere meek-eyed, holy Peace 
Hath gently said, *‘ Be still!’ unto the fray, 


(;srim War 
Iler horrid v 


Seems ready to rush forth in fierce array, 


To scatter bl 
To fill all hear 


lor now our 


With greed of martial glory, rears her head ; 


On lands afa 


Though not long since her heart's best blood was shed 
Wher to her gates his powers the Prussian led. 

Yet ere the scar of her great wound has healed, 
And she yet mourns her sons who bravely bled, 


Again she’s 


Iler thirst for fame and gain before the world revealed. | 


In Madagascar, and in Tonquin too, 


She seeks 


Courageous still, but to herself untrue, 
She foolis} 
Grim War, that would her land to ruin drag ; | 

Neglecting home, to foreign climes she'd go | 

i 


O'er Asiat 
But France 
l would drain 


What if the 
Should in 
If China rise 
Ah! who 


The world for long to Peace would bid ** Adieu!’ 
Prolonged and fearful would that struggle be, 

And many a nation would have cause to rue 
The battles raging both on land and sea, 


Because proud 


And what of England? Ifa war should rage 


That thre 


Could she remain upon the world’s great stage 


A silent k 
The comn 


Ah, no! were England’s throbbing busy mart 
Imperilled by a war in madness planned, 


She would | 
‘‘Tleaven gran 


ANN ir 
ad ae 


Nay 


THERE, now we 
friend CHARLES 
SAUSAGE MAKER of 
recovered—by the pol 


and those dreadful vindictive police, being unable to find him at the 
time, have actually nursed their resentment against him until a week or 
two ago, when they pounced upon him at Mchetabel Road, Hackney, his 
new address. 747: time our old friend has come in for three months 


with hard labour; an 
long, his career being 


A TELEGRAM from 


Peace between Chili and Peru has been signed, the latter country ceding 
some territory. Evidently the CAtdian: have made it warm for Peruvian 


b 


ATA. 





‘ve forgotten to mention the recovery of our old | 


WAR? 


































































now threatens to again display 
isage, and with fiendish mirth 


oodshed, sutfering, and dearth 
ts with woe and devastate the earth. 


restless neighbour-land, fair France, 


r she casts a longing glance, 





eager for the gory field, 


unrighteously to plant her flag. 


ily invokes that fiendish hag, 
) K 


ic tribes to loudly brag ! 
forgets that should this conflict grow, 
her land of men and tempt her Teuton foe. 


feud she rashly now excites 

a lingering war her hands em!rue ? 
‘s to defend her rights, 

can tell what horrors may ensue ? 


France again to Mars had bent the knee. 


atened her vast sway in that far land, 
yoker-on, while warfare banned 


,erce she can ev’rywhere command ? 


e forced to act a leading part. 
t that day be far,” prayseach true British heart. | 





Our Charlie again! 


DA 
. ” va” | 
0) “4 fi 





SHAW, the Purrip Mear l’rorrieror aid | 
credit and renown. We rejoice to say he is quite 
ice. The last proved offence was in October, 1582, 


d no doubt we shall come across him again before 
an interesting study. 








Valparaiso, on the 16th ult., states that a Treaty of 
’ ' y 
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BILL-HATCHING. 
(See Cartoon.) 


THE big fish and the little fish 
Beneath the briny sea 

Roam just exactly where they wish, 
And go on swimmingly, 
As lively as can be. 


But fishes great and fishes small, 
Before they gain their legs— 
Or rather fins—-must one and all 
Have moved up certain pegs 
From their first state of eggs. 


To hatch and rear them is at best 
A ticklish thing, no doubt ; 

Still worse, when men provide the nest, 
And watch the mites come out, 
And help them stir about. 


And while this breeding process works, 
If visitors are rude, 

And act like mischievous young Turks, 
And proddingly intrude, 
They ’re sure to harm the brood. 


Which is unhappily the case 
With Gladstone’s pet Bill-fry, 
Though these are no aquatic race, 

But Parliamentary,— 
Some are now doom’d to die. 
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DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE MOSIC OF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. 49.—A Sonc or Home. 


Arr—‘* Home once more.” 


WHAT is going on at home is the subject of our pome, 
With a touch at what is going on abroad 


(Just the incidents we trace, but ‘‘ we ’opes we knows our place ” 


Rather better than to censure or applaud). 
Some folks have made a fuss ve the cabby radizs, 
But have scarcely been encouraged for their pains; 
Each pillar-box (and sich) is to bear a label which 
The ‘‘next collection ” lucidly explains. 
Home once more, home once more, 
We write about our home once more; 
Though through the world we chase 
To find a better place, 
We right-about—our home once more, 


Well, of course you 've seen the fun in the Hall at Isling¢w, 
Where the horses are exhibiting their points? 
Will that ‘‘ tenner” fine prevail on the sausage-maker Hail 
Down at Brighton not to harbour putrid joints? 
So the French were taken in just a trifle in Tonquin, 
Though through Madagascar, too, they’d like to ream— 
How their souls these Frenchmen vex in their passion to annex ! 
And—well, now suppose we look again at home. 
Home once more, home once more, 
Let us look at home once more ; 
Cetewayo, as you ’ll find, 
Isn't easy in his mind, 
Although he’s *‘ quite at home” once more. 





Let us give a loud ‘‘ Hooroar”’ for the ‘‘ best-on-record ” score, 
Which the Surrey at the Oval made with ease ; 
And don’t you think that plan for to photograph a man 
On his season-ticket clever, if you please ? 
Then the Liberals have met (with anxiety, you bet !) 
For to settle what they ’re going for to do ; 
And there’s ‘Cally’ and ‘‘S’n P’yare” with alacrity prepare 
For the fate of being one instead of two. 
But—home once more, home once more, 
Let us look at home once more. 
Some parties sat up late 
At a recent Ball of State, 
Sut now they are at home once more, 


While the scientists agree to pooh-pooh the inland sea, 


Well, it isn’t so with Monsieur de Lesseps ; 


Soon the Corn/tll Magazine for a tanner will be seen— 


Now, what is your opinion of the step? 


Let us crush a merry cup, for the Brooklyn Bridge is up, 


And Americans should be congratulate ; 


But at home we note with pain that our Belt is on again, 


Tightly round us—ha ! we faint, we suffocate, 
Home once more, home once more, 
Let us totter home once more ; 
Although weve been, no doubt, 
In this song ‘‘ a-coming out,” 
Having finished, let us home once more. 


A FHARFUL SENTENCE. 


_ “Ina recent inquiry into the oss of a ship with all hands, the Wreck Commissioner 
is reported to have said :—‘ Being unable, heavily laden as she was, to rise to the 
waves, it was probable that she stoped a quantity of water and foundered. Within 
a week three similar cases had been before the Court, where vessels had disappeared 
with all hands, without any assignable cause except that they were doonly laden, and 
the Court was going to try three more cases of a similar description. owners sent 
overladen ships to sea they incurred a very heavy responsibility.’ ... In spite of 
this practical condemnation of the owner of the ship in question, the Commissioner 
declined even tocondemn him in costs, contenting himself by ‘hoping that it would be 
a warning to shipowners not tosend vessels to sea so deeply laden.’"” —See Newspaper. 
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WHEN the sittings of the Court were over, we begged an interview 
with the Commissioner. As we entered his room he was reading 

** Sandford and Merton” with the most absorbed interest, and it was 
several moments before we could attract his attention. Meanwhile we 
ventured to take a survey of him: his curly golden hair fell in ringlets 
about his shoulders, while a wavelike curl extended from the back of 
his head to his forehead, after the manner of the wax Cupid in that 
doll factory; his chubby and dimpled face was screwed into an expres- 
sion of the utmost horror at some passage in his book. 

‘*Oh, how dreadful!” he said to himself. ‘‘I don’t delieve that any 
one would be so wicked as to tella story like Tommy Merton! I don't 
believe Tommy did; and it's very wicked to say he did!” 

‘* But there never was a Tommy Merton,” we said; ‘‘he is merely an 
invention of the author's,” 

The Wreck Commissioner looked at us incredulously. It was some 
moments before he realized the full extent of our remark ; when he did, 
he burst into a flood of tears. 

‘*Oh, don’t say that, please!” he sobbed. ‘Don’t say that the 
author would have been so wicked and false as to say Tommy existed if 
he did not. Why should he deceive in that way?” 

‘* Well,” we replied, ‘‘the story is a work of fiction; and to write a 
work of fiction is not looked upon as deceitful—is not regarded as a lie.” 

‘*As a what?” asked the Wreck Commissioner. 

We strove to explain to him the nature of a falsehood, but in vain ; 
his great blue eyes merely gazed at us with a puzzled expression. 

There was an interval of silence ; then his gentle face brightened. 

‘* Did you hear my sentence in Court just now?” he adiek beamingly. 

‘* We—we heard you let off a condemned offender scot-free,” we said. 

‘* Scot-free!” exclaimed the Commissioner, his great blue eyes wide 
with surprise ; ‘‘ why, I passed the most dreadful sentence upon him~— 
I handed him over to the tortures of conscience.” 

With a severe mental effort we managed to drag ‘‘ overladen-ship 
owner ” and ‘‘ conscience” into the same circle of thought. 

‘* Ah! his conscience,” we said; ‘‘ but suppose greed should——-” 

‘* What ’s greed?” asked the golden-curled Commissioner. 

There was another vain attempt at explanation, 

‘* Well,” said the Commissioner, ‘'it is very unkind of you to say 
these nasty things; and if you don’t believe in the wonderful result of 
my heavy sentence, you just come again in a week, and see. I gave him 
a copy of ‘ Watts’s Hymns’ and ‘ Jessica’s First Prayer,’ and he pro- 
mised to come in a week and show how he had improved,” 

We went again in a week’s time; the good Wreck Commissioner's 

blue eyes were beaming with innocent delight—his dimples were deeper 
than ever. He clapped his hands, and laughed in a silvery voice. 
He said, ‘‘The shipowner came this morning, and declared that when 
he left the Court the stings of conscience were dreadful. His regret at 
the loss of his vessel and its poor crew knew no bounds ; he confessed 
that he never could have believed he should be so cast down about such 
a thing. He mentioned, incidentally, that he had made a mistake about 
the insurance of the vessel, and now found that he really stood to lose 
over her—but this was quite bythe way. And what do think? He 
said that he had intended, after his loss, to treat himself to a beautiful 
A 1 new ship to go on with ; but that, feeling his wickedness so keenly, 
he has denied himself the treat, and has just bought the most rotten old 
hulk he could find, and puttied her up, and paid for a heavy insurance on 
her—ten times her value—just to punish himself; and she’s going to sea 
to-day. There, now! Hasn't my sentence done good?” And the good 
Commissioner absolutely crowed with joy. 
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THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


II, ciel! but I do ad- 
mire your House of 
Lords. On ze tventy- 
fives zey meet at four 
fifieens, zey read ze 
Customs Bill vit zeir 
customary moncha- 
/ance, and zey rise at 
tventy minute to five 
by large Ben. Vrai- 
ment, how zey must 
be fatigués! Aftare 
7 Derby zeCommons 
ils sont revenu a leurs 
moutons, and Mr, 
Dodson lose no time 
to tell Mr, Duckham 
ze Privy Council mean 
tokeep out ze maladie 

MR of feet and mouz from 

’ les moutons Ancglais. 

Mr. Joe Cowen and ozzare rum sticks have larks vit Milor Edward Fits- 

Maurice /ouchant Mr. Errington. Did he go to ze Vatican to do vat ’e 

can for to ask ze Pope to vire into ze Parnellites?_ Ze House is told zat 

is not so. My countrymans have bombard port in Madagascar. Nous 
aimons le bon vin, nous Francais, yvezzare it is port or sherries. Encore 

Supply. 

On Friday Lord Norsebrook read ze two time ze Bill to amend ze 
Act of Naval Discipline. Ven he say at no time have ze conduct of ze 
Fleet been better zan a present, zare is great cheer for your John-Tar, 
dancin In ze Commons Mr. Bartlett play ze old game of insult ze 
G. O. M. For vy is he at so great pain to look s/upide, ce petit Bartlett? 
Nature has done enough for him. Ze House sink him—vat is it you 
call ?—ah—makare of shoes, I sink! ient‘t afres he is up again, 
only ze menu is zis time 4 /a Russe, 

Monday.—Milor Rosebery introduce ze Unreformed Corporations 
Bil’. I sink it is somesink to do vit ze stout and old gentlemens zat 
cannot see zeir toes. Milor Rosebery tell me in ze lobby it is to do avay 
vit humbugs, and I say, ‘‘ en, milor! you are ze man to dispose of ze 
hoax, and zat vas vy I back your Bonnie Jean!” and ve go liquor up. 
Mr. Cowen, in ‘‘ze o7zare place,” vant to know if ze news from Chili is 
true, I say it is vare good news, for anysink of a Chili nature is good 
zis vezzare. Mr. Parnell say ze Aerry Sentine/ have been seized. I 
demand vit vat? He make me comprehend it newspapare of which he 
espeak. Mr. Harrington explains ze papare belong to him, ze type 
have been seized, also ze plant. I ask have zey taken ze flower-pot 
also. Mr, Trevelyan say for vat ze Government have done i/s ont raison, 
Ve drop ze Sentinel and take up Supply, vich seem it vill last for ze 
sentry—I sall go for to say ze century. 

Tuesday ze Ford Mount-Temple is concern vit ver grave subject : he 
give notice he vill move zat ze railway sall not vit zeir sleepers disturb ze 
cemeticre of St. James. Ze Peers of Scotland Bill is read ze tree time, 
il me semble it keep on being read till, as you say, all it is blue. Mr. 
Morley, Sir Lawson, and Mr. Joe Cowen have in ze Commons larks vit 
Sir Harcourt. Ze police have run in sixty peoples for betting in New- 
castle. Vy do not zey run in zeir betters in London? Vyraiment, c'est 
tres drole! Zeman all in tatters he must not bet, but ze man in Tatter- 
sall’s—c’est une autre chose. Mr. Gladstone tell ze House London must 
wait for its Reform Bill, ze Caterbolstare—zat is pillow—of obstruction 
have mangé so much of ze Session. Ze Bill for Agricultural Holdings 
is read ze two times. 

Vennisday.— Mr. Fry have lots of fish to roast—I mean fry. Ze 
Bill to close Sunday in |)urham is read ze two time, also ze Irish 


Labourers Bill, 








A Sole-ecism. 


A FISH-TRADE journal, recently published, says that soles are be- 
coming so scarce that they will ere long disappear from the tables of all 
but the very wealthy. This news is anything but con-sole-ing. Even 
the musically-minded will evidently sigh in vain for a ‘‘ sole-oh !” 


An M.P, lately asked a question in the House of Commons relating 
to the ‘‘centre of London.” Did the hon. gentleman refer to E—— 
R ? But no! these are not our advertising columns ; and besides, 
if we mentioned names, it might suggest Fenianism, for this personage 
is the Head-Scenter of London. 
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(H)UES-FUL AS WELL AS ORNAMENTAL.—The trooping of the 





HOW COULD HE? 


IT was the unfortunate reporter at the Cannon Street Hotel who heard 
it said—yes, absolutely heard the words articulated! At first its full 
significance did not break upon him ; it was foo much to come all at 
once; so at the outset he merely rumbled in his throat, and stuffed his 
hat into his mouth; but as the thing grew upon him, he began to roll in 
his seat, to grow purple, to choke, to bang his head. The unfortunate 
man was carried out by those who had not heard the words—for nota 
man of those who had was in a condition to carry anything. 

The reporter was tenderly nursed; when nearly recovered, he took 
pen and paper and wrote it down, for every word was graven on his 
memory. Yes—he had no pity for his fellow-men: he had no thought 
for the newspaper-reading public; he wrote it down. It brought ona 
dangerous relapse in himself; but he wrote it down. 

The next victim was the compositor; the next the reader ; the next 
the sub-editor; the next the editor: each of them lay prostrate for a 
time ; yet not one among their number that had mercy upon the reading 
public! They published the paragraph ! 

It so happened that the Public Prosecutor was the first to read it after 
publication, With a mighty and heroic effort, and with an iron will, he 
held down the dread results in his own person while he made what efforts 
were possible to stop the circulation of the paper. Invain! The fatal 
print had spread, FUN saw it next. Grasping the situation in an instant, 
his first thought being for his fellow-men—his sacred trust—he threw 
himself flat upon the newspaper to keep the paragraph from human eyes, 
But human eyes caught sight of fragmentary words of it under his arm, 
and the dreadful effects began to spread ; men whispered the gist of the 
paragraph from ear to ear. Then a high wind tore the newspaper from 
under the body of FuN, and hurled it along. The two Members for 
Northampton caught it, and read the paragraph. The Irish Members 
did the same. Sir Wilfrid Lawson followed suit. All these were 
incapacitated ; but this did not seem to increase the universal grief. 


~ 
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One after another, serious citizens at street-corners read the paragraph, 
gulped, chuckled, gurgled, rumbled, rattled, rolled, swayed, swelled, 
wheezed, held their sides, grew red, grew purple, grew black, tottered, 
stared, doubled up, screamed, roared, yelled, and fell flat and helpless. 
From the tops of ’busses they fell, from roofs, windows, the top of the 
Monument. FUN, who goes ever about among laughter, has been vac- 
cinated with it, and has had it severely several times, alone was unpro- 
strated. With restoratives, he went about from sufferer to sufferer, on 
his mission of mercy. 

‘Don’t let the Queen see it!” was the anxious exclamation on every 
lip. Vast crowds called on Ponsonby to warn him of the danger. 
‘*It’s too late!”’ said Ponsonby ; ‘‘I took the paper up to her with her 
ham and eggs—she’s read it by this. If she hasn’t, I can’t go up and 
snatch it away; she’d have me executed instantly in the back garden.” 
But he did go up, nevertheless, and (nobly facing the danger of the 
bastinado and the Clock Tower, perchance of the rack and the guillo- 
tine) dodged Her Majesty round the breakfast-room under pretence of 
catching a wasp, made a dash at the paper, upsetting the royal coffee- 
cup, and dashed downstairs. Her Majesty was saved ! 

Gradually, owing to the efforts of FuN in collecting and burying copies 
of the newspaper, the visitation abated; although for months after men, 
struck by the recollection of that paragraph, would burst into yells of 
uncontrollable laughter. But the worst was over, and the public will 
never again laugh as it laughed then. 

FOUN now ventures to reprint the paragraph. Do not read it right 
off ; read a word a day until able to bear a stronger dose. 

** At a meeting of those concerned in the foreign cattle trade, held at 
the Cannon Street Hotel, for the purpose of adopting measures for the 
protection of their interests, Mr. Middleton of the Manchester and 
Salford Butchers’ Guardian Association moved the following resolution : 
‘That, in the opinion of this meeting, it is primarily necessary, for the 
proper supply of good and cheap (!) food for the people of this country, 


| to encourage as much as possible the importation of foreign live animals ;’ 


said that, in protesting against any further restrictions, ‘hey were 
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F A DESIRABLE POSITION. 
i “‘ Carey, after the Park murders, further plotted the murder of Kavanagh, the car-driver, as a person who knew too much.” —Svre Report, 
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“‘ Hist! He won't join the League,” said the council. ‘It’s a pity,’ said they; “‘ but there s no help for it; he must be——Knives are the quietest,’ 
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We fancy they must be comfortable 


hall have to——Yes, revolvers will be best.” 
Ve will try to get ourselves proposed as a member 
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Erring Errington. 


Ir used to be a Tory treat 
Kilmainham treaties to denounce, 
Tocall the Grand Old Man a cheat, 
And Forster and O'Shea to trounce ; 
Bat now the Tory spirits sport 
At ease in baser Popish plots— 
We ’ve envoys at the Papal Court, 
And Gladstone gives him money—lots. 


That Boer compact caused us joy, 
Taking the patriotic side, 
Because we knew it must destroy 
Our country’s honour and its pride. 
But here is even higher hope 
Than ever Tory bosom felt : 
England is given to the Pope 
To help us pacify the Celt. 


We cannot say that Egypt quite 
Realized the extreme disgrace 
Of country in which we delight— 

So long as we are out of place ; 
And this comes handy at a time 


When fame awaits the Grand Old Man: 


He can’t suppress Hibernian crime 
Without help from the Vatican. 


They gave Bulgaria to the Czar ; 


They want to give the ploughmen votes ; 


But this is a perversion far 
Beyond that which our Warton notes ; 
And bloated brewer, blatant swell, 
Whereof our party ’s pretty full, 


Should shriek, **‘ Our new-found friend Parnell 


Shan’t be gored by a Roman bull.” 








R.A. R-A-ngements. 


Mr. BRITON RIVIERE is again to the fore, 
Depicting in pig-ments the pig, as of yore; 
But though he has painted such pig-tures galore, 


VERY “FORWARD PLAY.” | Folks don’t say, ie creature!” and quickly depart. 
| : _y? | They don’t find his latest swine subject a boar, 
Fond Mamma (to Fuvenile Batsman),—‘*1'’M AFRAID YOU PLAY CRICKET Nor can they assert 'tis a por-cine of Art. ’ 


TOO MUCH, ALGY, AND NEGLECT YOUR ARITHMRTIC, AND SUCH THINGS.” 
Algy.—'*Ou, NO, MA! I’ve LEARNED SOMB&’RITHMBRTIC BY IT. YOU 














USED TO SAY A ‘SCORE’ WAS TWENTY, YOU KNOW; BUT IT ISN’T AL- Two ladies, travelling in Switzerland, lately wrote to the 
ways. I MADE TEN RUNS TO-DAY, AND THAT’S A ‘SCORE’—A GOOD papers complaining that they were recently charged for thirty- 
ONE FOR Me,” five candles at an hotel where they stayed for one night. 
Mamma,.—“ You stupiD Boy, I OUGHT TO SCOLD you-——” No wonder they felt inclined to wax angry at such wick-ed 
Aley.—‘*IF YOU DO, MA DAR, IT MIGHT BE ELRVEN, FoR I SHOULD extortion, It was (s)candle-ous, They must have imagined 
TRY TO MAKE ANOTHER RON—OUT OF YOUR Way.” they were in Greece. 
“Homeless, Ragged, and Tanned.” Ob-nox-ious. 
GOLDEN Lang, E.C., is not exactly a Tom Tiddler's Ground, where | A GROOM is not necessarily an astronomer, yet if he had been badly 


desirable nuggets of the most precious metal may be picked up at any | kicked by horses, might he not be said to know something of the 
| 











moment. The committee of the Hatfield Street Ragged School, whose | Equi(ne)-nox? 

abode of education is located in the golden neighbourhood, has come to | —. 7. OOOO 
the conclusion its scholars, male and female, ought to be thoroughly | ’ 

well tanned ; so, in order to do this efficiently, proposes to rt td DICK BOULIN’S FOUR-IN-HAND. 

bundred and fifty out for a day in the country, where the youngsters may By the Author of "MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE.” 
make as much noise as se | like during the said process of tanning. Mr. | ‘A very amusing story of old coaching times.”—Reynolds's. 

G. A. Robottom, 43 Al Street, Colebrooke Row, N., will be happy | LIFE IN LODGINGS. 


ive any subscriptions from either lovers or haters 
Se theunake of this object cartel childegey me By TOM HOOD. With One Hundred Illustrations by FREDERICK BARNARD. 
"J y ** A capital little book, full of clever illustrations from the versatile pencil of Frederick Barnard.” 





all kinds in the Strand—cab-’osses, &c. Just now there is another kind 


: MY NEIGHBOUR NELLIE. An Lilustrated Novelette. 
FoNn's chief coachman says that there are always plenty of ’osses of ** The author has a story to tell, and tells it in a clever fashion.”— Pictorial World. 
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of ‘oss there. Its name is cha FUN OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 








The Original and only 

| Genuine produces delicious 

Custards without Egys, at 

half the cost and trouble. 
Established 183. 





Boxes. 





: . | CAUTION. aaa If ; 
Aifred Bird 8 p OINTED Cocoa thickens in the 
ham, will send Cup, it proves the ad- 
OD sceipt of - ith geoer pation ‘ ant Aitic . 
address, ‘post tree, “PASTRY AND SWEE —— A Little | lead aT and aeithes scontch a ' unt, the [points aing dition of Starch, 4 
Work containing Practical Hints and Original Recipes for | sounded byanew process. Six Prise Med arded. A : 
Tasty Dishes for the Dinner and Supper Table. Sample Box,4d. ; post-trea,y stamps to the Werks, Bérwinghaoe PURE Ty SOLUBLE ty REFRESHING 1] 
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PROOF POSITIVE. 


Young Lady (about to 20 out with Mamma).—‘‘ BUT THE YOUNG FELLOWS ON THE PARADE LOOK AT ONE SO AT THIS TIMER OF 
THE DAY. DON’T YOU THINK SO? AND THE SUN SPOILS ONE’S COMPLEXION SO,” 





























he Landlady (of uncertain age).—‘* LOR’ BLESS YOU, Miss, 7 OFTEN GO ALONG THERE, AND I’VE NEVER NOTICED THAT THEY LOOK | 
y- AT ME; AND AS FOR COMPLEXION, IT’S NEVER MADE ANY DIFFERENCE IN MINE!” : 
at. 
ed _" | 
ed RECKLESS RIDBRBS., Who recklessly dash through the Row without heeding 
A Litrer-y Lay. What victims they frighten or smash on the spot. 
— “Two ambulance litters have been established in the Park in order to once to St. “— Ne SS ee pyaar ye da pee | 
wore yi ay persons who may be injured by furious riders in the Row.”— But fault-finders now may abate their vexation, ) 
ly DASHING EQUESTRIANS (/og.). Since ambulance litters are placed in the Row. | 
he THROUGH furious riding sad accidents lately — | 
Have happened to some who disport in the Park ; A Coal Seller, 
as The affair quite upset us, annoyed us all a8 We read that ‘‘ Corporal Charles Young, 1st Scettish Rifles, has been 
(We frequently ride there, we beg to remark). sentenced by court-martial at Aldershot to fifty-six days’ imprisonment, 
We trembled lest mayhap our rapid careering for selling coals which he was charged to distribute to the staff.” Al 
Should meet reprobation as not comme il / ed #7 though it doesn’t tell us what quantity he stole, we surmise fifty-six days’ 
But now we behold an announcement that 's c OT imprisonment means a half-hundredweight of coals. Corporal Young 
Two ambulance litters are placed in the Row. literally belonged to the Aifics, and he evidently endeavoured to make 
D. So we now can continue our daily enjoyment, something out of firing, but it will be coa/ consolation for him to reflect | 
, And at our fast riding folks needn’t show fear ; that he was, after all, a /wel for his pains. | 
For to those who may chance to give doctors employment fe " 
'T is consoling to know there’s an hospital near. How The Poor Live. 
wT ed riguoen the fajenen ih cldews they thous 1 abahubty Sentasies soantapemen daa diiniad-aiied bas eae 
forte : - , and admira ucted con , m- 
— 7) his —— ——- — feelings will ee menced a oorlan of papers of the most intense interest, written ‘by Geor 
mn ambulance Corps been placed in the Row R, Sims, -_ the mee fips ng oe — wh sect — oe 
Then, ye timid, be gay, for the skilful bone-setter termed ** The Sentinel, whic ‘a 5 id any 
y Is ready with instruments, lotion, and lint ; on le care for the pe it vie whose lot oi gp the 
For this careful arrangement each rider ’s a debtor, = One sao ong oy te rT ie: Sees = ~ + ges 
Our gratitude fain we ’d express here in print. written rah oe, ey pe graphic, ° f " Fosygone _— 
Three cheers for the staff at St. George’s selected ae are these Pe. = coming Soy 7 ~—_ P 
To soothe each smashed rider’s contusions and woe ! his nd y widespr po ng 0 nes of eis , 0 wa "il of 
) This notion is one that we never expected, trated by some ed = one actes from the pencil o 
Hurrah for the ambulance corps in the Row!” Frederick Barnard. 





| me deem 't would have been a much better proceeding | A DAILY paper heads an article thus: ‘* The Dake of Albany and 
i To be more severe on the furious lot Canada!” We were not aware that was his Reyal Highness’s title, 
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| perhaps a little hard on ‘‘ boarding school misses,’ 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


ROVED TRUE, when I looked 

aN in upon it the other night at 

**the Wells,” seemed also to have 

proved attractive. There was a 

big and attentive audience which 

duly took all the ‘‘ points ;” laugh- 

ing uproariously at Mr. Mat Kob- 

son’s comicalities as the facetious 

Hebrew rascal, Ike Cantor; weep- 

ing copiously at the very deter- 

mined death of a robust-looking 

little boy, played, with the usual 

juvenile stolidity and careful sepa- 

ration of syllables, by Miss Ruth 

Mortimer (I ¢hiné, but her name 

was not in the bill) ; and waxing 

“i wildly excited at the great and 

phenomenal storm which lashes 

the sea into fury, but allows the 

sail of the small boat in which 

Miss Marie Forde goes bravely to 

the rescue of Mr. Hallows, lest he catch cold in his shirt-sleeves, to flap 

idly against the mast. /assion and Principle is to be the next produc- 

tion, I believe, if it is not already produced when this appears in print. 

Mr. Robson seems to have hit the taste of the Islingtonians, and his 

company is really very well adapted to its work. He himself is an ex- 

cellent comedian of a broad school, and both Mr, E. R. Hallows (who 

exhibits great discretion under strong temptations to exaggerate) and Mr. 
George Stretton, are thorough artists in their way. 





SADLER'S Wei_is.—A THEATRICAL 
MAT UN, EH? 


Miss Genevieve Ward has produced her last play for the present. 
This is Zhe ' 

Oueen's Fa- 
vourile, a 
new version, 
by Mr. Sid- 
ney Grundy, 
of Le Verre 
/ au of an 
elderScribe. 
The dia- 
logue, which 
may be 
placed = al- 
most wholly 
to the credit 


of the adap- : al 
e | SADLER'S Watts. -‘' We Wii. NOT MERT AGAIN TILL ALL IS 
tor, 1s full of CLEAR, SAYS SHE, AS THB KRASON OF THEIR CONTINUING 


point and APART 1S A TRIFLB VAGUB; HERS MAY BE DESCRINED AS “A 
good things, GOOD FAR 

terse and bright as might have been expected, but the characters do not 
arouse sufficient interest to induce one to care much who wins in the pro- 
longed duel between the flippant St. John and the redoubtable Sarah ; 
and the ‘‘ duel” itself is worked out with such elaboration of detail and 
constant succession of diamond cut diamond, that the mind is wearied 
with the close attention required, and yearns for the ves¢ it cannot find, 
Historical accuracy is disclaimed in a cleverly turned epilogue which is 
’ It is not they— 
as Mr. Grundy says, 





4a ,? 


fresh, 
** from ‘Mangnall’s Questions 
who are the most exacting on the 
point ; it isthe critics—who gene- 
rally have to *‘ look it up.” 


Miss Genevieve Ward and Mr. 
W. H. Vernon are in their element 
in the delivery of the guid pro 
guos of which their parts more or 
lessconsist. Mr. J. C. Bindloss is 
stilla mild but coming on young 
actor, and Miss Lucy Buckstone is 
a pleasant if not very strong Abi- 
gail Hill, with curious lapses into 
cold indifference. 


Mr. Frank Lincoln opened his 
‘Special Drawing-room Enter- 
tainment’’ at the Marlborough 


Wii 








he is gifted with the mimetical faculty in a remarkable degree, and the 
subjects chosen exhibit a quick eye and original mind, ‘‘ Entertainers” 
and ‘‘cha- 
racter 
sketchers” 
we are ac- 
customed to; 
but when we 
find a gen- 
tleman imi- 
tating, with 
almost com- 
plete fide. 
lity, now a 
cornet-a-pis- 
ton, now a 
wailing in- 
fant, anon a 
violin, with 
the mute, a 
buzzing fly, a xylophone, a creaking wheelbarrow, and, above all, the 
gratifying sounds made by placing in a glass the various ingredients 
which go to make a ‘‘cock-tail ” (finishing with a most lifelike ‘‘ phitz” 
and sputter), surely we may say we have fallen upon something which is 
as novel as it is clever. The character sketches, too, have a freshness 
about them, and are extremely comical in their truthfulness—the bibu- 
lous German delivering an after-dinner speech, the ‘‘comic”’ of a café 
chantant, the reciter of ‘‘The Snow,” and the excrutiatingly funny 
soprano and baritone of oratorio to wit. Mr. Lincoln is a capital actor 
as well as a close observer, with a quiet manner which enhances the 
effect of all he does, and his dryly- 
delivered incidental remarks are 
full of point and humour. 





THe O.ympic.—StT. JOHN AND FREEZING. 


The French plays at the Gaiety 
opened on the 4th inst. with spirit, 
success, and 2/7, in which Ma- 
dame Judic and M. Dupuis (but 
especially Madame Judic, who ap- 
pears at all sorts of ages during 
the progress of the play) carry one 
with unabated liveliness and art 
through a rather—shall I say 
marked?—story. Madame, who 
was in capital voice, sang a series 
of clever and tuneful songs, with 
any amount of vocal and facial ex- 
pression and several encores—the 
celebrated Co/one] song was among = 
these latter, An opportunity for THe Otymric,—THE PUPPET QUEEN. 
acting of a superior kind—and in 
the lady’s case for a ‘‘ quick change ”—occurs in the last act, and was 
taken the fullest advantage of by both performers. The ‘‘support”’ is 
unimpeachable. M. Edouard Georges is artistically and drolly dull as 
the actress-loving Laron, and M. Lassouche is a very mirth-moving pic- 
ture to look at as the old gentleman who persists in reversing the natural 
order of things, and growing younger while everybody else grows older. 
Ninicie has been played since by the same company, and the Gymnase 
folks, who remain until the 25th, are now in possession, The Vaude- 
ville Company takes the next turn of a week, to be followed by Madame 
Chaumont, etc., for one week, and the inimitable Sarah to finish up with. 


On the 18th (that’s next Monday) Barie-Blue takes the place of /a 
ham Belle Lurette 





at the Ave- 
nue, with 
Miss Flo- 


rence St. 
John as Bou- 
lotte, the 
part  origi- 
nally played 
by Schneider 
—but that’s 
Schneider 
here nor 
there. 


At the 
morning 
conece#»rt 
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RANDOM SHOTS. 


LORD R. HITS RIGHT AND LEFT. 


RIGHT. CALL yourself chief! upon my word 
If cheek were chief you ’d win ; 
Who can’t omit our ribald word, | 

Nor make the public grin, 


LEFT. Here is a neat, and nice, and new 











Description of your rule : 
The best that can be said of you— 
You ’re far more knave than fool, 


RIGHT. Look at the chances that escape 
Your reach of tongue and fist; 
You ’ve never yet called BradJaugh ape, 
Nor Gladstone nepotist. 


Lert, Your nephews, cousins, and you aunts, 
Abusing its brief powers, 
Your Government ignobly plants 
In posts that should be—ours. 


R1GHT, And why not block, Head that you ’re named 
Of our side in the House ; 
Observe how Warton is acclaimed ; 
Don’t be nice, but show mous, 


Lert. The money that you ’re putting by 
From funds that should belong to us, 
May show that you are fairly ‘‘ fly,” 
(Remembering virtue) But really it’s too scandalous. 


RIGHT. You must reform, I don’t mean laws 
That keep us nobles warm ; 
My own reform I mean, because 
It cultivates bad form. 


LeFT. Your form should face a judgment-seat 
Where my small frame I sprawl ; | 
And, Right and Left, in my discreet 
Idiom condemn you all. | 

















8d, 70. s, 
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Knock and Ring. 


A CERTAIN noble lord recently fought Jem Mace in a pri- 
vate ring on the Surrey side. We suppose his lordship js a 
P.R. of the realm. In any case, by this proceeding he has 
been made a Mace’un. 











BLUSHING FOR HIS COUNTRY. 


Fuddled Party.—‘* Nick STATE THINGS, AIN'T IT? I GO AFTER SIT- 
WASHION, AND THEY SAYS, ‘ TOTAL ABSTAINER PREFERRED,’ IF THEY D 
SAID ‘DO AS WELL,’ SHOULDN'T A-MINDED; BOT PREFERRED! THRY'RE 
ALL ALIKE. HERE, 1 VOTED FOR CONSERV TIVES LASC TIMR, 'COS THEY 
WAS GOING TO PRO: ECr THE PuBLic ’OUSE. WHA'S THE RESULT? 
DoRRUM SUNDAY CLOSING BILL COMES ON, AND THE TORIES BACKS IT 


THERE has been a good deal of boycotting going on in UP, THRRE’S GRATITOOD FOR YER! THAT COMES OF GIVING PKOPLE 
Utah lately. The boycotters ought to be served as they were Votres! IF THRY HAD TO BUY ’EM, THEY D BE MORE CAREFUL, Ban! 
in Ireland. Why shouldn’t U-tah them all with the same THE ENGLISH PEOPLE ARE GOING WRONG!” — . rag! 
brush? [ Listener thinks one looks like tt, 











| ©HE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 

| SALL ze serious—zat 
eS is, grave yard of St. 
James's be use for 
plaisir, or sall ze 
railvay company 
take half of it? Zis 
is vat ze noblelords 
vant to know on ze 
first of June. I say 
to all of zem I know, 








“* Chér milor! give it 
to ze railvay ze yard 
vich is grave, is it not 
ze terminus of every- 
sing?” Parbleu! ze | 
estatue of your Duke 
Vellington is as much 
trouble to your coun- 
try as ze Duke him- 
self vas to mine. 
In ze Commons zare is great larks. Mr. McCcan have said ze lang: | 
vidge of Mr, O'Kelly vas not zat of gentle:nao. Zare is nosing strange 
in zat. Afats, Mr. McCoan have receive carte/, Ce dréle O'Kelly! I 














sall call him Cassagnac a [eau, Somevon tell me he is so much eater 
of fire he call his best friend ‘‘ Me duel"! 


‘ —e re 
Milors try ver hard to keep in ze Navy z= animal vich is 


only fit for ze vildbeastshow, c'est @ dire ze cat vich have nine tail. Zey 
sink two times about it, and let ze cat go. A/a foi! if zey had not I 
sink it vould have been cafastrophe. 

Mr. O Kelly is in his place ia ze Commons. // nous assure que c'est 
fini, [affaire McCoan, He tell us he do not care for our opinions, 
Nous pleurons! ve are cut so muchup. Milor Randolph vire into ze 
Inland Revenue Board. Auzentét, ve are Board, zat is, bored also. Ze 
Grand Old Man reprove z¢ méchant gargon for talking ‘‘trash.” Zs 
Iiouse say qvite so. 

Monday, ia ze Lords, zey discuss ‘‘ze vays zey have in ze army.” 
J! semble zat ze Var Office vill return to ze long service, like ze maid of 
parlours ven she reject ze postmans for ze Guardlifeman, In ze Com- 
mons zare are as many qvestion as at your Moreburgesses. Ze Hill of ze 
General-Attorney to sit on ze Corrupt Practice is read encore, 

Tucsday.—It is ze Battle of ze Bishops in ze House on ze Casedral 
Sta'ues—pardon, Statutes Bill, Ma/ure/lement, aliare 2¢ Rishops rey 
have ze Act of ze Pawns—I goto say ze pawnbreakare— fes/e / — brokare, 
Altogezzare I say to my friend ze Bishop of Peterborough, ‘Ze Lords 
had a good knight of it,”’ and he dig in my rib and say, ‘* Take your 
Rook,’’ and I reply ‘‘ Chess so.”” In ze Commons ve read tvice ze Bill 
to compensate ten Scotch aunts, zat is, Scotch tenant, for improving. 
Zis remind me of ze cups zey sell at ze Gate of ze Rams vit ** For Good 
Boy’ on zem. Ze Ball to amend ze Billet—I mean ze Bill to amend 
and continue ze Ballot Act—is discuss. Ze debate is adjourn. Iam 
discuss also ven ze House is suspend for two hours, 

I go see ze ballet and forget ze ballot ; so do lots of ozzares, and ze 
House it is count out. 
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** Cheer up, old chappie,” said Hope, nudging the Consumer; ‘‘ these fishmongers who keep prices up will laugh the wreng sides of their mouths‘when the Fisheries 
Exhibition is opened.” 15.1. from some mysterious cause the fishmonger chuckled behind his show. 
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- FISHMONGER 


AND OUTSIDE 
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Then the Consumer hurried in great expectation to the Exhibition, and the first thing that gave him a turn was a person he felt sure he’d seen somewhere before. 
**Can you tell me where I shall find the Advantages of this FE» ition?—I ‘ve been looking for them everywhere," asked the Consumer. ‘‘ Well,” said the person 


/ know the way to ‘em, but I don’t know as you @ be able to find em. P raps they ain't open to the public yet.’ 
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HERE’S A PARTY WHOM YOU KNOW, TIDDY-FOL-LOL, 
TIDDY-FOL-LOL, 
ROM THE HOUSE BE 








o acy Try r 
f Vil | | ke | 


LOW, TIDDY-FOL-LOL, | 


C Never thee mind the Bishobs 


tS 


AS DECEASED | 
1) WAFE'S S\STERS 
. B\Lr 


THE SISTERS-IN-LORDS (Sung ty H.R. and ¥. B.) 
SNUBBED FOR MANY A YEAR, 


| AT 


7 


a r. 


SHE’S BEEN 
AND THE BISHOPS 
THIS PRETTY 

TIDDY-FOL-LOL! 
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AND SNEER 
TIDDY-FOL-LOL, 


GROAN 
DEAR, 
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(See Cartoon.) 


It is wrong and ill-bred, 
In this country at least, 
Any sister to wed 
Of a wife who’s deceased ; 
Although why this should be 
So sad a blunder, 
Is a matter to me 
Of frequent wonder. 


But a change must come, since, 
Just to set the thing right, 

Now the Quaker and Prince 
In their efforts unite 

To legitimize such 
A kind of marriage ; 

And I don’t expect much 
Prolonged miscarriage. 


For the poor little Bill, 
Which was often thrown out, 
They ’ll soon pass with a will, 
I have very small doubt ; 
And the time must be nigh— 
A reg’lar twister— 
When I may marry my 
Deceased Wife’s Sister. 


THE SISTER-IN-LORDS. 
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DITTIHS OF THH DAY. 
ADAPTED TO THE Mosic oF THE MOMENT. 
New Serigs. No. s5c.—A Sone oF INCONSEQUENCE 


AIR—"' Tiddy-fol-lol,” 


SiR Robert Carden, gent, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
’S had another accident, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
And the Four-in- Handers—hark !|~— 
Have disported, I’d remark, 
At a meeting in the Park, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 
If you ask us to explain, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
What we mean by this refrain, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
Why, you force us to reply 
The refrain is all our eye, 


Oh! the Prince of Wales, we find, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
In the Middle Temple dined, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol ; 
And just fancy, too, ochone! 
Misther woild O'Kelly goan 
And a-scarin’ poor McCoan, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 
So let us plunge again, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
Into this absurd refrain, tiddy-lol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
For, when all is said and done, 
If of meaning it has none, 
Why, it’s all the sane to Fon, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 





In this weather we enjoy, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
What the masher calls ‘‘the boy,” 
Tiddy fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol ; 
But of course we have the sense 
To indulge at his expense— 
Oh, the saving is immense! 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 
And now we have (with pain), tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
To revert to that refrain, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
Which truthfully we may 
Remark is just our way 
When we’ve nothing else to say, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 


But we hope they ’ll do the trick, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
With the Southwell bishopric, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol ; 
So the Davitt lot are out, 
And the ‘‘ blow-hole” owners pout, 
But they ’re licked without a doubt, 
Tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 
Though to hope escape is vain, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol, 
(With our life) from this refrain, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol ; 
But there's Hicks in the Soudan, 











Having proved the proper man ; 
TIin-b ' . TT ] ’ 


And ‘‘we don’t mean nothing” by tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol. 








s's plan, tiddy-fol-lol, tiddy-fol-lol., 


BY DHPUTY. 


BEING A TRUE PICTURE OF THE GILDED YOUTH OF THE TIMR, 
COMPILED FROM A CURRENT PROSECUTION CASS. 


THE Honourable De Ponsonbye Vere Ponsonsonbye was only seyen- 
teen, and inexperienced ; consequently he put on his own necktie, and 
went out for a stroll down Bond Street. Presently he yearned for a 
smoke, and was just stepping into a tobacconist’s, when he observed 
his three friends, the Hon, Courtenaye Howarde de Tracye, the Hon. 
Pierayge de Brette Pierayge, and the Hon. Launcelote de Smythe- 
Smythe Tomkynnes, gazing upon him in languid wonder. 
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‘*’Tevvah ’s mattah, deah boye?’ asked the Hon, Courtenaye. 

** Something wrong with collah?” asked the Hon, Pierayge. 

**Most queeah!” said the Hon, Launcelote. 

The Hon. Ponsonbye explained that he was entering to purchase a 
cigar. His three friends simultaneously and slowly raised their six 
eyebrows and let fall their three glasses from their three near-eyes in 
token of wild astonishment; then, with a pitying murmur of ‘‘ Pooah 
old chappie!” they led him gently away, and explained things to him. 

The Hon. Ponsonbye had advanced in knowledge now. He was 
again strolling down Bond Street, and wanted a cigar ; so he passed the 
tobacconist’s, and was about to enter a door with a brass plate, when he 
again observed his friends gazing at him in wonder. 

‘*’Tevvah ’s mattah now, deah boye?” they asked. 

The Hon. Ponsonbye explained that he was about to call on an agent 
to go to the tobacconist’s and buy him a cigar. Gently murmuring, 
‘* Bettah, but not quaite raite yet!” they again led him away, 

The Hon. Ponsonbye was really progressing now. He was again 
strolling down Bond Street, followed by his valet, and he wanted a 
cigar. So he beckoned his valet, and told him to go to the door with 
the brass plate with ‘‘ Mr.” on it, a little beyond the tobacconist’s, and 
instruct the agent to procure a cigar. Then he waited at the corner 
fifteen minutes, until the cigar had been handed to the agent, who 
handed it to the valet, who handed it to the Hon. Ponsonbye. The 
cigar came to ten shillings—original price two and six; agent's com- 
mission from tobacconist, two and six; agent’s commission from pur- 
chaser, two and six; valet’s perquisite, two and six. 

The three friends were delighted, for the Hon. Ponsonbye was pro- 
gressing wonderfully ; but great was the disappointment of their eye- 
brows when they called upon him and found him writing a cheque for 
two thousand boxes of cigars, each procured in the same way, 

‘’Teyvah’s this wraiting on this laine—and these figyeahs?” they 
asked. ‘‘ Whaiy, that’s mount of cheque,” said the Hon. lonsonbye, 
The three glasses again fell. Again the three friends led him away. 

“« Nevvah wraite amount on cheque—nevvah. Jad form!” said the 
three. ‘Always give blank cheques to fellahs, 'specially uttah stranjahs. 
Bettah form to wraite on blank sheet papah.” There was another valu- 
able wrinkle; but the pupil was not perfect yet, for the three friends, 
calling again, after languidly admiring his furniture, stood unhappily 
gazing about the floor, in search of something evidently wanting ; then, 
without a word, they led him gently to each of their three sets of 
chambers in succession, and he saw that their carpets were strewn with 
blank cheques, acceptances, and sheets of paper, all signed at the 
corner ; and they explained to him that their agents, legally empowered 
to sign for them, called each morning and signed a good batch of these 
instruments, which were cleared up by the charwoman when she came. 
‘« Makes a bit of littah,” said the three; ‘‘but it’s form.” 

After this the Hon. Ponsonbye really gave his mind toit; he decided 
that it would be better to get another agent to tell his valet what agent 
to communicate with; then he got another valet, to come between him 
and the first agent; then he decided to borrow nine hundred thousand 
million pounds—not that he wanted it, but he wanted to pay the interest 
on it and the commission to the two hundred agents acting for him ; for 
he would not think of employing less than that number of agents for the 
transaction. And we regret to say that, failing to procure an agent to 
eat for him—for he already employed all the existing agents, and would 
not hear of using the same agent for two purposes—he succumbed to 
tarvation. He did that himself. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THH TIMES. 


THE DEGRADED ONES. 


INQUIRER. Policeman, who is that abashed and miserable person 
who creeps grovellingly along yon unfrequented way? Why does he 
bow his head, and, covering his woebegone countenance with his 
trembling hands, shrink, as it were, from contact with his fellow-beings ? 
See, now, he has crept through a gap in yonder fence, and at this mo- 
ment peers sadly over it from the outside, as though yearning for a re- 
admission which cannot, cannot be vouchsafed him. 








POLICRMAN. Alas! he has placed himself beyond the pale of society. 
He refused to fight an Irish Member, and has fallen out of the category 
of honourable men, and is therefore no more worthy of attention from 


any man. He was a marquis, but is now an outcast—a social leper. 

INQUIRER. And these gentlemen who also slink away to hide their 
heads in oblivion, who may they be? 

POLICEMAN. They are miserable Members of the House of Commons 
who have refused to fight the Irish Member, and have also fallen out of 
the category of honourable men. They sneak away from the habitations 
of humanity to make for themselves a home in the desert, for London 
is no place for such. 

INQUIRER. And this most grave and reverend personage in the wig? 

POLICEMAN. He was, indeed, the Speaker of the House of Commons ; 
but having ruled the Irish Member out of order, he subsequently re- 
fused either to apologize or fight, and has fallen like the unhappy rest 
out of the category. See how he tries to envelope even his shameful 
legs in the wig, yet fails. And here, too, come Mr. Gladstone and the 
Cabinet, having also refused to fight, and fallen out of the category. 

INQuIRER. And these——? 

POLICEMAN. The Prince of Wales and the other male members of the 
Royal Family; the principal scientific, literary, and artistic characters of 
the age; the Lord Mayor and Corporation ; the Committee of the Stock 
Exchange ; and the Irish Member’s valet—all have shamelessly refused 
to fight the Irish Member, and fallen out of the category. 

INQUIRER, But there cannot now remain many within the category? 

POLICEMAN. None remain; for see, the rest of the male inhabitants 
of London of a fightable age also depart in shame and degradation, The 
Irish Member alone remains within the pale; he alone is still included 
in the category of honourable men. 


PREVENTING DESECRATION, 

(See account of the method pursued by the Fishermen of Strome Ferry. ) 

INQUIRER. Dear me! Why is McWrastle arming himself with that 
great stick? 

INFORMANT. Oh! he’s preventing the desecration of the Sabbath—— 

INQUIRER. Preven——! But he's dragging at his neighbour Jones’s 
coat-tails, and now he has dragged ’em off 

INFORMANT. Oh, yes! You see, it’s two minutes past the midnight 
between Saturday and Sunday; and Jones has partly swallowed one of 
his false teeth, and will insist on desecrating the Sabbath by trying to 
get it up again, and McWrastle is trying to prevent him, 

INQUIRER. But he’s sitting on Jones’s head ; and now he’s got up to 
bonnet that gentleman who's just arrived, and take away his box. 

INFORMANT, Oh, yes! that’s the surgeon, and that’s his case of in- 
struments. See, McWrastle and Jones and the doctor are all ro!lirg 





down the grass-plot together ; and the struggle has woke up seven neigh- | 
bouring dogs, who are barking like mad; and everybody all round is | 


throwing up his window to see what’s the matter; and a crowd of 
roughs have gone in to join in the fun; and now it's a free fight ; and 
everybody ’s using firearms; and the fire-engines have arrived; and a 


crowd of some millions has assembled, and is smashing windows ; and 
| the police have arrived in force; and the military have been called out ; 
and it’s all to prevent the desecration of the Sabbatb. 
INQUIRER. But McWrastle has defeated his own er 
INFORMANT. Not a bit; he’s sitting on Jones's head to prevent the 


tooth being got up. It’s a complete success for conscience. 


| 


THE ACADEMICIANS AT US AGAIN. 


FINAL NOTICE, 


We had just lectured the Office Boy severely on the iniquity of using 
the proprietor’s paste on his hair as a substitute for pomatum, and had 
talked to him in a paternal manner about a dangerous habit he has con- 
tracted of picking his teeth with the office scissors, when sounds were 
heard suggestive of the murmurs of bubbling brooks or citrate of mag- 
nesia, dull rolls of thunder, the whispers of a pine, and the soul-melting 
piping of reeds. we ; ; 

It was only a deputation of the Academicians calling on us again. 
Knowing our partiality for music, they had assaulted and robbed some 
‘‘ Punch and Judy” showmen in their anxiety to propitiate and soothe 
us. We inquired their business. 

‘‘Why had we not given a second notice of their show?’’ was the 
questioning answer. ; } 

‘* Very sorry—not had space,” we jerked out laconically. 

** You will do another?” they asked pleadingly. 

** You bet!” we replied. 

‘‘ Don’t you think,” said the most venerable member present, ‘‘ er !— 
hum !—don’t you think that, in order to prevent misunderstandings with 
menials, your next tour round the Academy had better be au Cook’s— 
a personally conducted one?” 

‘‘Ye gods of Olympus!” we began, and were going to give a Latin 
quotation, when we lost the continuity of thought, so simply again ejacu- 
lated, ‘‘ you bet!” and arranged for a meeting next day. ‘‘ The bond 
of admiration thus begun,” that hoary-headed member started, when 
unexpectedly the younger Academicians manifested such signs of riot 

and impatience that, with the aid of the Office Boy and the Charwoman, 
we were compelled, under painful circumstances, to expel them, During 
the ejection we regret to say the big drum they had stolen was seriouly 
damaged, while a promising young Academician swad/owed the call, 

We were seated in the Royal Academician’s Arab Chamber, gracefully 
dangling our legs in the limpid waters of the fountain, which cast its 
transparent scented spray over our somewhat fevered brow, when the 
host asked us the question, ‘‘ What more have you got to say about our 
show? You were taciturn while we took you round to-day.” 

Then we replied concisely, ‘‘ Frank Dicksee sustains his reputation in 
‘Too Late! too Late! ye Cannot Enter now ’—unkind people have said 
this young man himself entered too early, but it was jealousy. Frank 
Holl’s portrait of ‘H.R.H. the Duke of Cambridge’ is a faithful likeness, 
but how is it such a realistic artist has neglected to introduce ‘he 
umbrella? ‘Voltaire’ is one of the cleverest bits of painting shown, but 
we have no sympathy with the furrin gentleman, who was as brutal as 
our Dr. Johnson, and deserved more thrashings than he received. We 
won't make any flabby puns about Hook’s ‘Wily Angler’—it is a 
genuine, refreshing, manly piece of art. ‘Windsor’ is a rather soapy 
production of Vicat Cole’s. The various works by P. R. Morris are 
more pleasing in subject than in colour or manipulation. John Pettie’s 
‘Jester’s Merry Thought’ has been dished up with too much mustard 
for one little merry thought; a lot of ham or something would be required 
to soak up the quantity. Luke Fildes has had different experience to 
ours of country people: ours is they never wash, his is they are always 
clean; but the ‘Village Wedding’ is one of the best pictures in this 
year’s exhibition. Leslie Thomson’s ‘Rye, Sussex,’ shows a good deal 
of power ; but it’s a pity he did not puta little more ‘bloom on the rye’ 
before sending in, as parts of the picture are crude. ‘The First Frost,’ 
by Alfred Parsons, we warmly commend, ‘A Spill,’ an old huntsman 
who has alighted too suddenly, is an earnest realization of nature. 
‘Rochester from the River,’ by Charlie Wyllie, is worked broadly but 
with infinite delicacy, Claude Calthrop in his ‘ Returned’ (the interior 
painted at Ham House) might have advantageously borrowed a spoonful 
of Pettie’s ‘Merry Thought’ mustard. W. L. Wyllie wins by a length 
among the painters of shipping by his ‘ Toil, Glitter, Grime, and Wealth 
on a Flowing Tide.’” 

” ea you think all the pictures good?” asked several Academicians 
together. 

** By being rubbed over with treacle and varnish during June and July, 
many might be made useful as catch-’em-alive-O’s,”’ we answered. 

‘* But what about the architecture?” was the general question. 

**Don’t like architecture!” we replied; ‘‘our house at Brixton is 
always tumbling down and being put up again.” 

‘* How do you like our sculpture?” rang through the Arab Chamber. 

‘*You’ve got a man who represents ‘ Thetis dipping Achilles in the 
Styx’: he hasn’t sculpt any Styx—it ’s disgusting !”’ we returned. 

‘* The engraving, you understand that?” they continued nervously. 

** Yes,” we said firmly. ‘‘ Our great-grandfather’s third wife’s second 
cousin was hanged for engraving notes, sacrificed on the shrine of Art.” 
And we wept, while the goldfish gazed sympathetically upon us as we 
slode gently away. 
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CREATURES,—A National Health Exhibition. 
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Memas. of the Month. f 


THIs month is a month of delight, 
And each afternoon 

In the Row, where the toilettes are bright, 
Swells daily commune ; 

’T is a month that ’s adapted as well 
For people who spoon ; 

And the lover his story may tell 
By the light of the moon. 

With your sweetheart prepare, then, to range, 
If you ’re now a ‘‘ gone coon” 

(And I trust that you never may change 
To a different tune !) 

The roses’ bright hues are now seen— 
They to earth are a boon ; 

And o'er meadows delightfully green 
Floral treasures are strewn ; 

And a date that will not make you gay 
(Which you cannot impugn)— 

Namely, Quarter Day, Midsummer Day— 
Will visit us soon ! 

We sigh for some calm rural spot 
In which we may ‘‘ moon ;” 

For the weather grows awfully hot— 
In short, it is June! 














“Was Justice a trifle more Blind than usual, 
or only more Merciful?” 


THAT Draconic class of justice which embraces ‘‘an eye 
for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth,” does not seem to be 
meted out always by the Ramsgate magistrates. Recently 
they fined five lads ten shillings for throwing balls of mortar 
at a temperance excursion party returning from a day’s outing. 
Three persons had their sight severely injured, and one woman 
had one eye totally destroyed, the lime literally burning it 
away, in spite of the immediate efforts of two medical men 
to extract the irritant matter. The Ramsgate lads having 
thrown irritant matter into their victims’ eyes, probably the 
Ramsgate magistrates thought that a counter-irritant thrown 
































into the minds of these unfortunate people by the means of 
an extraordinary decision might possibly relieve them, Let 
us be charitable, especially towards country J.P.s, 





CERTAIN residents of Marylebone have been complaining 
that they cannot get their dust-bins emptied. They say this 
nuisance has bin growing some time. Dust thou not blush, 
O dustman? 





HAILED ME. 
SAILOR AS I AM HE’LL ARSK ME WHAT I’M A-GOIN’ TO ’aAve.’” 


AN OLD SALT. 


Young Penpusher (who has been putting on a little nautical ‘' side” ),— 
‘“You SEE, MY MAN, I KNOW SOMETHING ABOUT SEAMANSHIP.” 
Ancient Mariner.—‘‘ JEST WHAT I SEZ TO MYSELF D'RECKLY YOU 


I skz, ‘I’M AS SURE THIS YOUNG GEN’LMAN’S A BORN 


[ Penpusher ‘‘ arshks" him, 








TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THe EpiTor oF ‘' Fun.” 


This is your sort, thisis! ‘Go and make 


S1r,—NVow we’re in it! 
if you think I favoured any other horses, they were all scratched except 
McGrath’s, which a close inspection of the tip will show I didn’t favour 
at all; as for the Royal Hunt and Orange Cups, every horse I mentioned 
with favour was scratched, and as my selections wou/d have won, with 
a run, I am fully entitled to call these victories also, and so I’m going 
to do it. 

And now for just a few words apropos of the Hampton Meeting. 
Here is my 


TIP FOR THE SURREY AND MIDDLESEX STAKES, 


The ‘‘ form ” quite sufficient to tax us is— 
Though rosy the chance of Charaxus is, 
And though Robin Hood 
’S decidedly good, 
Very anxious the party who backs us is, 


The Bulbul shall win (or Vermilion), 
Mont Cenis may please the civilian ; 
Bat the soldier so gay 

Finds the Roysterer pay, 
Or goes for the Cucumber filly ‘un. 


Mo-i-ra the post canters gay to it, 
Or Antler will show them the way to it, 
Or we ‘ll say, for our sins, 
That Strelitzia wins— 
ut Biserta has something to say t 








am To Corrgesronpawtrs —Thse Aditer dees not bind himsel/ te achnowiledee 


a pot on little Ishmae/,” that’s what I said about the Ascot Stakes ; and | 


| inclined to pay up. 


but I am not above accepting half a sovereign as a compliment if no 
| change is expected. 


i 


| 





| not pleasant reading. 


wrrlurn 


accompamisd by @ tlamfed aud divected emvtio7e 


So there you are for the present, and I wish you luck, though I shall be 
obliged if you will refrain from attempting to explain my tips until I have 
done so myself, as I find you usually manage to explain that I am wrong, 
which complicates matters when I come to them, and proves that one of 
us has a serious disregard for truth—it would ill become me to say which 
one. Here, by the way, are some 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, 

BILKeR.—The bet is void, but you needn't tell him so if he seems 


Anxious INquIRER.—I do not give tips for pecuniary considerations ; 


GeorGe.—There is no sketch that I am aware of depicting the Jockey 


Club with Archer up. 

otenepe nan esyn SHUM Weatherby are bound to scratch you if the 
place is clearly out of your own reach, but do not speak unkindly to 
them, or the Jockey Club will bave a Peck at you. 


Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 


—_ ed 


Dog-matic. 


A NEw novel with the title of ‘‘Mongrels” is announced, In spite 
of its canine cognomen, it is said a-mong-rel-iable people, who have 
cur-sorily glanced through it, that it does not deserve being hounded 
down. Doubtless it is written with a pup-pose. 











Thereby Hang Several Taels! 


Tue bank at Tung Kado, China, has suspended payment. The 
liabilities amount, it is said, to 300,000 taels, Such taels as these are 
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yr pay for Contribution la ue casé will they b4 returned wnless 
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Tus is Winkleton-on-Sea—you ‘|| agree 
'T is a very pretty spot, is it not? 
And in a quiet nook, with a book, 
Our tourist may be found on the ground. 


In that spot he 


~ 
Zz ; 4 


— 








} '- Soon agony acute ‘gan to shoot 
A™ Throagh his back, and in his air was despair. 
‘=. **I have caught a cold,” said he, “ by the sea! 
~'T is lumbago here I feel "—then a squeal !— 


A SEASIDE SUFFERER. 
In SEVERAL AGONIES, 







And the volume that he read, be it said 

(Whether ad or prose) made him doze ; 
ad explored soon he snored— 

Anon, “’T is time,” quoth he, ‘‘ for my tea!” 


Looking prematurely bent, forth he went— 
As he limped from place to place, lo! his face 
Bore the semblance of old age, woe, and rage, 
And a wreck in mind and frame he became. 


Then he thought to wander back ; but, alack ! 
He fell upon the beach, with a screech; 

Then at length, with many “‘ Oh’s!” he arose, 
And his state in figure two you will view. 








! TANS = y ly 
oe Se st i 
toate” ¥ i} 


Bache } 


ae 





And a very nauseous draught then he quaffed, 
But his back yet makes him ill—creaking still— 
We, alas! must let it creak for a week— 

May we find him less perplexed ‘‘in our next.” 








NHEW LBAVHES. 

Loneman's.—Mr. Payn’s story, ‘Thicker than Water,” flows on 
famously. 

Macmiillan's.—After ‘‘ The Wizard’s Son” comes other interesting 

pers, finishing with a ‘‘ Review of the Month,” which is a new feature 
in the mag. 

The Theatre.—The photo portraits are of Mrs. Stirling and Mr. 
William Terriss—both excellent likenesses. The literary matter is of 
the usual interest, and there is always something worth seeing in the 
‘* Theatre.” 

The Sguire has some capitally written papers—moreover, there is a 
good deal that is good in the papers. 

The Century has a pleasing article on ‘‘ Living English Sculptors,”’ 
with characteristic illustrations of the men and their works, also com- 
menting upon their artistic abilities. 

St. Nicholas is full of fascinating work. 

Merry England is a fresh volunteer in the ranks of magazine literature, 
and seems likely to soon be an ‘‘ efficient ’’ and do good and loyal service 
to ‘* Merry England.” It has an etching for a frontispiece. 

On the Road has commenced a new series. It has excellent appoint- 
ments, and as it has not the slightest semblance of being a *‘slow 
coach,” it may go at express speed ‘‘ on the road”’ to success. 


IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT !! 


ni 


TO OUR READERS. 


We hasten, with a delighted countenance, to inform the above and the 
Public generally that at an enormous expense (of persuasion and ‘cold 
without’), we have induced the well-known and versatile journalist 


SHINY SEAMS, Esq., 
to engage to prepare a Series of 


STARTLING PAPERSII! 


on a Social Subject, and, relying on this precarious promise, we beg to 
announce that they will be commenced next week, under the title of 


HOW THE RICH LIVE! 


And be fully and extravagantly illustrated 
by the celebrated delineator of the marvellous and startling, 


HAL ’LOW, Eso. 
Order early, as a large issue will be preparid, and we are anxious to get 
tt off our hands. 











Make writing a luxury and celight. 


JohnHeath's 
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CAUTION. — If 
Cocoa thickens in the 
cup, it proves the ad- 


dition of Starch. G 02. 
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Tie Sguire,—*' WELL, GRUBBLES, HOW ARE YOU?” 


CONFUSION!” 
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MENTAL DERANGEMENT. 





mY 
SQ A 


OS \ \\ 
NNN Ro SOY \. 
SAA ® ‘ WY ‘.\ 
. Nal 





“ag 


‘ * < y, n\ "\ ¢ f | 
BCLS 


/ at PS at 


 - 


4 





~ a “~ 
— > ) ; ” 
4 . 
we “~~ 
_ . ~y 


-o* ? . Pt, 4 
“ / ™ 3 ¢ ¥ ee e 
a _— ee - eee eee 


nel 





Grubbies,—** WELL, SIR, I’M ON’Y MIDDLIN’, DOCTOR ’E SAYS WHEN I FELL OFF O' THAT THERE STACK, I GOT A INFRRNAL 











Useful or Ornamental ? 

Don’T bother just now, I am worried, and that which I reckon my brain 
Is all in a kind of a muddle, as though it had suffered a strain, 

For I’ve just now returned from a scance, conducted by—never mind 
whom— 

For as he’s been advertised largely, he’s satisfied now, I presume. 

I must own that this mystical meeting was notable chiefly for noise, 
For most of the audience shouted like so many quarrelsome boys ; 
Some yelled at the ‘‘thought-reading ” showman in language ’t is need- 


less to quote, 
Till he guessed ata long row of figures—the number of some one’s bank- 


note. 

But, no matter, I want to discover if thought-reading ’s likely to prove 
Of service to folks in detecting each sharp individual’s ‘‘ move ; ” 

Can it teach one, for instance, to fathom the thoughts of one’s mother- 
in-law, 

And the likely extent of her visit, inspiring one’s household with awe? 


squeeze 


To learn at election-time whether they ’re likely to keep to their word, 
Or whether they ’ll round on their backers ?—you know //at has some- 
times occurred. 

Will it aid us to see through the dodges of Churchill and Salisbury too? 
Will it lay bare the deeply-laid swindles of all the ‘‘catch’’ company 
crew? 

Will it help him who scribbles this ‘‘copy” to know by the look of 
I uN’s eyes 

When it’s safe to ask Fon for a holiday—safe just to Aint at a ‘‘rise”’? 
If ’t will teach us to read bank note numbers without having seen them, 
indeed, : 








Will it go a step farther and help us to find lots of bank-notes to read? 
If thought-reading thus can be useful, I in for it gladly will go, 


» § . io. go ‘ y, y)\ ge ‘ ry) ’ 
€ r W1IGC-aWwake showmen snow. 








From the victim who’s once in his clutches? Or help us to knowourM.P.s? | 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THe Epitor or ‘‘ Fon,” 


S1r,—Again I soar aloft in the balloon-car of triumph! Once more 
the Grand Old Man succeeds in the grand old manner, while /udos is 
my companion, and affluence my amicus. Look up the last number of 
this spirited publication. ‘There it is. Read the tip and vencrate the 
old man. 

I shall give full tip for the Northumberland Plate in my next. Mean- 
time, keep your eye on Border Minstrel. 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS, 

ONT WHO WOULD BE JOLLY GLAD TO KNOW,—lI cannot possibly 

undertake to explain my tips before the race is run—it is impossible for 


me to know which horse I have selected until I know what has won, A 
careful study of all our back numbers, however, may assist you. I advise 


| you to procure them at once, and, if they afford you no assistance, pro- 


cure them again, and so on, until you find relief—Kensington is a clean 


-an i = a _ union for indoor relief. 
Can it help one to learn what percentage the loan vampire’s likely to | aa aah 


TYNDRUM.—Yes, they ’ve bad Archer up again, 
THE ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY. — No; the fact of Ishmael taking 
three parts of a bottle of whisky before starting for the Ascot High- 


| Weight Plate by no means precludes his entering for the Blue Ribbon of 


the Turf. 
Yours, &c., TROPHONIUS, 





———— —_— 


A Gar-licker |! 


A LATTER day savant has discovered a cure for hydrophobia. It is 
earlic, Most likely you merely take garlic internally, and it keeps the 
mad dogs away half a mile, 











Tue ‘ Alkalis Act.” Why, of course they do, if they are good for 
anything at all. 
Tue Biccest Race on Recorp.—Thbe buman one, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS, 


HE new programme at the Strand 
is like a whiff of the merry past— 
the past of Clarke, Rogers, Marie 
Wilton, Elise Holt, and a score of 
others whose merry voices and 
antics (silent and quiet enough 
now, most of them !) were ‘*‘ wont 
to keep the audience in a roar.” 
It is the past with a difference, it 
is true; there is not wanting the 
tinge of sadness of faithful memory 
for old favourites, but things have 
advanced since those old days. 
Our scenery is more elaborate, and 
does not run quite so much to 
**cloths’’ and ‘ flats ;” our dresses 
are more costly, and withal more 

; tasteful ; and we know, if we do 

Tur Strano —Duccie et Dick-oruM., not always act upon the know- 

ledge, how to give our wit point 
and refinement, and that at no expense of heartiness either. 





Vice Versa, the two-act adaptation by Mr. Edward Rose, of Mr. 
Anstey’s amusing tale, which is not without suspicion of Gilbertian sug- 
gestion, by the way, is the very thing to open the light-hearted pro- 
gramme, The first act is scarcely so bright as the second, perhaps, and 
Mr. Rose’s impersonation of Dick with his owm spirit in him is not 
striking although there is nothing to complain of in his rendering of the 
character when Mr, Bultitude’s spirit isin possession. Mr. Robert Brough 
is admirable as Mr, Bultitude, and Mr. W. F. Hawtrey is an excellently 
sedate and characteristic Doctor. The Schoolboys are played, from the 
‘* cock of 
the school” 
to the small. 
est boy in 
knicker- 
bockers, 
with a truth- 
fulness 
which makes 
them quitea 
feature ; Mr, 
E. Hamil- 
ton Bell's 
picture of 
the chival- 
rous, hot- 
headed Tip- 





Tue Stranp.—Tue ‘‘ EcrevateEp DRAMMER.” 


| ping has a 


heartiness about it which is very taking, and I’ve been to school myself 
with Mr. Cannam’s Chawner. But the quictly piquant and refined em- 
bodiment by Miss I. Hastings of Mr. Anstey’s pretty girl-conception, 
Dulcie, which she makes as sweet as her name, is the gem of the piece, 
to my thinking, and causes me to wonder regretfully why my school- 
master’s daughter was thirty-six, and the possessor of a drab complexion 
and two prominent front teeth ! 


Mr. W. Warham's burlesque, Si/ver Guilt, only possesses one fault 
that I can see: he wanders rather 
unnecessarily into other Princess’s 
productions than Zhe Silver 
Aing, even going so far as to 
‘*annex” Gerty Ileckett, from 7he 
Romany Rye, in place of the 
rightful heroine. Beyond this 
there is nothing but praise to be 
given; the piece is a clever, 
sharply written, genuinely amus- 
ing parody which (no mean merit) 
retains its vitality to the finish. 
All concerned have entered very 
heartily into the spirit of the 
thing, the mode of changing the 
scenery being in itself, whether 
intentionally or not, no bad bur- 











lesque upon the elaborately in- 
genious methods adopted at the 

ww! Dp wns the sway of 
VW ur! Mr. kKdward 


rmance Oi 


t urlesque of this last-named gentiema 
Denver is whimsically close. Mr. E. Hamilton Bell scores again 








with his Detective. in which he has caught Mr. Speakman’s manner very 
happily; Mr. W. F. Hawtrey’s Eliah Coombe is another close parody of 
the original. 
As for Mr. 
Robert 
Brough and 
Miss Laura 
Linden, 
were we to 
shut our eyes 
we _ could 
easily cheat 
ourselves in- 
to the belief 
that we were 
listening to 
the originals 
they so cle- 
verly mimic. 
THe STRAND.—BRUCE AND THE “SpiDER_ IN ONE, There are 
some good 
songs and dances—our old friend, ‘‘the American song and dance,” 
turning up among the latter—one in which Miss Linden combines the 
lightness of a clever dancer, the ordinary points of a melodramatic 
struggle, and the peculiarities of Miss Eastlake’s mode of resistance, shows 
a very original sense of humour as well as executive skill. 








In the extraordinary production yclept Rank and Riches, produced at 
the Adelphi, Mr. Wilkie Collins may certainly lay claim to have com- 
passed a work of glaring oriyinality. ‘‘ Dangerous” situations are in- 
troduced, apparently that danger- 
ous speeches may give them em- 
phasis, and ‘‘ mountains out of 
molehills”” is the order of the day. 
A Republican club is raised to the 
portentous significance of a Rus- 
sian secret society, an elaborate 
machinery of investigation is put 
into motion to prove whether or 
no a lady’s-maid has visited a 
public house parlour (heinous 
crime !), the andience well know- 
ing that she has not, and not 
caring if she has! But the most 
noticeable point is that scarce any 
one comes or goes of his or her 
own accord; it is ‘will you tell 
So-and-so I wish tosee him here,” 

: ; a Asis — 
ne ‘I have just brought What - Tue Ape_eHi.—THe BAND STRUCK UP 
his-name to tell you——” or AND SHE CAME TO THR FOOTLIGHTS, 
‘‘Thingummy has sent me to ex- so we THOUGHT SHE WAS GOING TO 
plain——” or ‘‘if you will kindly = “ot ice,” 1g fe ee asses 
leave us alone——” or ‘please to Ahan ARID r 7 
remain here till I return;’’ and 
sometimes a person’s presence is procured by the simpler method of 
standing in the middle of a room and calling for him aloud. 





The two scenes of the first act are fairly good and appropriate, but in 
addition to the execrably bad taste of the brilliant and crude green of the 
fourth, some defect (probably) in the lighting is the cause of a pretty 
effectual concealment of the actors’ features during the whole of the 
last three acts. It is not necessary to speak at large of the acting ; it is 
of almost 
uniform 
high excel- 
lence, with 
prominent 
places in the 
memory for 
the untiring 
efforts and 
true art of 
Miss ___ Lin- 
gard, Miss 
M. Holme, 
Mr. G. W. 
Anson, Mr. 
C. Sugden, 





NGE PLAYS PEGET STRANGR ATTITUDES— and Mr. G. 

r HOLME MANUFACTURE, Alexander. 

It is, how-| 

an lib piece will be withdrawn fore these 
narks see the light. N ESTOS 
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THH BLUNDERBHRRYS AT BRHAKFAST. 


‘*Mrs, BLUNDERBERRY,” said the master of the house, ‘‘ have you 
seen the newspaper this morning ?”’ and he looked underneath the dish- 
cover with a scowl at the bacon, as if he suspected that usually harmless 
comestible of having secreted his morning journal. 

Mrs, Blunderberry dropped two silent tears into the breakfast-cup, 
and turned her head away without reply. 

**Am I to understand, Mrs, Blunderberry,” he continued, raising his 
voice, ‘fam I to understand that you have used the Daz/y Startler asa 
dress-improver? Do you wish me to believe that you propose to curl 
your fringe with the largest circulation in the world? Possibly you in- 
tend to contribute twenty columns of news and forty of advertisements 
to the Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge ; but I—I—your 
husband, your lord and master, demand that print. Produce it, Mrs. 
Blunderberry, or——” And he seized an electro-plated knife with which 
it was just possible to carve butter on a hot day, and flourished it 
menacingly. 

‘*You shan’t have it !’’ cried Mrs, Blunderberry defiantly, snatching 
it from beneath the chair where she had concealed it, and holding it be- 
hind her back. Then, with all the rapid variation of woman’s mood, 
the tears coursed each other down her cheeks as she pleaded piteously, 
**Don’t ask me for it, Solomon—don’t. Take my pearl brooch with 
dear grandma’s hair in it—take my new silk skirt which only came home 
Jast night, and which I have nev—ev—ever worn, but Solomon, as you 
love me, do not read the newspaper to-day.” 

** What ails the S¢artier this morning?” roared Mr. Blunderberry, 
What corruption of male morals has Fleet Street been attempting since 
I went to bed? What profanity has been turned loose in leaded type to 
startle the propriety of a Blunderberry ? Speak, madam—speak—or I 
will purchase a thousand copies of this day’s S/art/er, and paper every 
room in the house with them.”’ 

**Oh, Solomon ! the Lor—Lor—Lor—Lords have made a law—aw— 
law that you are to marry your wife’s deceased sister, and—and—you ’ve 
got to doit.” 

As Mrs. Blunderberry spoke these words she choked with emotion 
and misdirected tea, then patted herself on the back with a spoon till 
she recovered. 

**Is that so?’ yelled Mr, Blunderberry, dropping a piece of bacon 
into his cup, and flourishing the vacant fork like a general leading his 
troops to victory. ‘‘Is that so? Then bring along the coffins of all 
your dead-and-gone relatives ; show me the tombstones of all my future 
wives ; and let history record the name of Blunderberry as the Mormon 
amongst the mummies.” 

** Sol—ol—olomon, how ca you joke on such a subject? Oh! to 
think that I should live to see the day when my husband should stand 
before the altar with his deceased wife’s sister.” 

** Now you've got it! That’s it at last!” replied Mr. Blunderberry 
with mock seriousness. ‘‘I’ll invite you to the wedding, Mrs. Blun- 
derberry ; I’ll present you with a piece of the cake, Mrs. B., a lovely 
bit of cake with a little sugar Cupid atop; I'll fit you with a wreath of 
flowers, and you shall give me away ; then you will become your sister’s 
stepwife, and I shall be your half brother-in-law—see?”’ 

** But,” cried Mrs. Blunderberry, rising from her seat, a bright gleam 
of hope irradiating her countenance; ‘* but—I haven’t got a sister!” 
‘*Mrs, Blunderberry, the peers of England, in council assembled, are 
not to be put off with subterfuge. You ought to have one. Trocure me 
the necessary young person without delay; bring forth the fiery untamed 
sister, or dread the vengeance of the outraged majesty of the law. The 


presence of the Lord Chancellor.” 

‘* But,” said Mrs, Blunderberry reflectively, ‘‘ I suppose the same law 
applies to a deceased husband’s brother; and you Aave a brother, Solo- 
mon, and very nice-looking he is—quite different to you—and ever so 
much younger ; and I always /ave liked him very much, and I wish——”’ 
‘* What nonsense you talk!” exclaimed Mr. Blunderberry peevisbly. 
‘*I think I shall walk into the City this morning ;” and he left the house 
fully ten minutes before his usual time. 








A Bright Idea, 


SoME strange ejaculations one may hear; 
I’xpressions vulgar, idiotic, queer ; 
For instance, ‘‘ Fact!” and ‘ Straight!” and ‘‘ Blow me tight!” 
But Birmingham was recently cn /éte 
For one who’s done some service to the State ; 
Each ‘* Brum’s” expression then was ‘* Honour Bright!” 





Quite Suf-fish-ent. 


THERE is to be an angling tournament shortly. The ‘‘lines’’ of battle 





ire. It is to be hoped the hooks used will be WellsHarp-ened. 








petty detail that there was but one of you will never serve your turn in 


| 
| 





will be drawn up at the Welsh Harp, Hendon, and most of the com- | 
petitors will be *‘ gentle’’-men, and any kind of bait may be used except 





ROOM FOR BNTERPRISH. 





MATILDA JANE, I went and spoke 
To all the fish-retailing folk 

Who grace the suburb where we dwell 
And heard the piteous tale they tell ; 
And I have shed a large amount 

Of liquid tears on their account ; 
And there’s a way that I discern 

Of doing them a friendly turn, 


They do so long for fish—they say, 

‘It is so very scarce to-day ; 

They ’ve begged for plaice, and prayed for shad, 
And soles are scarcely to be had ; 

And though to Billingsgate they plod, 

They cannot buy a single cod, 

In spite of hunting all around, 

At Jess than twelve and six a pound. 


** And as for mackerel, they reach 

The price of four and ninepence each ; 
And haddock (smoked) will sof go down 
One penny under half a crown ; 

And haddock (wet), when large and fine, 
Four shillings, smaller two and nine ; 
And two and four per pound one finds 
The average of coarser kinds.” 


There ’s Mister Finns (in spite, I ween, 
Of his ‘‘ Appointment to the Queen”), 
And that unhappy Mister Scales 
(Purveyor to the Prince of Wales), 

And Mister Gills (at call and beck 

Of H.S.H. the Duke of Teck)— 
These, one and all, devoutly wish 

And yearn, and yearn in vain, for fish ! 


So hie thee now, Matilda, plod 

To Farringdon and buy some cod— 

(At twopence by the pound they sell)— 
And ten a shilling mackeré/ ; 

And haddocks (smoked), the price they fix 
To-day is twopence for the six ; 

And soles and eels—the prices go 

At corresponding ratio. * 


And sell your purchase to the trade 
At—call it twice the price you paid ; 
Poor fellows ! how their hearts will swell ! 
And we shall make a bit as well. 


* See prices in letters to the newspapers. 
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ABSURD! 
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ed Biiton had been to the Rational Dress Exhibition. He was observed to sit, gloomy and pondering. 


indignantly put on his boots again and went out 
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Edwin the youthful Briton, had been to that Exhibition too, and he also was observed 





\\ \ 
i 
\\ Ny 
A f fan's’ X\ 


t 


. O 
\\ Hi. 





to be wrapped in meditative gloom. Then he also sadly went out. 






Then, with a great determination, he 















































oe — 
iinet - 











FOHN BRIGHT. 
MEAN). 


IGHT GUID WILLIE-WAUGHT 





MAY 


7 


} 
» 


NC 


a —_ oF, 
er er rrr 
ee ww se Oe ome a 

ee oan a 


> 
4 


TAK A k 


VOL 








WHATEVER THAT 


AND WE’LL 











Oe) 
co 
co 

_ 

co 

| 

w 
Zz 
~ 
T. 

Z, 


1857 AND 18838. 
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MY OLD FRIEND JOHN, 
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1857 AND 18838. 


SAID THE OLD JOHN BRIGHT TO THE YOUNG 
JOHN BRIGHT. 


(See Cartoon.) 


SHOULD auld aquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to min’? 
Should an auld Member be forgot, 
And days o’ lang syne? 
For auld lang syne, my boy, 
For auld lang syne, 
We'll tak a glass o’ something hot 
For auld lang syne. 


We twa hae stump’d frae town to town, 
Made monie speeches fine, 
And we’ve left our mark upon the warld 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 
For auld lang syne, &c. 


We twa hae argued i’ the House 
Frae eve till mornin shine, 
And ’gainst us knaves and fools hae roar’d 
Sin’ auld lang syne. 
lor auld lang syne, &c. 


Then gie’s a hand, my old friend John, 
And look me in the een, 
And we'll tak a right guid willie-waught 
Whatever that may mean 
lor auld lang syne, my boy, 
For auld lang syne ; 
We'll tak a drink at Birmingham 
For auld lang syne. 
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DITTIBS OF THE DAY. 


ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF THE MOMENT, 


New Serigs. No. 51.—A SonG or SuFFICtENcy, 
Air—‘' Fight for your Country.” 


BEFORE our ditty we can write, 
We turn to every place 
In search of news—it ’s sometimes quite 
An interesting chase ; 
We must not stay or cease our search 
For entertaining stuff, 
We dare not dine or go to church 
Until we have enough. 
Right through the country, right through and through, 
Night through the four quarters earth brings to view— 
Oo! 
Write, nor inquire if it’s all strictly true, 
For, remember, you're writing for England, 


They say a treaty will be signed 
’Twixt Italy and us, 
Commercial interests you ll find 
Consolidated thus; 
They say Invincibles have tried 
Their hands at BORGIAS game, 
May I be stultified if I'd 
Believe it all the same! 
Alight on their country such are ‘t is true, 
Light, though, in secresy never would do— 
Oo! 
Plight is intended in fuil public view, 
Kemember, to frighten ail England. 
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The British Bar and Judges at 
The Mansion House have dined, 

Some folks so love those ‘* blow-holes,”’ that 
To save them they ’ve combined ; 

The Zively’s finished up her jokes 
Because she couldn’t *‘ luff’”’— 

We trust the Bar, the ‘‘ blow-hole” folks, 
And Lively had enough ! 

Right, says the country, pleasure to woo, 

Right to declare for your fallacies too— 

Oo! 

Right that they ’re wrecked who so recklessly do, 

And that’s enough righting for England. 


The vexed Deceased Wife’s Sister Bill 
Has nearly passed the Lords ; 
The Bright festivities instil 
The lesson worth affords. 
Some think thought-reading Bishop wise, 
Some think him but a muff; 
And now, good people, I surmise 
Of news you ve had enough. 
Cuite says the country, (heartily toe), 
QVuite—in the style it's related by you— 
Oo! 
uite, and you know it, so get along do, 
And remember you ‘re writing for England. 





























JUsT now there are shows in the fullest of swing 
Of every possible genus of thing ; 

Yet nobody, knowing them, needs to be told 
Ilow many the articles left in the cold :— 


We view the collection of ‘‘ Rational Dress,” 
And vainly inquire, in a state of distress, 

For a certain exhibit which has, we insist, 
An absolute right to the head of the list. 


We speak of the garment benevolence hurls 
At the heads of our /ortunate charity gurls; 
So full of good taste is the piece of atuire— 
A vision of beauty, a theme to inspire. 


To frenzied invention the subject incites 

The local dispensers of Charity’s mites; 

And charity children (and often adults) 

Must glow with delight at the thrilling results, 


The guardian shudders in absolute dread 

At anything short of the fieriest red, 

The brightest of blue, and the vividest green, 
And the blazingist yellow that ever was seen, 


And Charity’s victim, encased in her bag, 

Is often mistaken, and used, for a flag ; 

Being vividly blue from the waist to the head, 
With the rest of her blazingly, dazingly red. 


All sensible persons will have to confess 
That this is the acme of Kational Dress ; 
In view of its glory, the motley of Fun 

Is monochromatic, and dingy as dun! 


And now for a growl at another display— 

We speak of the ‘‘ Fisheries,” Kensington way ; 
We'll never believe the committee have shown] 
One-half of the fishing contrivances known : 


For where is the net that the mongers employ 

For netting the fabulous price they enjoy? 

And where is their line that we never can break? 
And where is their hook we should like ’em to take? 


And where is the rod, we impatiently ax, 

That's lying in pickle to tickle their backs? 

And where ’s—(we ve a gimlet to riddle its skin)— 
That precious *‘ same boat” they are all of ’em in? 


In general matters, the requisite gear 

For fishing for compliments doesn’t appear ; 

And they give us not even a glimpse of the tail 
Of the sprat that succeeded in catching a whale |! 


The show that’s devoted to ‘‘ National Health” 
Might very decidedly add to its wealth 

By showing a few of those nationai pills, 

Sir Wilfrid’s fanatical ‘* Optional” Bills, 


With ease they ’d exhibit, we're perfectly sure, 
A far less revolting and violent cure 

For the bad epidemic (which nobody blinks), 
The terribly wasting consumption—of drinks, 








THE good old game of ‘‘ rounders” is coming into fashion again, and 
an association is to be formed for its promotion, 
for there are many flatter games than rounders, 


We are glad to hearit, 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 
3y SHINY SEAMS anv HAL ’LOW! 
CHAPTER I, 


COMMENCE with the first of this 
series of papers, a book of travel; I 
do not care (if I knew how) to com- 
mence with any other. An author 
and an artist have gone hand-in- 
hand, like the Babes in the Wood— 





for the better protection of one of 
them—into an inhospitable land, a 
land hitherto unexplored by them, 
and a land which has not altogether 


cital 
eagerly read, be for the moral benefit 
o! the world at large, and for the 


:corn to do a noble action for gold. 
I have no squalid slums or crimi- 
nal-haunted alleys to describe. I 
have no brickbat dangers, no fever 
hazards, no festering cinder-heaps, 
to dwell upon ; and not much to live 
upon! It is unpleasant to be mis- 
taken by corpulent ruddy-faced but- 
lers for gentlemen who have “‘come after the spoons” without legal 
authority ; it is dangerous to be caught by my lord in the act of “‘ pump- 
ing” his confidential valet ; it is hazardous to perform the same opera- 
tion upon the plump coquettish nursemaid during the ever-imminent 
approach of the stalwart cane-armed Life Guardsman who claims her as 
his own ; but these are not adventures of the heroic or picturesque order 
to be set down in note-books and fondly elaborated, being rather of the 
kind to be thought of blushingly, and locked for ever in the silent stand- 


| a-drink-to-your-companion-not-to-say-anything-about-it recesses of your 


| 


inmost bosom. 

jut let the reader wash and shave himself, pare his nails, put on his 
boots, his overcoat, and (carefully brushing it) his hat, and come along 
with me, Let him bring his umbrella on the chance of rain, and I will 
show him whole streets and squares that belong to one man, houses the 
rental of which would pay his yearly salary and mine ten times over; 


| people who pay twice as much as they need for everything they eat or 








drink, or wear, or enjoy, from sheer inability of spending their money 
else ; and I will turn round, catch him by the buttonhole, and ask, ** Is 
not this a crying evil?—does it not call for legislative interference and 
redistribution of property ?—-why should I not have my share to spend 
judiciously instead of having to endure the agony of seeing it flung about 
in this wild and reckless manner ?—don’t tell me that it ’s good for trade.” 

ut come, let us begin. Let us knock at this door. 

If you knew more of me 





and sometimes one behind the other | 


welcomed them ; and I trust the re- | 
of their adventures will be | 
| crockery ample, and with no 


pecuniary benefit of one who would | 


| disgustingly lavish,—and I lunch- 
| ed off bread and cheese! 


' cautious on the costly tiles of the / 


| ness, I mean). 
| on velvet pile carpets, by broad 


on ground where I have had many wanderings (napkin on arm, when the 
regular greengrocer has been engaged). 

Our knock creates a sensation. A lady’s-maid at an upper window 
—_ throws it open and leans out, crammed with curiosity; the 
policeman half stops in his ‘‘ker-lumping” pilgrimage, and eyes us 
doubtfully, and an errand boy ceases his whistle to inquire of his com- 
panion if the ‘‘brokers is in at No. 26?” At this point our knife- 
cleaning friend appears in the area with the information that we are to 
enter by that way, which we do to the decreation of our importance, and 
the restoration of the public faith in the fitness of things. 

As we pass through the doorway leading to the lower passages, our 
nostrils are assailed with an overpowering odour. The family dinner is 
being prepared, and the mingled scents of every delicacy in season, and 
many out, strike us in the face with a hot blast of pampered luxury and 
insolence as we cross the threshold. We peep into the kitchen as we 
pass. There stands the cook, every article that she can possibly require 
to her band, surrounded by satel- 
lites, her pots and kettles com- 
plete to a sherry-burner, her 


cracked or stitched dish among 
them, everything clean, in order, 


Now, 
why should Parliament—but let 
us get on. 

Keaching the entrance hall, my 
companion stumbles and falls ; it 
is a lucky stumble, as it makes me 
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floor, which are all of a piece 
(with the surrounding gorgeous- 
And so we go up, 
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| staircases, through spacious draw- SSS NN 
ing-rooms, luxurious  dining- —SRAMSASQ L. 
rooms, cozy smoke-rooms, and 
dainty boudoirs, amid palms, 





ferns, and exotics, pictures and statuary, and air languorous with a 
thousand scents, We have reached the nursery at last. Shall we ever 
forget the sight that meets our eyes ? 

‘The room is furnished with the usual lavish waste ; but some great 
commotion appears to have been going on. A doll’s house faces us, 


broken and dismantled ; a chair has been flung angrily against the wall | 


and broken, a table has been overturned, some missile has been flung 
violently through the window-pane. To the right lies a large and valu- 
able doll which has also suffered in the general destruction. In the 
centre of the room lies a dark nondescript bundle : it is not easy to say 
what it is; there seems to be a scrap of a cap, a trace of shredded apron, 
a dark dress, a neat shoe and neater ankle, and on it sits a little child of 
six. A prettily-dressed but breathless and dishevelled child of six, with 
traces of unappeased anger onits face. TZhat child has not seen its mother 


for three months, though living in the same house! 
How can it be otherwise ? 





and my companion you 
would rather wonder at 
our going confidently up 
to a door of this respectable 
appearance and knocking 
with such assured boldness ; 
but we have made friends 
with the boy who cleans 
the knives at this establish- 
ment, and his good offices 
have resulted in permission 
from the butler to act as 
our guide through the house 
during the absence of ‘‘ the 
family,” on the understand- 
ing that we are searched as 
we leave. We are sup- 
posed to be on business 
connected with the Inland 
Revenue, and are armed 
with a pass-word (Tax-col- 
lector), which even the 
richest in the land have 
grown at last sulkily to ac- 
knowledge. This is acom- 
paratively unpretending 
bouse, i has beenselected 
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When mamma rises lan- 
guidly at eleven, there are 
visits to be paid or re- 
ceived, then there is Ma- 
dame Jane to be visited, 
then it is time for lunch, 
after that comes the morn- 
ing concert or the drive, 
then we dress and dine. 
and theatre, opera, and ball 
carry us on to the small 
hours, which find ‘‘ baby” 
half through her night’s 
rest, and mamma too weary 
to climb ‘‘those stairs.” 
What wonder the little 
mortal has revolted from 
the neglect, created whole- 
sale destruction around, 
and after a severe struggle 
defeated and sat upon her 
nurse? Surely our Legisla- 
ture [half col. deleted]. 

We insist upon leaving 
the house by the front door. 
As we do so we meet its 
proprietor on the step; with 
haughty and cold surprise 
he watches our 
J leparture, 
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JOHN BRIGHT. 


A TRIBUTE to a man of purest aim | 
Has been in our great Midland centre giv'n, | 
To one who has for liberty e’er striv'n, 

And who has nobly won an honoured name, 

For having e’er been steadfast for the truth, 
And helped the cause of freedom from his youth ; 

Who ’gainst oppression always raised his voice, 

And to the poor has been a faithful friend. 

’T is fitting, then, that men should now rejoice, 
And in one harmony their greetings blend, 

For he was ever valiant for the right, 

For charity, and peace, and equal laws, 
For years has he upheld the people’s cause; 

Should not our nation, then, revere John Bright ? 


Old Songs Reset. 
No. VIII, 
A1R—/Zail to the Chief who in Triumph Advances, 


HAIL to the man who his money advances ! 
Honoured and blessed for the cash that he lends! 
Long may he flourish to solace our glances 
With gold and with notes—those most precious of friends. 
And when a bill is due, 
May he at once renew, E 
Gaily to run, and with interest to grow ; 
Till with a facile pen | 
He will renew again— 
Israel Ben Moses, you know what I owe! 
~ 


Owe, brothers, owe, for the pride of the pocket, 
Stretch out your credit as far as ’t will go! 
Oh that our fortunes went up like a rocket, 
Not to come down like its stick —with a blow! 
Loud shall in anger then 
Swear in his darkest den 
Israel Ben Moses—can’t get what I owe! 
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ADDERS are said to be multiplying rapidly in France. We 
should have thought addition would have been more in their | 
way than multiplication. It seems a reward of fifty centimes 
is offered for killing an adder. This promises to be a profit- 
able occupation, if the viperous brood keep(s)on-teeming so. 


Doctor's Boy (to Chemist's Boy).—‘'Gar OUT Wi’ YER! AIN'T VER Gor 


PROFESSIONAL PRIDE. 


NO RESPECT FOR A M&DICAL MAN?” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


URSDAY, ze ten of 
June, ze noble lord Earl 
of ze Var (I vondare is 
it of ze Var in Egypt?) 
move for ze return of 
refugees from Egypt to 
Malta. JL adord I sink 
he vas mean zem to go 
back, but ven he say re- 
turn, he mean to take 
zare numbare as if zey 
vare policemans or 
cheeky cabby. 

In ze Commons Sir 

/ Harcourt tell Mr. Elliot 

zat alzo Milor Rasberry 

yet —pardon, I go say 

a. LIAR ~ Y f Rosebud—no, diad/e /— 

Per I mean Rosebery—is 
resigned, he is qvite dear old pal vit him. elle idée for Mr. Mill A for 
tableau—Ze Merry Family, or Happy Harcourt and Resigned Rosebery. 

/ncore Randy and ze G. O. M. Ze qvestion is, vy is Mr. Errington so 
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tion ? 

Friday.—Ze Lord O'Neill take his seat, C'est bien étrange. Howcan 
he sit as ze lord who kneel ? 

Sir Lawson by bis own self is somesink awfuls, also so is Randy; so 
also ze On! Kelly; but ze whole lot altogezzare vonaftare ze ozzare— 
mort de ma vie! as your song say, ‘‘Ze gentlemens of England, zat re- 


| Side at home in ease, ver’ little do you sink upon ze sorrows of M.P.s.” 


Ouel maiheur zat Sit Lawson, so much toteetellare, sould be sometime 
so intemperate. Ven ze Bill to revard Milors Alcester and Volseley is 





move to go in Committee, Sir Lawson insult ze heroes of whom ze nation 
Ss proud ; he insult also ze nation because he try to poison vit venom an 
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long at Rome? but I demand vy do Randy so long roam from ze qves- — 


~ steeck up for free contract ; mats, est c@ que c'est passe, ze contract of ze 


The Editor does not bind himself te achnowladee, return, or pay for Contributions 
accompansttd by a stamped and divectéed emvtiope 


act of grace, // semble Sit Lawson does not mind if ve sink him clown 
so long as ve sink him funny. To-night ve do not sink him funny, mais 
nous sommes bien stir qu'il est paillasse—zat he is clown, As for ze 
Rowdy Randy, i me faut pas for Churchill to kick up row ven a soldier 
is revarded—Mar/lrook did not go to ze var for glory only. 

Monday.—‘* Vat is ze matter, dear boys?” I say to ze bishopr, for zey 
veep so much, and von of zem say it is passed at last, ze second reading 
of ze Bill to let a man marry his deceased vife’s sistare, and zey veeper. 
I demand how can he marry his vife’s sistare if she is deceased? Zey ex- 
plain—it is ze sistare of ze deceased vife, Zen I say ‘* M’importe, old 
chappies. You see, if a man marry his vife vich is deceased's sistare, he 
vill have had two vife, and only von mozzare-in-law, voila! Zey dry 
up ze veeps and ve go have drinks. 

In ze Commons ve have Lord Randolph ad mauseam on Sulieman 
Sami. Ze G. O. M. slaphim! Ze paltry amendments of Sir Lawson 
and Mr. Labouchere to ze Bills for ze grants to Milors Volseley and 
Alcester are chuck out as zey deserve. 

Tuesday.—Ze Lords make room for zeir uncle, c'est a dire ze Earl 
who is born to sell, and also sellare of chances, bring in ze Bill of ze 
broker of pawns. Mr. Campbell Bannerman—lI suppose he is somesink 
in ze pantomimes or ze Lor’ Maire show—can tell ze House of Commons 
nozzink of ze lively time zey have had on ze /svely. Ze Irish Land Act, 
comme ciseau, is to have its clause seen to. Milor Hamilton have scheme 
for making ze tenant landlord. Bien! mats js espere ze tenant vill not 
shoot himself if he vill not reduce his own rent to ze valuation of ze safe 
man, M, Griffis! : 

Vennisday.—Ze Poor Law Bill of Mr. Ochone—I mean McCoan—is 
read two time ;—mais, ze Bill of Mr. Burt to prevent ze employer con- 
tracting himself out of his liability is rcjet/. Sir Pease and ozzares 


poor man vit ze rich master? 








Corrupt Practices ‘* Brtu,”—What some Conservatives consider 
ibe G. O. M. 








ln me case will they ba returned unless 
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A SEASIDE 


SUFFERER. 


IN SEVERAL AGONIES, 
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Or this tragedy, Part ‘Two you may view. 

We left our friend with pain nigh insane ; 

So a mustard plaister hot soon he got, 

And the way that plaister drew made him rue. 


=, * 
~~ 
” 
; 
yy 
/ 


j ‘ 
‘ 





** Equitation,” said M.D.s, “ might give ease.” 
So he bade the stable-men now and then, 

With a windlass and a crane, work amain, 

Lest he on his borrowed hack hurt his back, 


But the jolting o 








So 'tis not to be supposed that he dozed; 

No, in agony he lay till ‘t was day ; 

That lumbago made him sore, more and more, 
Till the tresses of our friend stood on end ! 


Having mounted, with content off he went 
At a very renegh pan for a space ; 
the horse gained in force, 
So he “‘ woa’d” instead of ‘‘ gee’d” at the steed. 
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**A vapour-bath I'il try by-and-bye,” 

Said our sufferer forlorn when 't was morn: 
But though torture he endured to be cured ; 
It afforded small relief for his grief. 
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Then our sufferer, in pain, drew his rein, 
Groaning, ‘Oh! I would alight if I might!” 
But, alas! without some aid, we're afraid 

From that steed he ’ll not get free—we shall see ! 


(To be continued.) 








NEW LEAVBS. 

HTouschold Words is filled with rich material. ‘‘ Fair and False” is a 
remarkable story. 

The Leisure Hour, Sunday at Home, Boy’s Own Paper, and Girl's 
Own Paper are always thoroughly good. 

Summer Za/k isa new organ that may grind to a pleasant and suc- 
cessful tune, 

Zhe Kailway Reformer.—Is ‘‘the railway passengers’ special organ” 
starting on a long journey ? 

‘*The Cheap Trans-Continental Route” contains every information 
useful and needful to those who wish to travel to the Sandwich Islands, 
Japan, China, Australia, or New Zealand, vid the United States of 
America. This looks likes Stem-ing a route with many branches, 

‘A Kiver Holiday,” illustrated by Harry Furniss (T. Fisher Unwin). 
Such a holiday would be well worth spending, and very enjoyable. 

** Bore and Pigskin Papers,” by Elijer Gotf (Simpkin, Marshall and 
Co., London; John Heywood, Manchester). — At these irresistibly 
funny papers it is impossible not to laugh—and, indeed, to Goff-aw. 

**Ups and Downs of Spanish Travel,”’ by H. B. G. Bellingham 
(London Literary Society). —This author pleasantly relates the impres- 
sions and sensations inspired by snatches of Spanish life and scenery. 


FUN’S FUNNY BOOKS. 


FULL OF COMIC PICTURES. One Shilling each; post-free, 15. 2d. 
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FUN’S COMIGAL CREATURES.,—comic PicTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


“In which some amusing prose and verse serve as accompaniment to more than six score of very 
amusing woodcuts, from grotesque drawings of animals by Ernest Griset.”"—Weehly Dispatch. 


' FUN’S HOLIDAY BOOK.—comic picTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
| *Itis replete with wit and humour, and admirably suited for leisure reading.” —Doncaster Gazette. 
FUN ON THE SANDS,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 
For the road, rail, and river. 


THE ESSENCE OF FUN,—comic PICTURES ON EVERY PAGE. 


Rich in illustrations and teeming with jokes.” —Sportsman. 





J. F. SULLIVAN'S WORKS. Boards, 25. 6d.; post-/ree, 3s. each. 


THE BRITISH WORKING MAN. by One who does not Believe in Him. 
AND OTHER SKETCHES. 


** However funny or grotesque Mr. Sullivan's pictures are, there is nearly always a serious purpose 
in them, and we close his book wiser, if not sadder, from its perusal.”"—Graphi. 


THE BRITISH TRADESMAN, And Other Sketches. 
INCLUDING THE COMPLETE BUILDER. 


** His letterpress is as funny as are his drawings. We hail with real pleasure his volume."— 
Mihitchali Review. 
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“FUN” OFFICE, 153 FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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—VIDE PRESS 
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“AY, THERE’S THE RUB!” 


Bather No. 1.—**I SAy, CHARLIE, I SHALL BE GLAD OF A GLASS OF ALE WHEN I GET OUTSIDE; SIAN’T YOU? 
WHY IS IT PEOPLE GET SO THIRSTY AFTER COMING OUT OF THE WATER?” 
Bather No. 2.—‘*I DON’T KNOW, UNLE‘S IT IS BECAUSE THEY RUB THEMSELVES DRY.” 


Dy-THE-BYR, 














THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER IN PARLIAMENT. 


"ETATIT, le 14me June, 
Milor Derby inform 
ze noble lord vit ze 
name of a lady, c'est 
a dire, Milor Emly, 
sings are not in ze land 
of Basuto couleur de 
vose. Apres tres beau- 
coup de yuestions te 
Commons go in Com- 
mittee on ze Bill of 
Corrupt Practices. A/a 
foi! ze election business 
vill be wraiment dry 
vork apres cela. 

Friday.—Earl Cado- 
gan (en fassant, is he 
ze Cadogan feer, for 
vich ze stemboat stop ?) 
is told by Milor Derby 

ze noble lords sall have copy of ze instructions to ze Special Commis- 
sioner for ze Transvaal. Milor Carnarvon vant to know how, ven, vare 

vill ve Transvaal Convention be executed—I vonder vat it is zat ze con- 

vention have done to be hang? In ze Commons ze Membare for Eye 

(ve call him Eye and mity) vant to make us believe Milor Dufferin kick 

up rows vit ze Turks, Aftare ze Ole Man have vipe him down, I say to 

ze busy B., ‘* J vi/a/ young shavare, for vy do you not shut up? Jus 
avez gue vous saves more about Turkish cigarettes zan Turkish subjects, 
and more about port zan z: Porte. A/aintenant, you are somesink like 
ze Ottomans.” // me demand comment, and I go on, ‘' Surcegue, 
ion cher! you are made to be sat on.” LZacore ve go in Committee on 
ze Corrupt Practices. Zare is penalty fur treating, and is great row 
vezzare zare sall be penalty for undue sfiritual influence. I say, 








guimporte vezzare ve corrupt ze elector vit pale ale influence or ze in- 
fluence of viskey ? 

Monday.—Milor Salisbury (sly old birds) vould like to know vezzare 
ze views of Mr. Chamberlain at Birmingham regarding ze payment of 
M.P.s, extension of ze French eyes, vatevare zat may be, and ze redistribu- 
tion of seats; a@ /a Gervaise in Les Cloches de Corneville, Milor Granville 
vill not say gue out ou gue non, In anozzare place Mr. Varton and Mr, 
Jimmilowsare try to draw ze G, O. M. vit ze same bait, Jas st béte— 

us tard ve have grand set-to betveen Sir Norscote and Mr. John 
Bright, parcegue le dernier have been too much John Blunt. Ze old 
pugilist can hit hard still, and ze House vill not for Sir Norscote declare 
he have hit below ze belt. 

Tuesday.—Ze Lords go in Committee on ze Bill of ze Deceased Vife 
Sistare. Milor B<auchamp desire amend ze Bill zat it sall not be retro- 
spective. Milors Selborme and Cairns back him up. Zey have been 
avocils, zese noble lords, and vould not say an Act of Parliament vas 
wrong even to set ze wrong right. Néanmoins ze amendment is lost. In 
ze Commons Mr, P. A, Taylor and Mr. Hopzevood appear for ze aunt 
of ze vaccinators. Sir Fairplay stick up for vaccination, and his amend- 
ment is carry by 256 to 16. 

Vennisdays.—Mr. Blake tell ze House i/ y a beaucoup de poisson in ze 
Allantizue, but ze poor Irish cannot catch ze fish for vant of effishient 
harbours. Zey reqvire offishial aid. Zare is ze Church Surplice, zat is, 
Surplus Fund, vare can it have better object? LEverybody sink so too, 
from Parnell to Forster, and ze Bill is tvice time read. LZanfin, Mr, 
Justinmycartie bring in Bill to abolish ze Viceroy of Ireland; / débat 


s'ajourner, 








Adulteration’s Artful Aid. 


Ir is stated by a society paper that glue is largely used in the manu- 
facture of ice cream, and it is estimated that a quarter of a pound of it 
will give two and a half gallons of that confection. We can fancy that 
when lady lovers of this delicacy are aware of the fact, they will go in 
for a mice scream. 
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| performance is thoroughly enjoyable. 


SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE repr: duction, at the Opera Comique, 
of the Strand version of 7he Comedy of 
Errors, with a cast strengthened in 
some respects, is justified no doubt by 
the memory of its original success and 
the admirable performance of Mr. John 
S. Clarke as the Syracusan Dromio. 
Mr. Harry Paulton’s rendering of the 
twin Dromio (the most really artistic 
thing he has ever done) must not be 
ignored either as an attractive influence 
with its quaintly comical savouring of 
half-stolid imitations of Mr. Clarke's 
voice and manner. To these is now 
added by Miss Kate Bishop a sweet 

ir and artistic Adriana (whose ‘‘ brute of 

a SS ods caNTI 4 husband” evidently refuses to provide 

ca vere her with outdoor clothing of any kind 

—not so much even as head-gear—seeing that she has to parade the 

streets at all times with only 

‘* A Grecian band amid her lustrous hair, 
And arms uncovered to the noontide sur 

Miss Eleanor Bufton is an improvement as the Abbess, and Mr. C. 

\ andenhoff, who now plays Antipholus of Ephesus, and who is new to 

me except in name, is an actor of much more than average merit, with 

an appreciative instinct and an unstrained truthful method. The re- 
mainder of the cast, which is not at all what it ought to be, ranges from 

the respectable to the lamentably weak ; the love scene behind the gv i//e 

over the garden wall is still the comic hit. 


Mr. Clarke’s performance in Among the /'reakers, which is played 





“a 


‘as a last 


piece, is one 
of those ar- 
tisticallyela- 
borate side- 
splitting ex- 
hibitions of 


source which 
we are ac- 
customed to 
from this ac- 
tor, and of 
which no 
amount. of 
‘fcustom’ 
can ‘‘stale Orera Comitougs.—BisHor AND Apress, OR BUFTON ANI 
their infinite ME-BUPFED UF. 

variety ;” the play is old enough to be new, and, as the company are 
very much more at home in this kind of thing than in Shakespeare, the 





Mr. Charles Du Val is flourishing away at the Imperial, having added 
to his (dds amd /-nds programme some experiences of the Transvaal 
War, so that, what with /) Val and 7) ams-vaal (to say nothing of a ten 


| minutes infer-val), people are certain of plenty of val-ue for their money, 


At a morning performance at the Vaudeville, Mr. Frank Staunton 
essayed the part of Louis Martel in Mr. Hlerman Merivale’s Son of the 
Soil, The part bas many attractions for an actor and is exceedingly 
playable, so that it threatens to become 
a Martel nuisance one of these days. 
Mr. Staunton, however, showed a good 
deal of justihcation, both for putting 
himself so prominently forward and for 
selecting the part; he has a very ex- 
pressive face and a good deal of artistic 
truth and modesty of style ; in most of 
the quieter passages he showed a very 
complete grasp of tone and gesture; but 
/ the limit of resource was distinctly 
Nis marked, Mr. Staunton has yet to learn 
that loudness is not force, and a too 
frejuent lapse intoa metallic, sing-song 
delivery seriously marred what was, on 
the whole, a very meritorious perform- 
, ance. It is worth mentioning that 
; Miss Laura Villiers made a very pleas- 

ing and natural Beatrice: she has a 
wer of emot t and plays th: rhout with tact 








perience (probably a very little more) is alone required. Mr. Philip 
Beck played the light-hearted De Valmont in good style—there was a 
real touch of art in his change of bearing at the words, ‘‘ I am your pri- 
soner, sir. God save the King!” 





To-day (Wednesday), by the way, the cricket match in aid of the 
Actors’ Benevolent Fund takes place at the Oval—where, let us hope, 
the actors will get many a round and plenty of long runs, doing their 
best for the 
cause — ay ! 
—until 
they re com- 
pletely 
stumped. 


Messrs. 
Gatti’s au- 
tumn piece 
at the Adel- 
phi— ‘ta 
new roman- 
tic play of Siege. erie 
modern En- \ Gi i 
glish life in 2 wz Px 
town and Opera Comiove.—AMONG THE “ 
country "— 
will be by Messrs. George R. Sims and Henry Pettitt. 
ing it success, and may no failures succeed !” 
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Here’s ** wish- 


Mr. Austin Brereton, one of the most thoughtful of our ‘‘ coming” 


writers of dramatic literature, has just finished ‘‘a biographical sketch 
of Mr. Henry Irving,” of whom it contains several drawings in cha- 
racter, principally by Mr. F. Barnard, and an etched frontispiece by Mr. 
Edwin Long, R.A., from his picture of ‘‘ Hamlet.” Mr, Irving has 
been so frequently guilty of murder on the 
stage, that I should think the stern justice 
of the british character will not allow any 
Englishman to miss this chance of taking his 
** life’’ in return. 


There is a great and successful exhibition 
of //uck at the Surrey, and a gentleman is 
owing his Go/«d.n Ca/fat the Standard every 
evening. 


The 200th performance of 7/e A’rvals, at 
the Vaudeville (a wholly unprecedented run), 
was celebrated with very justifiable enthu- 
siasm on the 14th; as a performance of all 
round completeness, this revival could 
scarcely be improved upon, and its success 
has been obtained simply on its merits. The 
last nights are announced, and, after Sheri- 
dan—Dyron, I suppose. 





THe InperRiaL —Du-VAL-vE | 
FOR YOUR MONEY. 

Mr. Alexander Henderson has become the lessee of the Criterion, 

which he promises to open in October with ‘*a new play and a strong 

company.” Let us trust that these latter may not be of a character to 

induce the audience to take premature advantage of the ‘‘ improved 

means of exit” which are part of the new programme ! 

NESTOR. 








An Ascot Sweep-er, 


It is said that the martial-looking crossing sweeper who was wont to 
stand near Ludgate Hill, who had known better days, has been backing 
horses persistently for many years, waiting for his luck to come, and 
that he won several thousand pounds over the Ascot races. Ile has 
therefore sold his broom and crossing for a tidy sum, and gone in for a 
brough’m of another sort. Our Mr. Trophonius has often been seen 
confidentially chatting to this crossing sweeper, while bestowing largesse 
on him (just after receiving a ‘‘ draw” from us), for our G. O. M. is pro- 
verbially generous, with all his faults. Can Trophonius have advised 
him to back——but, no, he is never such a safe tipster as all that !—at 
least, not in what he does for ws. 


Pat's Patria. 

THERE may be a peculiar sweetness in dying for one’s country; but 
we should imagine the task of writing a book for and about one’s father- 
land to be a pleasanter and less surfeiting performance than ‘‘ pegging 
out.” Mr. William Mackay has carried out a labour of love (which 





should prove deservedly profitable) in producing his book ‘‘ Pro Patria.” 
[his work gives a sensible clear-headed exposition anent the various 
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OF this drama, Section Three here you see — 
Our lumbagoed friend, you know, suffered woe 
While endeavouring to ride, so he tried 


To slide gently to the ground 


safe and sound. 


Then the wind, to mock his woes, soon arose, 
And caused his hat to scud through the mud, 
It is apt a man to rile when his ‘‘tile 

Dances gatly in its rush into slush. 





A SEASIDE SUFFERER. 
IN SEVERAL AGONIES. 











~ 4 
| 7h ‘me > 
And the ducks began to quack, when his back 
Caused him grievously to groan and to moan, 
Until he felt that he, were he free, 
Would have pulverized the brood—thus so rude ! 


12 


But as to earth he flopped, lo! he dropped 
The hat he thought so neat in the street ; 
This he struggled to regain, but in vain 


he pain made him lament as he bent 





~ - ‘ 
They are ill winds, though, that blow (as you know) At length exclaimed our friend, *‘ This shall end !" 
Good to none; and tothe boys it brought joys So some laudanum he got—such a lot! 
With the hat they football played till they made But whether this he drained, or refrained, 


Our wretched martyr dare e’en to swear! Our * Artist on the Spot” sayeth not ' 














THOSE DEBTS. 












The parties never part to sleep 

Until they ’ve raised, among the set, 
A boundless, overwhelming heap 

Of crushing and remorseless debt. 


Now what has this to do with me? 
(You ’re sure to say.) / needn't care. 
Sut I shall answer, ‘‘ Well, you see, 
I think / ought to have a share; 
I want some personage to come 
And, warmly gushing, recollect 
He owes to mea boundless sum, 














IT gets beyond the point of joke 


To read of debts, as thick as snow, 


That too enthusiastic folk 
Are absolutely mad to owe ; 
They positively love to roll 


Beswept by debt from stern to stem, 


And won't allow that any soul 
Owes anything at all to them! 


Now take the sentiments—bedressed 


In language tenderly polite— 
Respectively of late expressed 
By Birmingham and Mr. Bright : 


The statesman vowed he owed the place 


A debt he never could repay ; 


The town declared, with equal grace, 


The debt was all the other way. 
When rations entertain their much- 


hen «4 1 Aaca , es 
eq anda cesery y sor 


ig uu ; “ ’ 
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And sign a thing to that effect.” 











But still, amid the piercing stings 
Of all this cutting, cold neglect, 
There hovers nigh, with soothing wings, 
One little phrase I recollect 
I notice that they always say, 
With swelling breast and moistened eye :— 
‘(A debt they never can repay "— 
Perhaps they never mean to try. 
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PRIVILEGE WITHOUT RESPONSIBILITY. 


in obtain’ng water supply for extinction of fire,) and the consequent immense loss of property ; 
water-rate augmentations. 


oner, ‘‘and no water! Whomd ye think we ought to apply to for it? Eh? Water Compani Fless my soul ; I’d 
posed to supply anything beyond rate-demands. Let's go and see what the Water Compan ing.” 
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THOUGHT-RBADING. 
(See Cartoon.) 


WHEN Mr. Bishop tries, 
With closely-bandaged eyes, 
Somehow to find a stranger’s mind 
Become his ready prize; 
If he contrive indeed 
That stranger’s thoughts to read, 
Iie must be preternaturally wise. 


ut if the medium, 
On whom his choice had come, 
Should prove to be undoubtedly 
No stranger but a chum ; 
With Mr. Labouchere 
We’d sturdily declare 
The thing was simply nothing but a “ hum.” 


While if good Mr. Bright, 
Anent a little fight 
He lately fought, Sir Stafford’s thought 
Should try to read one night ; 
Although we don’t suppose 
He absolutely Ax0ws, 


, 


He’s very, very likely to be right. 
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“HOW THE RICH LIVE:” 
By SHINY SEAMS anp HAL ’LOW! 
CHAPTER II. 


HE solution of the great question 
how the rich are to be relieved of 
the dreadful and heartrending con- 
sequences of their position and sur- 
roundings is no part of the present 
writer’s business. If he can but 

” make these papers picturesque and 

startling enough each week his duty 

is accomplished ; the more arduous 
iy and prosaic work of remedy he 

leaves—cheerfully leaves—to others, 
and he sits, as it were, comfortably 
at the street corner pointing out to 
others the long, dry, dusty road, 
with not so much as a single public 
house in it, which he has no inten- 
tion of treading himself. 

That the hardships the rich have 
to endure are glaring and hideous 
it needs but a moment’s reflection 
to realize. Herded together like 
sheep in one small corner of the 
metropolis—a corner dangerous for 
the stranger to enter unarmed with 
its shibboleth—forced to change their dress three times a day, and each 
time to a set pattern in which they have no choice ; compelleti to fur- 
nish, whatever their inclinations, in the prevailing style; to regulate their 
hours to a set programme}; their existence a weary, constant, and heart- 
breaking struggle for tickets for exclusive garden parties, morning con- 
certs, /’/es, and balls, one would think their lives hard enough without 
their being made victims of the cunning and wickedness of their fellow- 
men, Some of this cunning and wickedness I propose to show you now. 
It is hideous and revolting—come and look at it ! 

This gloomy, gone-out-of-fashion street into which we turn is silent 
with a deadly stillness, There is a cold watchfulness about its huge 
grey mansions and a secrecy about its reticent wire-blinds suggestive of 
the spider in ambush. These houses are crammed with occupants, every 
floor having its separate tenant whose name appears in black letters on 
the wall of the hall below, and whose business it is to prey upon the 
rich. These latter cannot marry a wife, or buy a horse, or purchase an 
estate, or make a will, or succeed to property, or punish a foe, or transfer 
a share, or do anything that they wish to do, without first coming into 
this spider's web, leaving something substantial behind them in the end. 
There is no child-life in this street, but ricketty young men of twelve and 
fourteen, in hats with brims phenomenally curled and collars of blinding 
purity, of whom we shall have more to say when we come to the ‘‘ dossy 
chappies ’—come to raise the wind on expectations at ruinous interest. 
And so these spiders live; hansoms come, and flies are driven up, and 
the stereotyped oath is ever 
followed by the stereotyped et 
fee. 

But there are other dan- 

gers than these. It was 

but the other day I was in 
one of those palatial struc- 
tures, where for a certain 
annual fee our youth—and 
our maturity, and old age 
too, for that matter —is 

enabled to evade the li- 

censing laws of his country 

—a crime poverty would 

save him from—and smoke 

and play till all is blue. 

In a cozy room, well 

lighted, and supplied with 

little tables covered with 
green cloth, men sit card- 
playing for hours in twos 
and fours, silent for the 
most part, intent, wary. 
In this room, only the 
night before, a youth not 
twenty years of age was set 
upon, and lost every far- 
thing he possessed, or is 
likely to possess for years. 
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being rooked. ‘*See!” was the reply; ‘‘well, we’re pretty flai, but 
that saht of thing’s always going on ; it 's no affaiah of ours.” Custom 
has demoralized them. 

Here is something else ; wait outside while we knock at this door, 

Knock, knock ! 

No answer. 

Knock, knock, knock! 

The door slightly opens, a voice cries ‘‘be off,” and a boot comes 
flying at our heads, I am gratified to see that it hits my fellow-worker. 

Our next visit is paid to a house in one of those smaller streets which 
abut on the main thoroughfares of fashion, and which have the damp, 
rusty, ‘‘old-bundlous”’ appearance of old ladies who have seen better 
days. Several families occupy this house. We will tackle the first floor. 
We open the door and immediately sneeze. A piece of sewing silk has 
got up our nose, a scrap of nun’s-veiling hits us in the eye, and we've 
swallowed a quarter of a pound of swansdown. The room, furnished 
and ornamented in strict accordance with fashion, but in cheap materials, 
is full of these floating bits in all colours, They have settled all over its 
two lady occupants, 
and give them a 
variegated sugar- 
stick, preserved- 
fruit, open-tart ap- 
pearance. There 
is a pasty look about 
the elder lady, we 
feel like ‘‘regular 
cakes” ourselves, 
and the young lady 
possesses all the 
charm of real jam. 
They are occupied 
in ‘*unpicking” a 
“confection,” 
which accounts for 
the pastrycook-like 
effect. The ‘‘ confection” belongs to the younger lady, and is being 
turned and rearranged to be worn at some fashionable gathering where 
she seeks her prey—the rich man. For it is the business of these ladies’ 
lives that the younger shall marry well, and their resources being of the 
scantiest, they pinch and contrive to make as good a show as may be to 
gain their end. 

‘* But five guineas a week for these lodgings,” said I with lightning 
arithmeticity ; ‘‘that ’s—let me see—that’s exactly—er—four weeks in 
a month—twenty guineas—twelve times—and add four—no—filty-two 
times—and thirteen Sundays—why, that must be more than two hun- 
dred a year. Look what a lovely house you could get for that out 
Wandsworth, or Battersea, or Finsbury Park way!” 

‘€Ah! but we must live ina fashionable place,” replied the elder lady. 

Exactly! And that is one of the things the reformer who would re- 
lieve the rich man of these hangers-on hastoconsider. There are thou- 
sands of these people who would live out of reach, and let the rich man 
alone, if it were not for the decrees of this Moloch, They herd together 
because they must be near 
the Row, the Drive, the 
gardens and drawing-rooms 
of Be) yravia. 

As we come to the next 
door, it opens before we 
can knock, and a stoutish, 
florid, self-assertive, 
briskly-spoken man invites 
us in. This gentleman 
‘*takes it out” of the rich 
by selling them horses, 
cigars, and wine on com- 
mission, As a rule the 
horses, when put to a ve- 
hicle, can hardly draw, the 
cigars won't draw at all, 
and nobody wants to draw 
the wine. He says he is 























** stone broke.” Iask him 
what he does when he’s 
stone’ broke. ** Well, 
p’r'aps I sell a horse or 
some cigars to a couple of 
fellows with note-books,” 
is his reply. The shot hits 
the mark, and we depart in 
state, my companion riding 
pillion. 
( More arguings next 
weth, ) 
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NOT INCONSOLABLE. 


FLANAGAN.” 


BE CONTINT TO GO SINGLE THE RIST OF ME LOIFE!” 


Curate.—‘'I DEEPLY SYMPATHIZE WITH YOU IN YOUR LOSS, MRS, 


Lively Widow.—*' OCH! 1S IT FLANAGAN YE MANE? NOGRATE LOsS!] 
SvukeE 1f I DIDN’T THINK THERE WAS MANNY BETTHER THAN HIM, I’D 





in fAemoriam. 
HHBNRY 8S. LEIGH. 
Died Fune 16th, Aged 46. 
AN earnest fellow-worker, and a friend, 
Who helped him from the first, FUN mourns to-day: 


One who, with facile art and fancy gay, 
O‘t in these pages mirthful lyrics penned. 





First MATHISON obeys the dread decree ; 
And ere our tears for his sad loss are dry 
Insatiate Death once more comes fleeting by, 
And beckons from our midst poor HARRY LEIGH. 


A genial nature and a kindly heart, 

A sympathy with all who were distrest 

Or needed help lay warm within his breast, 
And honestly he played his too brief part. 





To him Fon’s readers are indebted much ; 
For many a hearty laugh to him they owe. 
Pure mirth and humour quaint his lyrics show, 
And oftentimes a true pathetic touch. 


A joyous mind, a heart sincere and brave, 
Our witty so-called ‘*cynic”’ bard possessed ; 
And now poor LEIGH is summoned to his rest, 
Fun lays this tribute-verse upon his grave. 











R.A, R-A-ngement, 


Norte G, A. Storey’s pictures when you go 
To Piccadilly to the R.A. show ; 
This artist you will find in all his glory. 
E’en Liberals think this (S)torey comme i faut ; 
Moreover, though all falsehood ’s wrong we know, 
You’ll find it useful here to tell a ‘‘ Storey.” 





**Li HlUuNG CHANG ”’—(a strange cognomen) — 
China’s warlike chief is named ; 

Fearless he of any foemen, 
And for martial prowess famed ; 

But doubtless France, since ‘‘ Li” has stated 
**China dreads not France’s fang,” 

Now wishes him more ‘‘ elevated ”— 
In fact, a thorough-Li Hung Chang. 








BEREAVED. 


Tii® nation bows its head in grief at that dread, bitter blow 
That lately plunged all Sunderland in mourning and in woe; 
Deep sorrow for those children’s fate oppresses ev’ ry heart— 
The stronge:t men are moved, and tears to ev'ry eyelid start. 


Yes, nigh two hundred loved ones, who once filled their homes with joy, 
The hand of Death, at one fell swoop, was fated to destroy ; 

Soon those happy children, who were full of life and fun, 

Lay still and silent in that hall—their little race soon run. 


srave helpers laboured hour by hour, and rescued some from death, 

Or gently bore away the dead, who’d madly fought for breath. 

A hundred hearts were plunged in grief for prattling bairns now dead— 
The cherished boys and girls who o’er their homes such gladness shed. 


And then arose heartrending sobs and agonizing prayer, 
From fathers and from mothers come the wailing of despair ; 
Ah! who can paint the maddening grief that tortured many a breast ? 


From some (God help them !) Death had snatched each loved one they 
possessed. 


And in the Sabbath-schools next day was many a vacant seat, 

For some would no more join in hymns, nor little prayers repeat ; 
Some ne’er again would read of Him who once the children blessed, 
For He had bade them come to Him for evermore to rest. 


Some little ones exclaimed, when safe, ‘‘ We could not come before, 
For many of us ‘fell asleep’ while getting to the door.” 

’T was thus death seemed to visit some who perished there, we read, 
And painlessly most passed away; all ‘‘fell asleep,” indeed. 


Yes, till the Great Awakening comes, ‘‘asleep” those loved ones lie, 
Called swiftly from their parents’ care, to be with Ilim on high; 
And we, with Queen and country, pray that Heaven will bestow 

Its blessing and its solace on those mourners in their woe! 








A PROPER RECOGNITION OF MANY MUSICAL Evanincs.— Making 
Sullivan a musical (k)night. 


A “NAY” THAT HISTRIONIC ASPIRANTS MUCH AFFECT.—The 
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APROPOS TO A PROPOSAL. 


dearest? Ay, and when time shall have furrowed these youthful cheeks and 
dimmed the lustre of eyes which feed only on thy beauty, when age shall have threaded silver amidst these glossy 
locks and bowed the figure erstwhile straight as famed Apollo's dart—still—sTILv will I love thee!” 

LAuRA (Aas/ily),.—“ Oh, Frank, I hope not! 


L RANK (uct a 


Think how old you will be!” 


WHAT IT WILL COME TO. 


Jones will publish in November, 
In October artful Brown, 
Jones will then select Septem 


To appear before the town. 


CHRISTMAS distantly ap) 
Come the Annuals ga 

(Ev'ry year the crowd encro 
On our patience more ar 

Meantime Smith, who August favours, 


Steals a march upon them both ; 
Though July of su 


r as the autumn mellows 
Do their leaves about us fall, 
Blues and greens, and r: nmer savours, 


he »* 14} 
tning iotn. 








TIME’S TRICK-CHANGE. 

HERE’s a little ‘‘situation” from 
the pantomime called Zife ; 

Or, Harlequin the Dweilling-place of 
Happiness and Strife ; 

A varied piece, that at the ‘*Globe” 
has had a lengthened ‘‘ run,” 

But—to properly enjoy it, oneshould, 
*twixt the acts, read Fun. 


ES 


The ‘‘opening” was brilliant, and 
its ** business” was sublime— 

The brightest scenes were ‘‘ Infancy” 
and ‘* Childhood’s Fairy Time” — 

Then the ‘‘ Realms of Love and 
Courtship”’ (in which Venus, as 
the Queen, 

Blessed many youths and maidens) 
was the Transformation Scene. 


Then what they call the ‘‘ comic 
scenes’ came next upon the bills, 

All made of ‘‘ rough-and-tumble biz,” 
of ‘‘rallies,” ‘‘rows,” and “spills.” 

Unsuspecting folk were sat upon by 
Funny Fate, the Clown ; 

At times he laughed and joked 
with them, at times he knocked 
them down. 


At the finish of a certain scene a 
trick-change was displayed, 

In which we saw old Father Time 
as Pantaloon arrayed ; 

Then Fate, the Clown, looked so- 
lemn, as a figure came in view— 
It looked ancient, and the name it 
bore was EIGHTEEN EIGHTy-Two. 


Then Time became a Harlequin, in 
rainbow-patchwork donned— 

He gazed a moment on the stage, 
then struck it with his wand ; 

Then EIGHTY-Two went down a 
trap as quickly as could be, 

And in its place a youngster rose, 
called EIGHTEEN EIGHTY- 
THREE. 


Then Father Time came forward, in 
a most respectful way, 

And told us that young EIGHTY- 
THREE for many a month would 
play ; 

And he hoped he’d prove a brighter 
‘‘star’’ than EIGHTY-Two had 
bec nN. 

He ceased—and Hope, the Colum- 
bine, came dancing on the scene! 


GARDENING NOTES. 


ALWAYS train your S/andard roses 
up Zelegraph wires. 

In the case of all cut/ings be sure 
to paste the leaves down securely. 

In sowing parsley, be very careful 
to scatter but little seed, as it will 
certainly not come up parsley unless 
it is (s)parsely sown. 

If you wish to keep your ‘‘rakes” 
in good order, let them ‘‘hoe’’ no- 
thing ; see they are stretched on their 
‘‘beds”’ betimes; and keep them 
away from ‘‘ plants” of all kinds. 

Remember that ‘‘dealing” with 
a garden, ‘‘spades” are always 
trumps. 

Use a warming-pan for your ‘‘hot- 
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_FUN ALMANAC. 
AN URBAN : DELUSION. 
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Jones knew a thing too much for most people. ‘ Nice bunch o water-creeses, just fresh in,” said his greengrocer 
eing brought all the way from the country! Not for me, thankee! For the fact was that the knowi 
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But it so happened that that same bunch of water-cress went down Ly the same train as Jones did, and alighted at the 
country lanes, ‘‘ now, here comes a fellow with a real fresh country bunch of water-cresses ; I will buy them a 
the way to get the real fresh article!” 


Goop NEWS FOR THE OPHTHALMIC Hospirav.—'I gh water may be had It is said to be di 


-. } DAY ? . } ‘ , ~y . 
i at London Bridge every day next year. tell us that « Cr 


JANUARY AND FEBRUARY. 


‘i 
st of January the good little boys o 
, ’ , 


On the I 


; : 1 
| = k J neve have a lay, | bly 
' ? : 
mn in order to aliow the time to renew 
nal + . rey ; “ee ’ 
r aog ticences. 1ho entiemen » are 
tne | roprieto! of (if UsUadily } ‘rma sothie 
> he ¢ : : ae } 1, p I Bc ‘ . 
y by perusing such books as laley ‘Evi- 


es of Christianity,” or Young’s ‘‘ Night 
Phoughts.” Dark lines round their eyes indica- 
: of deep study may be observed on the 2nd 

f January. Colds and coughs are sure to be 
prevalent. Even Irish patriots and Socialist 
aders may be seen in their bed-roc ey ae 
aders may be seen in thelr Db rooms, TuUvDINYG 


a | Sees al ' co) 
auow Candies on their noses, 


‘*February brings the rain,” Milton of 
mebody else remark Inasmuch as, in thi 
| rutal climate of ours, every other month does 

same, this statement does not worry us. 


semi-melted bits of ice during this month 
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elves from nasty falls. The in of self- 
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same rural station. 


nd take them home to town with me the day after to-morrow. 


fficult to foretell th 
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said Jones, in a stroll down the 
That's 


death of anything, yet the almanacs 
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inces will expire.’ 


, Your fate I plainly foresee 


een bought; but you'll soon | 
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GRANDPAPA.—“‘ Yes, yes ; 
Clara, my dear, eh?” 
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A HINT. 





MAMMA.—‘‘Ah me! another year nearly ended.” 


the New Year is just upon us, and who can tell what our future may be? 
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I suppose the future doesn’t trouble you much, 























CLakA.—‘‘ No, grandpapa; I’m wondering what my fvesen/ will be.” 


NOTES ON THE CALENDAR. 


The Solar Cyc’e.—Your son's bicycle. 
Lady Day falls on the 25th March.—Ve prepared therefore to be at hand, 





INDOOR SPORTS FOR THE YEAR. 


Fanuary.—Long-bow shooting. 
March.—Ballot boxing. 


February.—Fencing with a question. 
Apri,—Cricket on the hearth. 


| and help Lady Day to get up again. 


Licences to kill game must be taken out on the 6th Apri. 


| to kill it must be procured on the same day. 


o9 


-Licences to try 


May.— Grey hair hunting. 
Fuly. —Shooting corns. 

September.—Hair curling. 
November.—Driving nails. 


Fune.—Tilting waggons. 

August.—Riding a sanitary hobby. 
Octobcr.—Jumping at conclusions. 
December. 





Fire Insurances should be paid on Fuly 8th.—And it’s good *‘ policy ”’ to 
| pay them. 
The shortest day in the year is Dec. 25th. —The 21st is usually called so, 
but as this is 7h. 45 m in length, whilst the 25th being a quarter day can _ | 
only be 6 h., it is clear that the latter is the shorter. 





Fishing for compliments. 
Fatty Degeneration. 
Xmas is indeed a gross season, for not only is it associated with very fat 
cattle, but one of its inevitable accompaniments is the ‘‘ plump pudding.” 





MARCH AND APRIL, 


GARDENERS should sfzc/ forward peas during 
March. Varents should do likewise to forward 
children. It is not bliss when one’s hat blows 
off in a high wind, to be howled after, ‘* Oh, 
ma! what a funny bald-headed old man! was 
he always like that, do you think?” ‘‘Hush! 
no, dear.” ‘*Do you think the hairs wil! ever 
prout again, ma? and is that a wart on the 
back of his head?”’ Hatters are supposed to 
be more than usually mad in March—mad 
with joy at the number of ‘‘tiles” destroyed 
by the mad March air, ; 
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There will be a partial eclipse of the moon 
in April, but as it will not be visible in this 
country, we do not give details, but only men- 
ti the f the benefit of moonstruck 
] ad I wl may Wi h to CO ‘ } road { ps e if 
I f clerks are annually ¢i 

' k 
thes , , treat with scorr ! 
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“ BITTER.” 


We're a-brewin’ on quite a new principle.” 


DRAYMAN.—‘‘ You'll find this lot 0’ beer reg’lar prime, marm. 
Mrs. INNKREPFR.—‘‘I be mortal glad to hear thet, man. From the way your beer’s bin ‘dulterated lately, I s’posed yer master was a-brewin’ without 





ts. 














PY 





any print iple at all. - 


; A **FIGURE”-ATIVE AND “CUTTING” AMUSEMENT.—Skating. | FIRST OF JANUARY. ‘‘ Queen's Taxes due.” It is to be hoped the Royal 
: mmerieanivisivis | Lady will be able to settle up. 

: ‘‘Law terms” for 1883 will doubtless be as high as ever; at all events 

: it is very fee-sible. | AN ASTRONOMICAL GEE-GEr..— Apogee and perigee. 

i MAY AND JUNE 

' THE Queen’s birthday being on the 24th of 








May is really no excuse for drinking Her 
Majesty’s health and long life to a police 
station extent, though making that excuse may 
reduce the fine from tos. to §)., for our magi- 
strates are warranted loyal. Never employ 
sweeps in May; it takes an average sweep a 
month to get rid of the ‘‘ Jack in the Green’ 
effects. One bright May morn we found, on 
coming down to breakfast, the ‘‘chimbley”’ 
gentleman, who had condescended to attend 
at five am., reposing on an expensive pale 
blue satin couch ; and it struck us that May is 
a merrier month for the sweep than for those 


who require his services, 


In a it is just as well to wash and shear 
your sheep. If you haven't got any sheep 
don’t trouble about it, but utilize other people's 
by dropping in at the Cri.” and having 
evilled kidneys for supper washed down wi th 

heer nee ty after tl la lr may 
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FUN ALMANAC. 
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MARY (a domestic treasure). 


hould just turn round and give him one of my looks, 


HEI 


Predictions for 1883, 
Ic will rain. 
© Trophoniu "ow 
vi mle 


(germ 


I] ] r ybably, eno! the winner 


n re will, for the first 


Some will have a 





It’s all nonsense, Ethel! 


(the furt of the family).—** Oh, yes, dear! Tam sure he wou 
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SISTHRLY AFFECTION. 
The new ( 


I think he 
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would understand me.’ 


Id. 





2 ¥ 
a 


G 


ctor wouldn’t follow you unle- 


One of your looks wou'd be quite f/azm enough for ary ove to understand 
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; you encouraged him. If he annoyed me like it, I 


ss 


HEALTH HINTS. 


| Asoor Christmas-time beware of bill-ious attacks, 


ome time during the 
an attack of type-us. 


> very catching. 
In wearing rings 
worn 


IULY AND AUGUST. 
irances due at Midsummer expi! 
well to pay up your insuran 
ng in for arson; besides being more 
nd respectable it ensures you 
in settled with le-s | 
re a farmer hoe freely, if you are not 
i cely should any one trea 


‘ . = +1 : 
rite corn, Phere is nothing so easy 
, 4 
amagniticent dinner at Greenwich 
Lin July—the only « 7 at 
t ] 1 : , for 
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Be careful how you 


be particular as to the 
without inducin 





Should you go to law you will be liable to attacks of intermittent fee-ver. 
Any undue indulgence in scribbling will be wellnigh certain t: 


» bring on 


—’Arry-sipelas 


ith the crowd on Bank Holidays y-Si] 


Some 


stone in them. 
fingers. 
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GUARD. —*‘ All change here, sir ! 

OLD GENTLEMAN (2mdignant/y). -‘‘IT never change! I commence with whisky, and go on with whisky. T never cl 
ASTRONOMICAL ASPIRATIONS. 

Be kind enough to listen to a lyric astronomical, I'd name each constellation too, and what its true condition ts, 

Which, being scientific, is more serious than comical ; Which planet’s disagreeable and now in ‘opposition’? is; 

I’d mention in this Almanac, without much prolegomena, I'd like to write an ode on (N)odes (in science verse an aider is), 

Eclipses, occultations, and celestial phenomena. And analyse the Zenith, and inform you what the Nadir is, 





I desire to show to those who have not studied at our college; Of *‘ Southing ” and of “ Solstices”” I’d speak in manner cursory, 


' 
| What treasure to the intellect this planetary knowledge 1s; And touch on both the Ursas in a style to suit a (n)Ursa-ry; 
And I’d show you how the Zodiac, that belt of light that shines a lot, | I'd treat of flying Pegasus, a sort of starry merry ‘‘ gee,” 
Like Freemasons, and the “ Foresters, "and ‘‘ Bungs, ’ goes in for “‘signs’'a lot And elucidate the mysteries of Apogee and Perigee. 
| I’d expatiate on Jupiter, and also on its satellites ; Yea various star phenomena I willingly would mention too, 
' Of Pallas and of Venus, who, of course, are very ‘‘natty” lights. They ‘re matters which an Almanac like FUN’s should give attention to: 
I'd describe the ‘‘rings’’ that Saturn wears, a: d what his situation 1s, But, lo! our Editor remarks he cannot see the wit of it, 
, Max” and what ‘cor uration’ i And adds, ‘‘he’d take it on if 7 fut untrstoota bit of wt" 


And what ‘‘ horizontal parallax” an 
SEPTEMBER AND OCTOBER. 
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| In the month of Janu. 
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And be sure in FEBRU-ARY 
| Valentines to send to Mary. 

















FUN ALMANAC. 


FUN’S CONUNDRUMS.—No. 5. ; 
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RHYMES FOR THE MONTHS, 


But in br got and wwery A lor when we have reached SEPTEMBE! 


, " ’ , r y y 1"? ve s Fg } 9 as . a > ~ 1 : } _ 
: wary ; You can sing your roundelay ; : ou re not safe from cold, remember. 


Singing loud l JUNE See to it that you keep sober 


Po a still more joyful tune. Spite the brewings of OCTOBER. 


MARCH, But beware in hot JULY Squibs to buy, you should remember, 
hs low y ed tions try lor the Fifth of dark NOVEMBER; 
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and } ! \ : the last hours of Dr 


EMBER AND DECEMBER 
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| FUN ALMANAC. 


| HINTS ON BURGLING. 
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THOSE TWINKLERS. 


MATILDA JANE, 
It may be state 
I’m not insane 
Or elevated ; 
Although my eye 
Is wild and da 
And seems awry, 
[ am not cravy. 
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I #2 advance 
Vith indecision, 
lor objects dance 
Before my vision. 
It makes me sick 
In this my ‘‘ digging,” 
There ’s not a stick 
That isn’t jigging! 














The gods confound 
With tribulations 
The ‘* Underground ” 
And all its stations 
And their contents — 
That latest *f wrinkle,’ 
Advertisements 
That madly twinkl 
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My train was late ; 
With heart a-sinki 
had to wait 
And watch them 
Their ban on me 
Is simply fated 
‘o never be 
Obliterated. 
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My brain it fills, 

That blinding flutter 
Of Tinks’s Pills 

And DBinks’s Butter : 
My sun shall sink 
IXre time abolish 
he memoried blink 


Of Pogson’s Polish. 
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Matilda! 
This endless throb! 
lhe crumpets hop, 
The butter’s bobbing 
The candles dance, 
The fire is winking, 
Phe pictures prance 
I ‘)l take to drinking ! 
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‘‘Goop SIGNS,” Those of the 
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